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EDITOR’S FOREWORD 

From the year 1896 until shortly before his death Arnold 
Bennett kept Journals in which he set down his thoughts 
and views about the happenings of Life around him. On his 
death these Journals became the property of Dorothy Cheston 
Bennett, who asked me to edit them for publication. 

I had long been aware of the existojicc; of thc.se Journals ; 
indeed, at one of our last meetings I asked Arnold Bennett 
when he intended to publish them. He replied that he would 
do so when he could find the time nece.ss!iry to go through 
them. He died before lie could find that time. 

Ihe task which devolvtsd ujxin me was not an (5a.sy oiui for 
many reasons. In the first place, tlie Journals contained over 
one million words. I found upon examination, however, that 
a certain amount of extraneous matter could he taken out 
easily—matter which Arnold Bennett liad written in accordance 
with his dutiful habit of recording even the minor details of 
an average day. There were also many outspoken comments 
and statements about ])eople well-known and otherwise mul 
certain affmrs which could not be left in with prudence. At 
the same time I had no intention of “ bowdlerising " Bennett. 
Doubtless I have left in many things whicli he would have 
eliminated; possibly I have taken out many thing.s which he 
would have left in. It is not easy to edit miotlior man's thought, 
nor to read the mind of that mmi with accuracy. So 1 have 
foUowed my personal impression of what he would have wished 
—an impression derived from a long and intimate friendship. 

Arnold Bennett was bom at Shelton, 1 lanlcy, on May 27, 
1867, and was educated at Newcastle Middle Scliool. Ihi' then 
became a lawyer’s clerk but threw u^) his position in 1893 and 
came to London. He soon secured a post as sub-editor on a 
paper called Woman, and it is at this point in his career that 
he began his Journals. 
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EDITOR'S FOREWORD 


It is proposed to publish these Journals in three volumes. 
This, the first volume, covers the years r<S()() n()i(), aiul is of 
particular interest because it reveals the del ails of ilu^ (^aiiy 
years of Arnold Bennett's career. The second volunn^ 

1920, will show the sensitive mind of tlie auihor dui'iiijy ihc 
War years, the impress of great national hap[H:ninf»; ujxm it, 
and his attitudes towards the underciirrenls of which Ixx'.amc 
aware. The third volume will carry the Joiirnai, on through 
the eventful post-War years, with their niuxu'tainties and import, 
to the days which were to be so shortly at’tcrwards ch)S(xl l>y 
death on March 27th, 1931. 

In these three volumes the complete working lih^ of Arnold 
Bennett will be made clear. They are not only an auto¬ 
biography, but a sage observation of artistic maltcirs ovv.r a 
wide range of years. They show him in the maniRU' of a. nuxkuai 
Pepys. 

I have refrained from eliminating any inaiic'.rs, however 
trivial they may seem, which throw light u])()n i.h(^ vonl Arnold 
Bennett as he unconsciously revealed himself in thesis Jouk‘Nals. 
He set down such things quite unaware that: lu^ was irx'.ording 
Ms own personality in doing so. 

The fact that Arnold Bennett was abhi to ('.ompiU^ Journals 
of over a million words in 34 years, in addition to ids large 
creative output, demonstrates the ceaseless impulst^ to write 
wHch was ever in him. What he thouglit, lui had to write 
doym. What he saw-—the drama or the humour of a. litth; 
episode in Life—^he had to record, and usually in the form of a 
perfect pen-picture in miniature. 

It is fortunate that he did so, for these JotJRNALS reveal his 
personality more closely to his unknown admirers than all his 
novels, and the friend the more intimately to Ids friends. 

NICWMAN ¥UmER. 


It was the Author’s intention to add to parts of the Journal. 
Had this been done, some of his earlier opinions might have 
been altered or modified, although tlie later Arnold Bennett, 
when reading the earlier Arnold Bennett, generally found 
himself in agreement with his younger self. 

Unaltered as these Journals remain in their present form 
(although selection was necessary owing to tlicir great length) 
they are pure autobiography, and the development of character 
and mind is subtly revealed at first hand. 

Regarding Arnold Bennett’s first engagement, of which he 
writes on page 234, it is interesting to not(i that; the JImiccc 
referred to was a young American girl, wliose family had .s(!tlled 
and made a home in Paris. The family was unusually gifted 
and Miss Bleanor Green pos.so.sseil unc.ommou iK^aul.y. I ler 
brother, Julian Circon, has of lat(^ years achieveal distine.tion and 
fame for his powerful and (wiginal l)ooks (written in tlu'. fi'n'nch 
language) and he miiks among the most important and arresting 
of younger writers—especially in h'rance. Another .sist(!r, Anne 
Green, has also succe.ssfnlly published several noveds, and Arnold 
Bennett’s one Mxmfmncca has written a, study of her family’s life 
in Paris in which she brings in the opi.sode of her eng:ig<!m('nt to 
Arnold Bennett and a study of him at the rime. “ vSlu^ was 
remarkably beautiful, having green eyes and red hair. Her 
mind and spirit were quite unusual, and equal to her physical 
beauty," writes an intimate friend. 

Miss Green was, however, unwilling to he drawn so souti into 
marriage and its ties. She had a definite " Melisandc ’’ (piality. 

These facts, and their implications, arc iinporlant to Ihost! who 
would understand what wa.s hcdfind tln^. Reserved yet orna,ni(sntetl 
fa9ade which Arnold Bennett pnisented to the world. Readers 
without the clue to his passion lor ('.ssential, pure bcnuity of mind 
and spirit, no less than of outward perfection, have not the key 


to a quality, and to a passion, which underlies the whole of his 
work, however different its mood. 

For his work contained this paradox—as did his personal taste 
and temperament. While it was definitely robust, with gusto 
for detail and for material effect, the inner spirit of tlwi autlior, 
directed always towards beauty and a kind of i^Tfcciing of 
material existence, was intensely shy and averse to tlie i)ro- 
fanation, the " vulgarisation ”, of unreserved expn^ssion. Tlu-re 
was in his mind a holy of holies, a presence to be inferred but 
never exposed. 

The breaking of this engagement was a hurt of which he boro 
marks to the end of his life. 

For some time he threatened Miss Green tliat he would writ('. a. 
" rosse ” novel which would reveal his unhappiness. Instead, 
he drew from a different source of inspiration his gn^at nov(;I of 
life’s tragic-comedy with its theme of the. nK^lanchoIy healing 
passage of time—"The Old Wives' Tale”. 

I wish to express my most grateful thanks to Newman Idowt^r, 
who so generously undertook the formidable task of cKliting 
these JouRNALS.^ I feel that he has put them forth ; IS nearly 
as can be imagined in the form that Arnold Ikainett woidd 
have chosen. 


D. C. B. 


JOURNALS OF ARNOLD BENNETT 


1896 


April Z'jth. 

A fire engine was trotting down Chandos-St. and in frt)nt of if 
two women in a victoria excitedly implored tlieir coaolnnan fo 
draw to the side of the road. I walked on, and tlien, guessing 
that the fire must be near at hand, turned round, and luirrying 
as others hurried found myself at the edge of a. loo.sely packed 
crowd in Villiers Street. 

Three fire brigade vehicles, two of them .steamers, and all tliree 
pair-horsed, were standing in line. Smoke and steam (uirled out 
idly from the glittciring brass funnels of tlu; .steanun-s; tlui fire¬ 
men talked and lauglujd in groups, unconccancHl; and one or 
two idlers stroked the glossy Hanks of the magniliccut grey 
horses. No sign of a fire anywhere 1 

Ihen I saw pco])le ttirning in under oiu; of the arches beneath 
Charing Cross Station, and I went to explore farther. From an 
open door towards the middle of the jirch, guarded by a polie<;- 
man, a thin smoke exuded into tlie faces of a ring of spectatt>rs. 
Beyond doubt the outbreak had been .successfully dealt with 
before the engines arrived. At the other end of the arch was 
a fire-escape (looking curiou.sly out of place, liaving regard to 
the locality of the iirc) officiously watched by three street loiterers 
who had prc.sumably hcljjed to bring it there. “ Come along, 
lads, said a fireman to them, “ well be getting off home.’' 

A fire under Charing Cross Station might have proved a bril¬ 
liant and exciting event, if circumstances had given it a chance. 

^ ^ 

At the Coixiedy Restaxiraot, to which I seldom go without 
overhearing an interesting or an instructive duologues, were two 
soberly dressed young women—perhaps actresses.' One, about 
2 , a girl with a snicill, self-contained face, with two nits 
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from either side the nostrils indicating a clis]>ositi()n towards 
fastidiousness in all things. The other had her back to me; 
she was older, plainer, and less assertive. They were cvidc'iilly 
discussing some domestic calamity in which tlu'. sc<'ond was (‘oii- 
cerned. The first spoke continually in a pahuah oom|)assi()na.t(‘. 
voice, using frequently the phrase, '' your inotlua* ”, ” your dear 
mother'b Her tones were modulated ck'verly, and y(‘t, {he 
effect was one of monotony. The second said iit(l(% Inyond an 
occasional assenting “ Yes 

''And yet I don't know,” the first said. " 1 think I 'will go 

with you to see Mrs. -You would wish it, dear, would 

you not? Yes, it might do good. . . And slui wtad; on 
talking, and on, and on, in the same su[K‘rior, ])aiiu!d, and con¬ 
sciously compassionate voice. Slie called ilu^ waitc'r authorita¬ 
tively, quietly. They went out, and I heard the commissionaire 
whistle for a hansom. 

Somehow, I felt sorry for No. 2. 

A^ril 2gth. 

Last night Eugene d'Albert ^ made his first a;p{)('.arau<a', in luig- 
land after an absence of many years in ICnrojK' and Aiuerleti, 
Sharpe^ called, on his way to the concert, and talk<‘d about 
him. His father's father was a Frenchnia.a and his fa.th<*r’s 
mother a German. His mother was a, Scotswonmn, and In^ was 
born in Glasgow, where his father was a daiuang-tnasi^ir. jk)th 
parents, said Sharpe, who knew tlicin, w(,‘re nice pt^opk', a,nnrd)Ie, 
upright, and sober as to manner—though the father coinj>osc.d 
much very bad dance music. Mrs. d'AUxTt was a (juiid, r(‘.scrvtHl 
woman, with a shy pride in her son. 

Sharpe, who frequently visited their house in orcUa* lo play 
duets with Eugene, used to tell her that he thought, her son was 
a great artist. " You really think so, Mr. Sharpe ? ” she would 
answer, with a slight smile—and that wa.s all. D'Albc'rt is said 
to have treated all his English friends in a rather strangx^ manner. 
"But'*, said Sharpe, who has before now told me tlnit in his 
opinion d'Albert was a greater pianist when he left the Coll(‘gc 
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1 The well-knowa pianist and composer. He dictl in. March, roj 2 . yoU 

® Arnold Bennett was an intimate and lifclonix friend (,)f the Slia.rj,Hii 
famUy, all of whom were musical. " Anna of the Idvts Town.s w:u; A 

dedicated to Herbert Sharpe. Of the younger gcncrati(m, Ce<lric vSh;u*]>c 
became a well-known 'cellist. i 
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of Music (lum Pacii'rcwski is now, h'i hini play oiu‘ movement, 
and all that; will la; fnr|,;on(ai 1 And proplu^cy wa,s enr- 
iously fu](ill(‘<l, if flu* n'porfs of tlu‘ (‘oiuxai in ioday's ])a]H'rs 
are not (^xapyeni(<‘(l. D’Aliual was ivceivc'd with niarki^d rold^' 
ness, Imt lh<‘ au<li(m(a; was wildly (‘uiluisiaslic wlam lie lv{i thi^ 
platfonxn 

Thursday, Aj'ril ydh. 

This inorniny (it Inann" lh(' sta'omi dayof ilu' Tn^ss view) I spent 
an liour at (lu^ Acadcama d1u‘ iiumher of portraits seems to 
increase year by ycaar, hor a, man who is tai/possmi in a. sint^ie 
art, this c.ompn‘h(aisive st'hn’tion of portraits of {'t'h'britit's cannot 
fail to ha,vc‘ a, moral value. I'lu'y nauind him that tluar are 
several otiua' arts and scnaanl hundrc'd otlua; oe.caipations l)esid(‘s 
Ills own in which nuai of f,((aiius and nuai of tahait <‘an aetua.lly 
and deeply inten^st, theniselv(‘s : a faet lu‘ is in dani^ca' of for^ 
gcttiiifp And they do this (piiti' imh'ptanlently of tlua'r artistic 
worth, whi(‘h in tlu^ majority of (‘as<‘s is lusarly nil. 1\) situly 
thes{'. faci\s of nuai and wonuai brings on(‘. in conta<1 with ac.tivi- 
tics, ideals, ambitions, ot whit'h oth(a’wis(‘ oiu^ wtaild kiiow little 
beside the nuaa^ nanu^s. 

Th,e al-titude of tiu^ gviua'al pnblie towards a, pi(dnn‘ by 
whicli ap[>arenlly tlu‘y regard it as a, story first and a. work of 
art aftcawards is not so iruhdensible as it s(‘ems, or at l('a,sl 
not sSO iiiexeusable. In the attitudes of tlu^ perhr.tly (mltured 
oxtist Inmstdf, there is sonudhing ot tlu*, same hading it must 
be so. (jtraphic art cannot bt; totally Si^jiaraltal from literary 
art, nor vice viu’sa.. They <vncroa,(di on eatdi otlunv 

Friday, May isi. 

In the course of conversation to-day, a, man said to me, afrropos 
of the (juestion wind lux'lu^ or I were (he more eiKTgtdic: “I 
get up at b, go out for a, walk ; Imadcfast at tS ; then an hour’s 
work, ami alterwards to the olhee j halt an, hour for lunch 
. . ^ the detaihal ])r()gramim\, ma.de up of alteruaiiHl work and 

exercise, stretched out to ,n p.m. 

''Well,” I said, ” that’s very good irukHuL How long iiave 
you been doing that ? ” 

Oh!' he said, ” I'm going to start in ilui morning! ” 

Alcock ^ maintained to me a,t tea. that to praciLse a musical 

^ Arnold Xicuaett was Xxicrully with several uiciubcrs of this lamily. 
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instrument as it should be practised, was as fatiguing- as ('relative 
composition, I deny it. 

Gardner^ told me that 1,200 people sat down to Charles 
Wyndham's celebration-of-managerial-nuijority ” siippcu' at the 
new Hotel Cecil on Friday last. The contract price for the 
supper was £1,000. Far finer than any other ]>a.i I ol tlio enUa- 
tainment was the sight of the sunrise across ihc I'haines. But 
the faces of the actresses when daylight came , . . ! 

Wednesday, May (^th, 

Eugene d^Albert played to-night at tln^ Philharmonic (‘omaai;. 
A little, round-shouldered man, willi <liminutivc h'gs ami a. 
shrewd face, who looked as if nature ha,d intemkHl him to wear 
a large white apron and be a chemist and druggist. was 
coldly received, but when LiszCs notoriously difliciilt K Hat 
concerto was finished, the audience liad a, roused itstHf, and an 
encore was inevitable.^ 

It appears that when Sullivan heard that: llu'. Piulliannonic 
had engaged d'Albert, he threatened not only to n'uiovt^ his 
own name from the membership, but to do all he could to induce 
the Queen and the Prince of Wales to witiulraw tlu'ir patronage. 
However, he was persuaded to alter his plans. Sullivan lu'lp(al 
d'Albert in every possible way when he was a stud<m( ; ol)( aitual 
engagements for him at the Popular ('omauts, llu' ('ryslal 
Palace, etc ; and when d'Albert went to the Contiiumt gav(' him 
introductions to all the Courts. Yet on his ndurn, a, yc^ar atlci> 
wards, d'Albert not only refeed to call on Sullivan but tlirew 
contempt on him and all Englishmen. In the nu^autime iJszt 
had heard him play and spoken enthusiastically of him, dubbing 
him ''the young Tausig'k D'Albert, by the way, onci; (send- 
ously?) claimed to be a (natural) sou of Tausig, though there 
cannot be a shadow of justification for such a claim. 

Friday, May 8tk 

To-night I heard Yvette Guilbert sing five songs-dnehuling 
" La Soularde", BerangeNs '' Grandhnere ”, " Her (ioUkiu Hair 
was hanging down her back", and " I want yoti, ma Honey " 

^ Fitzroy Gardner, at one time editor of Womav a,nd Huhs(HpumtIy num- 
ager to Sir Herbert Tree. 

^ This was d’Albert's fourth concert, and ids perfornKiuct^ of Liszt's 
work occasioned much complimentary criticism. 
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(alternate verses in Frencli and English). The |icrformance took 
about 23 minutes, and she receives £70 per night (ten nights). 
My father, who had seen her on the previous evening, said to me 
at dinner at Gatti's,I can't see £70 in what slie docs/' No/' 
I said, perhaps can't; but you can see it in the audnmee 
which pays to listen to her." 

I think I never saw the Empire so full. Yvette wore a gx)wn 
of bluish green flowered silk, and the uncha.ngeal)lc 1)1 ack gloves. 
To the back of the pit, where I stood, her voice came a.s if from 
an immense distance, attenuated, but ck^ar and crisp. 

Monday, May iitK 

I read through in the type-written copy some of the latxa: cliapters 
of my novel, ^ and they seemed to be ineffective and sketcdjy. 
Which severely depressed me, and to rccov(n* mysedf 1 had to 
read certain other chapters which I knew would not conu^ (ait 
badly. I happened to see in an old Idler to-day " ()'s " 
article on his first book. In it lie says that: lu^. wrotc^ l)i\a.d 
Man's Rock" without a trace of feeling. His viijw is tiud if 
on revision, the work moves its author, then llitan is surely s^aue 
good in it. Amen ! Parts of my novel have had that hh^ssi^d 
effect on me. 

In " Vailima Table-Talk ", an article by Isob (9 Strong (SteiH^n- 
son's step-danghter and amanuensis) in May Scribner, ll is said : 
"He dictates witli great earnestness, and whe.n ])ariicu!a,rly 
interested unconsciously acts the part of his characters. When 
he came to the description of the su])per Amu^. has with Mora 
and Ronald (' St. Ives '), he bowed as he dictated Anne's polite 
speeches, and twirled his mustaclie . . /' I do that sort of 
thing myself, but not unconsciously—rather because it amusc^s 
me, and deceives me into a belief that I can sec the scene which 
I am describing. But I never can sec the scene, or even a single 
character. Yet, (thanks be to Gawd!) it needs a constant, or 
at least a repeated, mental effort to grasp tlie fa.ct that certain 
stories which I have written, and the novel I am now finishing, 
aren't really true, I frequently have to say to myself, a$ it 
were: " But of course it's not true, really ! " 

Wednesday, May x^th. 

rdipped into "Adam Bede," and my impression that George 
^ " In tlie Shadow/' 
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Eliot will never be among the classical writers was made a ccr- 

tainty. Her style, though not without shrewdness, is too rank 
to have any enduring vitality. Peoidc call it inasculnio . 
Quite wrong! It is downright, aggressive, souKdunes rude, but 
genuinely masculine, never. On the contrary it is t ransparently 
feminine-feminine in its lack of restraint, its wordine,ss, and the 
utter absence of feehng for form which characterizes it. the 
average woman italicizes freely. George lUiot, of course, had 
trained herself too weU to do that, at least formally; yet her 
constant, undue insistence springs from the same. e.ssential weak¬ 
ness, and amounts practically to the same expeilient lunily 
and Charlotte Bronte are not guiltless on tins count, but they 
both had a genuine, natural appreciation of the value of words, 

which George Eliot never had. 

Jane Austen, now, is different. By no chance docs .she commit 
the artistic folly of insisting too much. Her style has the beauty 
and the strength of masculinity and feminity combined, and, 
very nearly, the weakness of neither. 

In May Chapman’s, there is a story by Henry James. His 
mere ingenuity, not only in construction, but in expression, is 
becoming tedious, though one cannot but adniiie. Also hi.s 
colossal cautiousness in statement is very tryiiign If ho would 
only now and then contrive to write a sentence without a ipialify- 
ing clause! 

Friday, May isth. 

At noon precisely I finished my first novel, which was begun 
about the middle of April last year; but five-sixths of the work 
at least has been performed since the ist October. Yesterday, 
I sat down at 3 p.m. to write, and, with slight interruptions for 
meals etc., kept at it till i a.m. this morning. Ihc conoluiling 
chapter was written between 9 and 13 to-day. 

My fears about " In the Shadow ” arc (t) that it is not well- 
knit, (2) that it is hysterical, or at any rate strained in tone. 
Still, I should not be surprised if it impressed many respectable 
people. The worst parts of it seem to me to be in front of my 
Yellow Book story,^ which came in for a full share of lauda¬ 
tion. 

^ " A. Letter Home ”, appeared under tlio name of Enoch Arnold 
Bennett in the Yellow Book for July, 1895. Reprinted in " Tales of th® 
Five Towns ”. 
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Wednesday, May 20th. 

I regard it as a serious and disquieting s3nnptom, that, now that 
my novel is finished, I have a positive wish to work. No man, 
healthy in mind and body, ever wants to work. He knows that 
work is good for him and will probably produce happiness, but 
that he should actually want to work is incredible, except of 
course after a too-protracted holiday. 

During a rehearsal of "The Pompadour”, one of Tree’s 
ancient failures at the Haymarket ^ and almost if not quite the 
first piece in which Mrs. Tree came out as a serious, professional 
actress, she managed clumsily to give Tree a blow in the face 
while embracing him. “ Maud, Maud,” he exclaimed, .stopping 
the rehearsal, “ here have I been teaching you to act all this 
time, and the best you can do is to put your thumb in my eye I 
Begone, Maud! Begone ! ” And the rehearsal concluded,— 
so Gardner told me to-day. 

Thursday, May 2 xst. 

Stevenson’s “ Weir of Hermiston, an unfinished romance ”, 
appeared yesterday. Chap. VI. “A leaf from Chri.stina’s 
psalm-book ” contains about forty pages of the subtlest, surest, 
finest psychological analysis that I can remember. 1 am quite 
sure that there exists nowhere a more beautiful or more pro¬ 
foundly truthful presentation of the emotional jdamoinena (both 
in the man and in the woman) which go to the making of " love 
at first sight On p. 178 Stevenson, with secret pride I swear, 
says: " Thus even that phenomenon of love at first sight, which 
is so rare and seems so simple and violent, like a di.sruption of 
life’s tissue, may be decomposed into a sequence of accidents 
happily concumng.” ... Yes, it may, by a Stevenson ; per¬ 
haps by a Meredith; but by none else of modem writers. " Weir 
of Hermiston” is as far beyond anything that Hardy, for ex¬ 
ample, could compass, as " The Woodlandcrs ” is beyon<l " In 
the Shadow Which is to say much 1 The mere writing of 
“ Weir of Hermiston ” surpasses all Stevenson’s previous achieve¬ 
ment. 

Thursday, May 2 &th. 

John Lane showed me John Buchan’s report on my novel. It 
was laudatory and kind, but not (I thought) critically appreda- 

^In Maioli. T888, ’ 
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tive. He had no fault whatever to find with the novel qua 
novel, hut he said it would probably not bo popular and that the 
same sort of thing had often been done bedon'. AKiiough it 
probably will not be popular, the same stud of thing has not 
been often done before; it has never Ixicti done. iK'fore—in 
England. I can recall no novel of which eitlu'r the o.ssoutial 
material or the treatment is at all similar. Tin; man is mo.st 
honest, and anxious to do justice, but lu; clearly lias not boon 
able quite to sympathize with the latest disciple of (he do (lon- 
courts. Lane said, "I will publush it,” and 1 said, "That is 
very good of you,” or something like that, and that was really 
all that passed in the matter of the book. 

[Margin Note.) I find on reading more carefully a copy of 
the report that Buchan said no such thing. - Jmu^ 6th. 

Wednesday, June yd. 

First night of " Magda ”, at the Lyceum --Mrs, ra.trick C:i.mpbell 
as Magda. Fernandez as Schwartze and Forhe.s-Robertson as 
the Pastor. Apropos of the so-called foolishness of allowing 
oneself to be moved by a story which one knows not to be 
"true, after all", it occurred to mo to-night that a work of 
dramatic art moves us precisely because we know Uia,t it is real. 
If those particular events depicted did not actually hapi»en, 
others essentially similar to them did . . . w(^ Ah'! it; w(; feel 
that they must have happened. And so we cry, perhaps, not 
on account of the misery presented to us, but oii account of the 
wider, cruder misery of which the pres('nl(!d mi.sery demon¬ 
strates to us the existence . . . existence perhaps hitluirto 
unsuspected or but dimly guessed by us. 'Phus Mrs. M's rcihulu; 
to her husband when he cried at “ Faust ” : " Boii’t be so silly, 
Fred; you know it’s not real," was singularly inapt. " Fred *’ 
cried just because the reality of the thing was only too clear. 

Friday, June $th. 

The Meistersingers , Covent Garden. l*Tom aside box on the 
top tier I could see all the furtive activities which in an opera 
perfonnance are hidden from the bulk of the audience : Screened 
by his wooden hood, the prompter’s head appears just above 
the level of the stage ; he foEows the score untiringly with his 
efhhand while beating time, giving cues, gesticulating with his 
nght; he is never for a moment at rest; he .seems to know 
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instinctively when an actor will be at fault, and his low clear 
voice is heard exactly at the second when its help is imperative, 
and not till then. Compared to the prompter the conductor 
seems almost insignificant. In the wings a couple of chorus 
masters, with book in hand, direct and inspire the shecp-like 
masses of men and women who clu-ster round the principals. 
Several other men, one in a straw hat, move mysteriously to 
and fro in the wings. A fireman and a footman stand guard 
over the curtain ropes. Right at the back of the stage dim 
shadows with lamps pass and repass. High up, even higher 
than the top tier, are men in their shirt sleeves moving amid 
a multitude of ropes, winches and blocks- ... 

Consider the order and discipline which is necessary to the 
harmonious interworking of all these different forces for an hour 
and a half at a time. A slight forgetfulness on the part of any 
one of them might bring the performance to a standstill, and 
cover the entire organization with disgrace. When once the 
first chord of the " vorspiel ” has been sounded, the boats are 
burned, as it were, and all depends on courage and presence of 
mind. In an opera like “ The Meistersinger ” systematization 
must indeed be carried to extremes. Now and then even the 
audience gets a hint of this; as witness the first and second 
bells for the raising of the curtain, each struck firmly and deci¬ 
sively at a particular bar of the score; with what marvellous 
obedient promptitude the immense stretch of canvas vanislicd 
into the ceiling on the stroke of the second bell 1 

At the end of an act, while the " principal ” principals are 
taking their calls, all sorts of people crowd into the wings to 
watch their demeanour; even the principals of the second rank 
(Corsi, Gilibert, de Bars etc.) press forward with childish curiosity 
to watch the de Reszkes, Planfon, Eames, Bispham etc, receive 
the adoration of the audience. This is surely a significant 
manifestation of what may be called the "operatic tempera¬ 
ment”. 

Sunday, June x^th. 

It is amazing what curious ideas even educated women have, 
where statistics are concerned, Mrs. Devareux was positive to-day 
that women outnumbered men by 3 to i. When I corrected 
her, 17 to 16, she said, “ But surely there are a million women 
in the country who can’t possibly find husbands ? ” And her 
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man said: “ Yes, but that is because so few men will marry 
nowadays!” Mrs. Devereux accepted tlie explanation (!) 
Her sister put the preponderance of women at 7 to i. J'Vom a 
sea of talk about dress, I rescued one curious tlu'ory of Mrs. 
Devereux’s: “A woman with a turned-up nose must be most 
simple in her attire, and especially careful to avoid frocks that 
attract attention. A woman with a really ^ood nos(' may wear 
^ything. Thus the whole subject of woman's dress resolves 
itself into a question of noses.” 

Monday, June 

Sarah Bernhardt was stout last year. This sc'asou she. is 
positively obese. But most of the women in her company 
have waists even larger than hers. Query: Is this an acci¬ 
dent ? 

Fulham Road is dotted with the aged mahi inmate's of the 
workhouse in their brown coats and corduroy trousers, out on 
leave. {The clean, soft pinkiness of their gnarhal, work-worn 
hands seems curiously inapposite.) One sees a Aw of tluu)i in 
every public-house along the street. Strange that the face.s of 
most of them afford no vindication of tlu'. mamrer of tlu'ir down¬ 
fall to pauperdom! I looked in vain for general traces either 
of physical excess or of moral weakness. Must their Iielplessnc,ss 
in old age, therefore, be attributed mainly to meni misfortune, 
adverse fate? Or does society as at present constiinted force 
them to this ignominy ? Or is it that the regular, healtliy 
existence of the workhouse removes or obscures those signs of 
physical excess or moral weakness which would account for 
them failure in life ? 


Tuesday, June zyi. 

At JohnLme’s I met John Buchan, just now princiiial ' reader' 
to the Bodley Head. A very young, fair man; cliarmiugly 
shy • vOTsity in every tone and gesture. He talks quietly 
m a fenmine exiguous voice, with the accent of Kensington 
teinpered perhaps by a shadow of a shade of Scotch (or was 
that my imagination ?). Already-—he cannot be more than 23— 
he IS a favounte of publishers, who actually seek after him, and 
h^ publKhed one book. He told me that his second novel, a 

finished, and that he had prac- 
y 0 e serial rights. . . . A most modest, retiring man, 
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yet obviously sane and shrewd. Well-disposed, too, and anxious 
to be just; a man to compel respect; one who ‘ counts 

Wednesday, July 8 th. 

Miss Symonds lamented the decadence of the novel since 
^Thackeray and George EUot, and I retorted that in future years 
the present would be regarded as a golden age of fiction. She 
regretted the lapse of that custom which made it lawful for 
authors to intersperse their narratives by personal reflections, 
opinions, moralizings. In the case of a great author, she said, 
these constituted for her frequently the chief charm of a novel. 

Which shows that sensible people are capable of holding the 
most bizarre views. 

Wednesday, July 22nd. 

At 10 o’clock, Piccadilly pavements were loosely thronged with 
women in light summer attire—cool, energetic, merry, inquisi¬ 
tive, and having an air of being out for the day. Their restless 
eyes were on everything at once: on each other; on the great 
houses of Piccadilly decorated with bunting,^ where workmen 
even then were erecting stands and gaspipes curved into mono- 
grammatic designs, and nailing festoons of gold fringe upon red 
cloth; on the patient vendors of elevated standing room behind 
the railings of the Green Park; on the mounted police who, 
disposed in companies, dismounted like automata at the word 
of command. 

Happy, infantile faces, most of them had, faces expressive of 
a childish intention to enjoy; faces unmarked by thought and 
showing but slight traces of care; the faces of those to whom 
life is a simple, orderly affair, presenting few problems. Here 
and there was a family group—^husband, wife, and tall young 
girls with long loose hair. And how transparently naive these 
last! Essentially as untutored as the veriest village maid, and 
offering a sharp contrast to the men of business, young and old, 
who in cabs and omnibuses and on foot were wending to the 
city just as though this had been a common day 1 Judging 
from the ordinary occupants of the streets, one is apt to think 
of London as a city solely made up of the acute, the knowing, 
the worldly, the blas6. But, hidden away behind sunblinds in 

‘For the wedding of Princess Maud of Wales to Prince Charles of 
Denmark, afterwards King Haak n VII of Norway. 
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years.^ Even the exterior of the Shakspere Memorial Institute, 
which was built in 1877 on the banks of the Avon, looks distin¬ 
guished—^by moonlight. ^ 

The town is weUTurnished with mellow, old inns—inns honey¬ 
combed with crimson-carpeted oak staircases and long tortuous 
corridors with old prints on the walls. In the low-ceiled parlours, 
of which in some inns there are two, of different degrees of 
privacy, are merry, respectable, well-dressed women of middle 
age or verging thereon, who serve old and tried customers on 
terms of perfect and amiable equality, to the accompaniment 
of shrewd, slow conversation* In the stable-yards at the rear, 
obese ostlers move awkwardly about, and the soft noises 
horses moving amid straw are heard through red walls and 
over wooden half-doors. 

Sunday, August i 6 ^A. 

Rickards : When I see a beautiful woman, when I am talking 
with a friend, and when I am travelling on the continent-then 
I think life is worth living. But not often at other times.*' 

August 20th. 

At Ostende« 

The Quai des PScheurs, where one lands, is a street of houses 
that look like lanky overgrown cottages. Nearly every dwelling 
is an estaminei, in the sanded, pine-dressed tajjrooiu of which 
fat, enceinte, good-humoured women move loosely and languidly 
to serve sailors and quay-loafers with bock and cheap tobacco. 

Along the front lounge sailors in English blue (looking precisely 
like English sailors in face, gait, manner and dress); children 
clatter their loose sabots; fishwives are carrying fish from a 
brown and yellow tangle of smacks to waiting carts ; occas.ionally 
a woman porter goes by, sweating in the sunshine, with her 
elongated barrow curving downwards to one little wheel at the 
extremity. 

In the afternoon Brown® squatted down on his stool, m 
pkine rue, to paint the smacks and lighthouse behind. He had 
no water. We interrogated small boys, and afterwards mm in 
French, but only Flemish is spoken on this quay. At last a 

'■ 3L',Idl later years' Bennett reversed'Ms judgment, and wonldmot.go near 
Stratford-on-Avon' on account'.of its, affectedness. 

® An .artist friend.- ■ , , 
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saUor comes who can speak French, and he sends a child for a 
glass of water. But the child never returns, ami the hrcndi- 
fueaking sailor has gone. Then a boy takes of his salad, holds 
k up to me suggestively, rushes off with a clack-thud, chick- 
+-hnf? and comes back with the sabot Ml of water. 

BroWs SL* gcJ larger, and it ia difficult tc k«q. t 1 .cn, 
in order Then he discovers that German ts near enough ti 
Flemish to be understood, and begins to talk to a short, thick- 
Sr^g sanor with an honest, V ” S* 

constitui himself poheeman of the I' 
with the sailor, and when the picture is done t.ikc him to an 

SL*;! for bock. In the corner of the taprocmi IS a primitive 

bagatelle-table; we play and beat him easily, while the fat and 
pregnant women of the establishment, three m mmibcr. look 
STood-hnmouredly and yet with a distant air 

Turning to the left at the end of the Quai dcs I cchcurs, one 
is on the Digue—a vast, straight expanse of promenade paved 
with small, diamond-shaped, corrugated brown tiles, and dec i- 
cated to pedestrians and cyclists only. Ihis ' 

looking the hnmense sands and the dazzling sea, is flanked l y 
lofty buildings of florid modem architecture, painted white or 
yellow—lodging-houses, restaurants, hotels, mid the white 
Kursaal (all curves) in the centre—fla.shmg m the bnlliant .sun 
so that one can scarcely bear to look on them. , i. 

The lodging-houses are peculiar, and .seem to be all made to 
one pattern. The front room of the rez-do-chaussce has a sliding 
glass front, giving by a broad flight of steps directly tbe 

street At the top of the steps is invariably in<)tmt(Kl *i lar|,e 
brass‘telescope, polished to blindingness. Thk front room is 
furnished with garish theatrical magnificence: highly deem ated 
walls elaborately carved furniture, a chandelier lit for a ball¬ 
room scene at the Haymarket, gaudy transparent pape.r .screens. 
In the rear of this room wide door-s folded back disclose 
another room—-the treated in the eool 

of drawn blinds. One’s impression is that the occupiers of these 
apartments conduct their existences for the delectation m 
public eye. After lunch, during the siesta, one obsemed stout 
men carefuUy attired in flannels, smoking or drowsing in the 
front rooms, while further back in the picture fashionably- 
dressed women with closed or half-shut eyes waved their fans 
dreamily. 
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AU day, visitors perambulate the promenade and treat each 

other punctihously. . 

This part of the town reaches the very summit of artmciahty. 
The back streets and market-places are different in character, 
quaint, with Flemish signboards, dogcarts, bargaining wives, 
and a free, unhampered stir and movement of old, mellow 
colours—amidst aU which the visitors, whose natural resting 
place is the Digue, seem out of key. 

August 2yd, 

A,t Bruges • « 

The difference between Bruges and other cities is that in the 
latter you look about for the picturesque, while in Bruges, 
assailed on every side by the picturesque, you look cunously 
for the unpicturesque, and don’t find it easily. 


Tuesday, September 2gth. 

To-night I am to begin my new novel, " Sir Marigold ”, a study 
of paternal authority. AU the old timidities, banished for a 
time by the prompt acceptance of my first book, have returned, 
have crept back again imperceptibly, until misgivings intensified 
perhaps by experimental knowledge of the difficulties to be 
overcome, seem to hem me in on every side. My one chance 
of security lies in fixing attention solely on the first chapter 
and ignoring aU else. Enthusiasm, after a week oi suppressed 
expectant anxiety and wakeful nights, has stealthily withckavm 
itself, or fallen away and left me naked. I have no desire to 
write, and at intervals an impulse arises to put off the be^nmng 
till another day. And yet through it all, I know that I shall 
somehow accomplish a sketch, more or less unsatisfactory, of 
the first chapter to-night—-delve it up from somewhere. And 
then the rest wiU be easier for a time. 

The main outline of the book is weU settled, and appears to 
me to be safe and good. But not a vestige of material useful 
for incident presents itself. I have hold of nothing but the bare 
leading facts. I suddenly realize that I know none of the five 
principal characters—^neither by face nor voice. I have for¬ 
gotten aU the maxims and rules of technique carefully evolved 
during the last few months. Moreover. I have unwisely been 
reading books by George Meredith and Mrs. Humphry Ward, 

rvivT wArtr xxirill reflect thcil lUCtllods-^ 
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olavine to a very mixed audience, Cherubini Sa^int-Saens 
Stsmford and Schumann; raced home on my bicycle, ru Jed 
out again took the bus and was havmg supper wij Miss 
Svmondsi and her mother at Thurloe Square in exactly half 
Sur At Putney, music, loud laughter, undiluted emotiond- 
Si and shicere artistic purpose. At South Kensmgton, litera- 
toe qrdetude, the restraint of an eighteenth-century ^ 
JSd sincere artistic purpose, t<». Ito Sjmoc* .s a 
worshipper of the eighteenth century. Her mother, an ample 
little ladv with a quick cheerful laugh and a most pleasant 

manner, is ready to enjoy anything. aidfo*^ully 

with which, at nineteen, she read Mo Je Cmto ^ ^ ^ I 

accepted my offer to lend her the Vicomte de Bragelonnc 
so that she might renew the “Dumas sensations . 

Miss Symonfe on the whole the 
lectnally-feailess woraan I have met stack 
that a woman should marry a man ten y^rs her senior, 
or fifteen years'’ she corrected herself. Her reasons, that c 
woman matures earher than a man, and Jat a.t forty ^ 
u middle-aged, while the man . . etc. The old re^o»s. *'0" 

I combated, with cases in point to support ^'onthusi- 
I ventured to mention that I have never learnt to 
astic about the work of her celebrated cousm, John Addmgton 
Svmonds To my astonishment, both she and her mothe 
iSfd tha? Sly had read very Uttle of it, and did not care 

^°Vhave noticed several times lately that when young boys 
run whooping and leaping along the street, ^ 

vescence of animal spirits, they do not ever smile- . 
contrary their faces are sternly set, and have a >^ept, intent 
expression, as though they were thmkmg out some difficult 
problem. 

Monday, October X 2 th, 

1 have been re-reading “ Virgin Soil ^d it occurs to me 
is indeed forced on me, that I know practically nothing yet of 

^^n*^dra^g character, Turgenev generally t)®gi“s by sketching 
the previous history of the person almost from bnrth, with piquant 

I E. M. Symonds, under the name of George Paaton, is the author of 
various novels and plays. 
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gossipy detail. The reader, thcref<n-c. is made personally 
IcquSnted with the character to start with. A s.mpl<. track 
thi, in essence. Yet what perfect art Turgmnev pats mlo tt.e 
composition of these Uttle biographies 1 1 here, is no doubt m 

my mind that he is the greatest master of the uwkIcui novel 
I can divine, even through a mediocre translation, that his style 
was simple, natural, graceful and effective. Probably he took 
no pleasure in the mere arrangement and nice choice ol words 
-I mean no “technical” pleasure in the labour itself of com¬ 
position-such as Flaubert, the dc Goncourts, Stevenson and 
Pater found. 


Tuesday, October 

If people only had the gift of knowing when, t hey were bored 
and 'the courage to admit the fact openly wlicn it was ciiscovered, 

how many novelists, poets, playwrights, musicians, and enter¬ 
tainers would be compelled to join the ranks ol the unemploye,d 1 
The cleverest and frankest of us is boreil sometimes with¬ 
out knowing it or without daring to confess it. 


Thursday, October 15th. 

The appearance to-day of the first volume of a new edition of 
Boswell’s “ Johnson ”, edited by Augustine Birrdl, rcmmd,s me 
once again that I have read but little of that work.^ Does 
there, I wonder, exist a being who has read all, or approximately 
all, that the person of average ciilture is supposed to have read, 
and that not to have read is a social sin ? If such a being does 
exist, surely he is an old, a very old mau, who has read steailily 
that which he ought to have read sixteen hours a day, from 
early infancy. I cannot recall a single author of whom I have 
read everything—even of Jane Austen. I have never seen 
“ Susan ” and “ The Wat^ns ", one of which I have been told 
is superlatively good. Then there arc large tracks of Shakes¬ 
peare, Bacon, Spenser, nearly aU Chaucer, Congreve, Dryden, 
Pope, Swift, Sterne, Johnson, Scott, Coleridge, Shelley, Byron, 
Edgeworth. Perrier, Lamb, Leigh Hunt, Wordsworth (nearly 
all), Termyson, Swinburne, the Brontes, George Eliot, W. Morris, 
George Meredith, Thomas Hardy, Savage Landor, Thackeray, 
Carlyle—^in fact every classical author and most good modem 
authors, which I have never even overlooked. A list of the 
masterpieces I have not read would fill a volume. With only 
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one author can I call myself familiar, Jane Austen. With 
Keats and Stevenson, I have an acquaintance. So far of 
S&h Of foreign authors I am familiar with de Maupassant 
Sd a, d? G»co®rts. I h.ve yet to Don ' 

Seviheless I cannot accuse myself of defadt. I Have bem 
extremely fond of reading since I was 20, and since I was 20 
I have read practically nothing (save professionally, as a Wer^ 
S but iliat was “ right My leisure has been moderate, 
mv desire strong and steady, my taste in selection certainly 
abwe the average, and yet in ten years I seem sca.rcely to have 
made an impresLn upon the intolerable multitude of volumes 
which “ everyone is supposed to have read . 

^Essential characteristic of the really great novelist: a Christ- 
like, all-embracing compassion. 

Saturday, October 17th. ^ „ tt 1 

Fover of the Haymarket Theatre. First night of U^^r the 

Red Robe ”. Newnes and Harmsworth, chiefs of the two 
greatest “ popular ” journalistic esta.blishments in the kingdom, 
controlling concerns which realize upwards of £xoq,ooo net 

St aunL, tdldns tosetter. Ne™^, ttc v^y t^ 0 

the middle-aged prosperous bourgeois, with full, flamboy^t 
brown-grey beard, and greying hair; a Pj^asant, comfortable 
face, not strikingly shrewd. Harmsworth (director of X 4 
weeklies reaching 3-300,000 copies, and 3 daily papers) ^ith the 
head of a poet and thinker; blond hair; qmet, acute, self- 
contained ; a distinguished look about hirn. ^ne would fake 
him for a Saturday Reviewer or the editor of some Yellow Bom, 
a young lion of the people-despising kind^, a contemner of 
taste md of everything that caught the pubhc fancy. Never 
did a man's appearance so,'belie'his tmo character.; Ha cannot 
be more than 30. He too had a pleasant, pod-natured face. 
One felt that it would be good to talk to him. 

Sunday, October 2$th. 

At Brown’s, Richmond, musical evening. _ r** 

The music-room is furnished with a grand piano, httered wim 
printed and MS. music, a small bookcase, sonie plain_ rush- 
bottomed chairs and some deck-chairs, and a h^h music-case 
surmouted by a cast of the Venus of Capua. The 
spicuous object on the walls is a series of sheets of drawmg- 
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paper displaying Brown’s own colonrcd chart of the history of 
music; under these is another series of sheets of pa|)€r white 
and unused, which have been waiting for months to receive a 
revised and improved edition of tiie clnirt. Fap('rs, letters and 
musical scores are everywhere; chairs and g^aunt plain music- 
stands are scattered higgledy piggledy over all lloor, and 
inveterate shabbiness and untidiness pnwails, from the grey 
ceiling with circular chandelier ornament and no chandelier, to 
the forlorn bulrushes propping themselves np in a corner by 
the door. 

Eight people sitting about, some with musi(%il iiistruments 
and some without; and sinuously, restlessly sidling in and out 
from one to another, Brown’s immense, lurcher, Ih^ppo. Amongst 
the eight are two semi-strangers: Busl)y, tlu'. first luvru-i)layer 
in London; a man with a big clumsy pleasant Uici% a l)lue shirt 
and a red necktie, who confesses to nine cliiklren and plays 
like an angel; and one Pym (expressive name), an amaletir, 
who scrapes the cello, talks in a high, weak soprano, and divides 
what time he can spare from imstructiug skillcul players liow to 
play their respective instruments, to humming or fing(ning on 
the'piano The Themes of numerous chaml')er“Works* *'T)o you 
know So-and-so ? ” he was always avSking. "'No? Not this 
theme in the first movement ? ” And he goes to tlu^. piano 
and picks out an air with one hand or emits it hissingly through 
his teeth. 

It was curious to watch the gradual tmfoldiug of this man's 
essential foolishness as the evening went on. His small round 
face was always smartened up by the savour of Ins own con¬ 
tinuous petty humour. He showed Sharpe how to play the 
piano, and taught Brown how to count. I never count,” 
said Brown, who was perched on a high chair, witli Ids feet 
tucked away between the rails—” At least, I never enumerates I ” 
While quartets and quintets were in i)rogresB this man, if he 
. 'was not playing, was kept busy beating time, giving cues, and 
nodding his ecstatic appreciation of the music. 

The plaintive, gentle mellowness of the horn, 

Monday, October 26fk 

In the bus to-night were two women of the upper (rural) working 
class, whose manner of talking seemed usefully characteristic. 
They were sisters: the younger, aboixt 30 but looking older; 
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feathered hat, and jacket; face almost ngly, and very shapeless ; 
a pleasant reliable look about the eyes, and a certain fading 
attractiveness in the infrequent smile; she was suffering from 
the usual complaint, a surfeit of sordid domesticity, and the 
symptoms were the common ones—subdued peevishness, a 
hopeless expression of being beaten, and a general attitude 
which implied that suffering and inconveniences were the natural 
heritage of her class and her sex. I judge that her character, 
though far from fine, had its virtues, and that suffering had done 
something to brighten and enhance these. 

She carried a sleeping baby, and her elder child, a silent, 
queer-tempered little boy of five, sat on the other side of the 
bus with his aunt. This aunt, the younger woman's sister, was 
about fifty, or perhaps less, with a black shawl round her 
shoulders, parcels on her knee and parcels at her feet. She had 
a radiant face, a face which no trouble could darken, the face 
of one who naturally and inevitably looks on the bright side 
of things; with the high prominent cheek-bones that seem 
invariably to indicate strength of character. 

The two women talked across the crowded bus to each other 
in the tones of ordinary conversation, quickly, confusedly, 
saying the same thing over and over again in slightly different 
words. In their ignorance, their naivete, they were like children, 
but not like children in their passive, almost bland submission 
to the misfortunes which had beset them that day. The younger 
woman had committed some indiscretion—'* I was worried, I 
was worried," she kept on saying, and her sister murmured 
sympathetic replies. Their accent was soft, drawling and 
Southern, especially in the case of the younger woman; the 
elder had lived some time in London. 

Presently this latter began to converse with a stranger at 
her side, and the story came out. The mother of the children 
had travelled 50 miles to London to bring the silent boy to a 
throat hospital for an operation. When she got there, the bed 
which had been promised was said to be occupied, and she was 
told to come again in four days. And so the four days were to 
be spent at her sister's. The mischief was that she had paid 
10/6 for a week's keep for the child in the hospital, and had 
learnt since that he would only be kept there 3 days ; that she 
had foolishly parted with her "letter" and had "nothing to 
show '*; and that her home in the country was unkempt and 
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uncared-for during her absence. The elder sister tokl the tale 
with a great quantity of minute detail, and many " of conrse.s ” 
and commiserating glances; and during the recital, the object 
of the glances observed an absolute silence, unless it wa.s to 
entreat her boy not to go to sleep. 

Wednesday, November ^h. 

Last night, in order to enliven a drowsy liver, 1 walked the 
streets of the West End, for three hours, 8.30 to 1 T.30, from 
Tottenham Court Road to Hyde Park Corner; and notcid nothing 
beyond the extraordinary number of ])olicemcn, .stationed evavy 
few score yards on either side the road, in C'ovcmlry Street and 
neighbouring thoroughfares. Everything was <iuiet and 1 
puzzled in vain to account for them. Only the fear of a snub 
prevented me from inquiring of one of them diiasct. h;xc<;i)t the 
fact as to the policemen, I collected nothing of any interest 
whatever. For over a week I had noticcxl nothing, made not a 
single useful observation. And this in spile, of the. fact that I 
have been going through experiences at the oHice.'i have been 
writing hard, have been staying at Brown’s wil.h (»e.org(^ Sturt,® 
and have had Sturt over here for an evening. 

Thursday, November $th. 

Two ideas for new books have occurred to me: 

1. A novel of which a character drawn mainly and fully from 
Emily Bronte shall be the heroine. In reading Clement Shorter’s 
“ Charlotte Bronte and her Circle ”, the sombre splendours of 
Emily’s character have again attracted me, an<l I .secau to sec in 
the short and vague history of her life the most superb material 
for fiction. 

2. " My adventures in London ” : a sentimental, Lcigh-Hunt 
sort of book. Short, about 25,000 words; dealing with a 
dozen “ adventures ”. 

Sunday, November 8th. 

Dr. Farrar ® said that the difficulties of diagnosis were much 
greater than most people imagined. As an instance he stated 
in certain cases it was impossible for a doctor to say whether a 

^ He was then sub-editor of the journal Woman. 

* Author of various books, under the pseudonym of G. Bourne. 

> Bennett's doctor at this period, and a life-long friend. 


NOVEMBER 4-NOVEMBER 13, 1896 

patient was suffeiing from consumption or typhoid fever, widely 
and essentially different though these two diseases were. He 
was called (he had said before this) to attend a girl engaged in 
a house of business. Her temperature was 104° and he treated 
her for influenza. She went on well, except that her temperature 
refused to go below 101°. At the end of a fortnight her em¬ 
ployers wished her either to get better or to leave the premises, 
and she was taken in an ambulance to St. George’s Hospital. 
The doctors there failed to diagnose the symptoms at all. She 
was quite comfortable, but the temperature stuck at 101°. 
At length, after another fortnight, just as they were about to 
put her on ordinary diet, she was taken with diarrhoea, haemor¬ 
rhage of the bowels, and other unmistakable symptoms of typhoid 
fever. 

Speaking of typhus fever, he said that it had practically died 
out; he himself had never known a case of it. I, however, 
remember a case at Burslem, ten or twelve years ago. 

Friday, November X2,th. 

At the Press View of the New English Art Club, Egyptian Hall. 
About ten people, half women, in the one gallery sparsely hung 
with eccentric landscapes imitative of early Italian and Dutch 
work, a few soft hazy portraits, a few intelligent originalities, a 
few sterile meaningless absurdities, and one striking, shouting, 
insistent, dominant nude by Wilson Steer. In the centre of 
the gaUery a table with sandwiches, wines and cigarettes, which 
everyone carefully avoided in spite of whispered invitations 
from a middle-aged male attendant. 

Seated in front of the niide—a slim woman of 30, with full 
breasts and red cheeks sitting up in a very large bed—-were a 
man and a woman talking in loud Kensingtonian tones which 
outraged the prim silence of the gallery. Near them an old and 
shabby art critic, to be seen everywhere, was writing in a note¬ 
book, his red nose and small peering eyes bent down close to the 
page. After a long time he joined in the conversation of the 
other two, and they began even more loudly to discuss the nude, 
disprmsing it in a few light easy sentences of condemnation. It 
certainly was not a masterpiece, with its hard, laboured, unreal 
flesh-painting, but the manner of this condemnation almost made 
me like it. 

When I next turned round, the art critic had withdrawn and 
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the other man was elaborately raising a silk hat from his grey 
head to the departing woman. She loft him to talk to another 
woman in a comer, and then stood alone staring round the 
gallery. She was a well-developed woman of 34 or less, with 
the face and bearing of a Sunday-school teacher ; her thick 
mouth worked in that calculating contemplative way that I have 
noticed in Sunday-school teachers with a pas.sion hw gossip at 
sewing meetings. To see her in the street none would have 
dreamt that she was a professed art critic, callable of discussing 
—^however foolishly—an uncompromising nudity with her male 
acquaintance for half an hour at a time. 

The total conglomerate effect—loud voicc.s falling coanscly on 
the silence; untouched sandwiches; .silk-hatted man ; dowdy¬ 
ish self-possessed woman; innured, (piiet art critic jtractising 
his trade in the spirit of a tradesman; and the rank, calm, 
supercilious, harsh nudity—^thc effect was bizarre and memor¬ 
able. 

Tuesday, November jyth. 

To-day a business crisis which has been ao.livc for a fortnight 
ended with a definite arrangement that I should accept the 
Editorship of Woman. A fortnight of secret conclaves suddenly 
hushed at the sound of a door opening; of j)oring over figures 
and hsts of names and correspondence; of <l(!vising .schemes, 
each one superseded by a better, a more perfect one ; of planning 
and counter-planning; of saying the same thing over and over 
again to a colleague merely because it was impossiijU; to leave 
the subject and impossible to say anything fresh; of publicly- 
expressed hopes and private pessimism ; of fijreecl jocularities; 
of feverish incessant thinking by day and night, awake, ancl 
asleep, walking or sitting, silent or speaking. Almost my first 
real task of a strictly busmess, personal anxiety 1 A few years 
of such anxiety (the lot of many men), even a year of it, even a 
month, would drive me, I fancy, to clerkhood again, just for the 
sake of being free from responsibility and wony. 

Edith Evors, my new secretary, is the first genuine middle- 
class bachelor woman, living alone in London lodgings, that I 
have been intimately familiar with. A tall womati, slightly 
under thirty, with big limbs and a large, houc.st, red-cheeked 
face, ^d a quiet, intense voice. Transparently consciontiou.s; 
with little self-reliance, but a capacity for admiring self-reliance 
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it was a tumour or merely water ho couldn't say. . . . It's just 
where his heart ought to be, and his heart is on tlu^ right side-- 
pushed it right away, ye see. ... I didn't think we should be 
able to get in at the hospital: I brought Ossie on the chance, 
and as luck would have it we did, . . . Yes, a bit of l)read 
and cheese or anything, I've got to be bnx'k again in an hour, 
or the porter will lock me out. And I want i.o borrow a knife 
and fork and spoon for Ossie* He lias to ha,v(j them, and us 
coming away in such a hurry. . . . Now thcr(‘’s Mnggu^ (Mrs. 
Marriott) gone getting me a regular dinner, and I only want a 
bit of bread and cheese. . . . Maggie I . . . Ma,ggi(' i'' (She 
went out of the room and to the top of the kitchen stc^.ps.) '' I 
only want a bit of bread and cheese," 

Mrs. Marriott, her eyes all wet, had hurried away inunediately 
after the first news to prepare a meal from the remains of ours, 

Wednesday, December gth. 

I have just finished reading J, M. Baixie's account of his mother, 
'' Margaret Ogilvy 'k This book is a pictun^ of a. gn'a.vc\. mighty, 
passionate family of men and women, Inslimdivdy, and all 
the time, I was comparing it with my own, and in partienlar 
comparing Margaret Ogilvy and J. M. Barrie with my mother 
and myself. Again and again, I liad to acknowknlgi* infiuiorily 
—^inferiority of essential * character', apart from iiu^^ssential 
talent—a lack of bigness, and a presence of ccudain Uttkmesses. 
Yet at the same time, I found us sturdy enough not, to b(^ aslia;med 
of shortcomings. What we are, we arc ! ** I exist as 1 am, that 
is enough." To hold such a crecxl religiously is in one way to 
be great. 

A proud, self-unconscious self-esteem : that is what few pt‘-ople 
have. If at times it deserts me and mine, it always ret,urns the 
stronger for having retreated. We arc of tlie Nortli, outwardly 
brusque, stoical, undemonstrative, scornful of the impulsive; 
inwardly all sentiment and crushed tenderness. We are of the 
North, incredibly, ruthlessly mdependent; ami eageu' to say 
'' Damn you " to all the deities at the least hint of conde¬ 
scension. 

When I was only an assistant-editor, on leaving tlie office I 
could'forget'the'officq, with absolute certainty and effectiveness. 
Now that I am editor, do what I will, watch myself as I may, 
the office dogs me everywhere, night and day. 
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Wednesday, December i6th. 

During these busy days, I go through my existence continually 
getting dim, pale impressions, but when I try to recall them at 
night, they have faded away—because I have had neither time 
nor inclination to “ fix " them as they came. 



Tuesday, January $th, 

I was reading in The Trnmpet-Major Whai: an cxcosHivcly 
slow method of narration Hardy employs ! In this 1k‘. Is a,s old- 
fashioned {mutatis mutandis) as Richardson. Miu'h of his 
humour, too, is obvious and Dickcusdike, clia,ractd>y, in quality. 
Yet somehow his persons have individuality, 

Monday, January xith. 

The novelist of contemporary manners ju*x^.ds to ho salairated 
with a sense of the picturesque in xnodexn things. Walking 
down Edith Grove this afternoon, I observed the vague, mysteri¬ 
ous beauty of the vista of houses and bare tr(x\s nudting im¬ 
perceptibly into a distance of grey f(»g. And Uu'n, in King's 
Road, the figures of tradesmen at shojxloors, of (diildnm romp¬ 
ing or stealing along mourafully, of men and wonum each totally 
different from every other, and all serious, wrapt up in their 
own thoughts and ends—tliese seemed curiously sirangc and 
novel and wonderful. Every scene, even ilu^ commonest, is 
wonderful, if only one can detach oneself, casting off all memory 
of use and custom, and behold it (as it were) for i he hrst time; 
in its right, authentic colours; without making comparisons. 
The novelist should cherish and burnish this facudty of seeing 
crudely, simply, artlessly, ignorantly; of seeing likti a baby or 
a lunatic, who lives each moment by itself and tarnishes the 
present by no remembrance of the past. 

Tuesday, January 12th. 

Reading George Moore's Mike Fletcher " I felt inclined to 
give up my new project of taking a house, and instead to take 
rooms in Grays Inn or the Temple, and cultivate carefully the 
art of being a bachelor in comfort ... to dine regularly at the 

'■ m • 
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same secluded, excellent restaurant, to know tlie bywa.ys of 
town life, to accomplish slowly the right and rare furmshmg of 
one’s rooms, to be utterly independent. ... The sound of 
these words is attractive, and such employments might give 
content till one was 45- say ; but afterwa,rds 

I took up my neglected novel" Sis 1 eUwnght , and sketched 
out a chapter, with difficulty re-creating the atmosphere The 
Dortions already drafted seeraed good, more thaa satisfac cry 
as the result of the ' first process ’ in the manufacture of my 
fiction. The ‘ first process ’ (imagine the building of a house 
on a hill) is to get the materials, peU-meU, intermixed, anyhow, 
to a certain height. Having carried thein there, I have found 
that what remains to be done is somewhat less difficult, at any 
rate requires less brute power of brain. 

Wednesday^ January 2Qth, 

At “ The Mikado ”, now nearing the close of its fourth or fifth 
revival Half-empty house ; band apathetic and playing with 
eyes anywhere but on the music. Seated near the stage I could 
realize what at the theatre one realizes so seldom, that the 
actors are ordinary human beings acting a part for a liyehliood, 

I could see beneath the mask the evolutions of the real person, 
his lassitudes, excitements, pleasures, wearinesses. Never before 
have I seen these things so plainly, this under-life. Yet the 
excellence of " The Mikado ” is such that as the evening passed, 
the piece took hold of the players, and luting them out of their 
monotony, did away with the ennui that disclosed their humanity. 

Friday, January zznd. 

In this week’s Woman is one of those mistakes that must in¬ 
evitably occur now and then when a man edits a woman’s paper. 
Under some designs for a layette outfit is the legend ^ 

measure patterns supplied.” Nine men out of nine would never 
observe the blunder. 

Wednesday, January 2'jth. 

At a City branch of a certain bank yesterday morning two 
golden-haired girls, with large feathered hats, presented a piece 
of paper bearing a penny stamp and the words Please pay 
bearer £2 10/-. Henry T. Davies.” The cashier consulted his 

- - " Airna. aI tllA Mv© ToWHS *', 
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books and had to inform the ladies that ,Henry T. Davies had 
no account there. ''I don't know about that/' said one of 
them, " but he slept with me ]a.st night, and gavt^ me this 
paper because he hadn't any cash. Didn't lu% Llara?" 
" Yes," said Clara, " that he did, and I went out this morning 
to buy the stamp for him." The eashi(‘r (ajiumisi^rah^d them, 
but they were not to be comforted. 

Thursday, January 28tk 

I cannot conceive that any author should writ(\, as the d(' (hm- 
courts say they wrote, " for posterity ", An artist w(n'ks only 
to satisfy himself, and for the ap])la,iis(^ and appns'iation neither 
of his fellows alive nor his fellows ycd; unl)orn. I would not care 
a bilberry for posterity. 1 should \h\ my own just(\st judge, 
from whom there would be no appeal; and havings satisfu'd him 
(whether he was right or wrong) I should Ix' ('ontt'ut -as an 
artist. As a man, I should be disgusUxl if I (‘ould not t'arn 
plenty of money and the praise of the discriminating. 

During these weeks of indolence* (in th(‘. matt(u* of cnnitivc 
work) I can feel, with a sense of satisfaction, tlu' tid(^ of unex¬ 
pressed sensation rising liigliQx mil higher; soon, 1 know, it will 
break the dam of inactive habit which cinnimstatu'cs and a 
somewhat weak purpose have ere.eted, a.nd pour forth ovvx a 
thousand sheets. It grows and risers of itself, and I watch it 
lazily. 

Saturday, January $oth. 

To-night I met the typical respectable Clerk and his wife. The 
Clerk : a short man, with a merry, halLhoyish ft\co, ami a good 
moustache; keen in looks, yet ovory featuix^ disclosing a narrow 
habit of mind; at first good-naturedly too courtt‘ous and defer¬ 
ential, afterwards assuming Ms natural maumr of unaffected 
pleasantness. His wife: a woman of about 35, apparently 
older than the clerk, dressed plainly in red atul grey; a broad 
face of peculiar shape, with long,' censorhms lips that came 
together in a straight line, and remained so ; a sensible, sober 
face; fuh.of what is called character. One felt tliat while her 
husband supplied the motive power of their escistence, the wife 
furnished the steadying ballast. She was very restrained till 
late in the evening when at the sight of some comic drawings 
she laughed immoderately and long, repeating: " 1 do think 
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that’s funny.” ... After this, the Clerk began to give us his 
volunteering experiences, and over his quietly vivacious talk I 
heard a conversation begin between the wife and Gertie Ken- 
nerley: “ Are you fond of reading ? ” ” Yes,” said Gertie. 

“ Read Charlotte Bronte’s books ? ‘ Jane Eyre ’ ? ‘ Villette ’ ? 

‘ Shirley ’ ?—I like ‘ Shirley ’ the best. And George Eliot’s ? 

And Mrs. Henry Wood’s ? I think-is the best of hers.” 

Here the Clerk broke in to say he hadn’t read that: hadn’t read 
anything of Mrs. Henry Wood’s. " I don’t think you'd care 
for them,” she turned to him. " There isn’t much in them, you 
know.” So, though clearly the stronger character, she looked 
up to him, wondering from below to what heights his intellect 
reached. 

Both were skilful, experienced, alive, in the things which lay 
within their own segment of life’s circle, and lost and awed, like 
babes in the wood, if they happened to stray outside that seg¬ 
ment. Example : Though the husband was above Mrs. Henry 
Wood and read Lamb, and had a distant interest in Stevenson, 
he asked, “ What is this Yellow Book, Mr. Bennett ? ” as if he 
were inquiring into the nature of the differential calculus or 
bimetallism. But both of them know all about latchkeys, 
burglars, the programmes at the Empire and the Alhambra, and 
so on. The Clerk was fond of horses. He liked riding, because 
there was " a lot of danger in it—you might get thrown off 
Then he explained the difficulties. 

They made several attempts to go, and finally left at 11.5, 
the Clerk with genial smiles and punctilious salutations, the 
wife rather stiEfer, but breaking out into a warm, genmne smile 
and a “We’ve had such a pleasant evening,” for Mrs. K. 

Monday, February xst. 

To-day I took up my novel again, and after roughly scribbling 
2,300 words in three hours, began actually to have a dim vision 
of some of the characters—at last. To " get way on ”, there 
is nothing like seizing the pen and writing something, anything 
about one’s characters. 

If I could spend every day as I have spent to-day, happiness 
would almost be within grasp. A couple of hours’ editorial work 
at the office in the morning. After dinner I read myself to 
sleep with d’Annunzio's “ Annales d'Anne ”, and when I awoke 
I went to pay some money into the bank. Then I schemed out 
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in my head the next chapter of my novel. Bciforc tea, Mrs. 
Sharpe came upstairs for a talk, a talk which conimued till some 
time after tea was over. From six to mm I worked fairly 
easily at my novel, drafting 2,300 word.s—a coiupkdc^ chapter. 
After supper, I opened a new copy of Arnold’s " l!,ssays m 
Criticism ” (Second series) and read the essay on Tolstoy. _ I 
shall read myself to sleep (for the second tinu^ to clay) with 
Maria Edgeworth’s " Belinda In sjiito of tins l.izu.st liver in 
the world, I am weU nigh content with myself to-night. 

February I3<A. 

Yesterday afternoon, a sandwich-man in Coventry Streid, stoop¬ 
ing with difficulty owing to his cncumhrances, pie.ki'd up a cigar- 

end out of the gutter. _ . , 

" My first to-day,” he exclaimed to his mate, who was in front 

of him. , X 

In either 1893 or 1894 I heard a Wagner opi'ni for the first 

time with understanding. It was at Drury Laiui and we sat 
in the balcony. There was no crush on entering, no! more than 
a dozen people had collected when the doors ojkuuhI. At most 
forty people occupied the balcony, and the otlua- jiarts of the 
immense building were similarly forlorn. Ne.vertlu'hws it was 
an excellent performance with Alvarez and (I thiidv) Klapsky 
as chief stars. 

Contrast: To-night mth Frank I went to a Wagner orchestral 
concert (promenade) at Queen’s Hall, under Henry J. Wood. 
We got there a quarter of an hour before the commencement 
and already the entrance hall was packed with an <«<ger tumultu¬ 
ous mass (excited by expectation) struggling to gtd at tlui ticket 
offices. At eight o’clock the vast floor (i>ronu'nad(') and the 
upper circle were crowded in every part, and in the balcony 
only a few reserved seats were left, which in turn wore taken 
before the second piece on the programme ha<l Ixsou played. 
The audience was enthusiastic, keenly anticipatory ; and the 
ordiestra under the magnetic influence of the occasion played 
in a fashion which steadily increased the exquisite nervous ten¬ 
sion of its hearers. At the opening bars of'' The Flying Ilutdi- 
man” overture I felt those strange tickling sensations in tire 
back which are the physical signs of aesthetic emotion. The 
mysterious effects of orchestral colour contrast dazed and 

dazzled Frank’s willing ears till he existed simply as a “ receiver " 
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—receiver of a microphone or other phonetic instrument. . . . 
The waves of sound swallowed him up, and at the end he emerged, 
like a courageous child from the surf of a summer sea, dripping 
wet, breathless, and enraptured. 

Tuesday, February x6ih. 

When I saw Miriam Clements as the Princess of Pannonia in “ My 
Friend the Prince ” at the Garrick to-night, I realized for the 
first time that the story of Helen of Troy was potentially if not 
actually true. For the first few moments I was inclined to 
thinlr the report of her extraordinary beauty somewhat ex¬ 
aggerated. Then I began to appreciate. Then shortly I could 
think of nothing else but her face and figure. She was dressed 
in a regal outdoor costume of blue velvet, with a large waving 
hat. Her dark hair, carried down from the forehead in a slight 
curve so as to cover most of the ear, half hid the most wonderM 
woman’s face I have ever seen—not a face with regular classic 
features, but one finely, bafflingly irregular, full of lovely lines 
and firmly marked character, and the eyes with a strange, sad, 
imperious expression. . . . The sight of her gave me an under- 
standmg S37mpathy with the man who '' goes mad " about a 
woman, dishonours himself to possess her, and continues to 
worship her, let her be as contemptuous or as vile as she may. 
Previously I had only a sneer for such " madness ", 

Saturday, February stoth. 

Another Promenade Wagner concert. At the interval, when the 
Wagner music was finished, Brown and I tortuously picked our 
way to the orchestra room, where he has many acquaintances. 
From a little conversation with Busby, the homplayer, I learned 
a lot about rehearsals, the personnel of the band, and the con¬ 
ductor’s popularity. Then we went into the orchestra and sat 
down by the drums. The serious part of the programme was 
now over, and both conductor and orchestra were larkish for 
the “ Pmafore ’’ Fantasia. The conductor raps, consults eadi 
leader of a section in turn with a questioning nod and wink, 
and then, lifting both arms, he starts the great machine. The 
mere noise is cosmic! The booming of the tsnnpani shakes the 
floor, the brass splits your ears, and the heavy, piercing crepita¬ 
tion of the (kettle) drum almost jfrightens you into miming 
away. It seems as if the unfortunate conductor had created 
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suddenly a monster impossible to control. . . . Then someone 
makes an utterly wrong attack, ami a loud wave of laughter 
unsubdued runs across the orcluistra. Om; wonders that the 
audience isn't shocked, but tlu! audience c.au’t hear it. Iwcn 
the conductor laughs, winking at the delimiuenl -this ])ieco is 
only fun. Yet it won’t do to be too slack, ami om; si'cs the 
men bracing their faces to scriousmws. 'I'hcjy are at. work, 
earning a livelihood. Beneath the mirtli of Sulliv;m’s music, 
there is a perceptible under-effect of solid workaday endeavour 
by industrious and capable men. When the. cmd caim^ with a 
prodigious rattle of kettledrums, a bassoon playir said to tlic 
kettledrummer, “You enjoy yourself, no mislakt!.” 

“ I do,” was the answer, in great broa.d tones, " and T work 
hard.” 

“No one seemed to know where anybody was that timel” 
another player said, passing me to Icavt; t he orclu'stra ; he was 
charging a pipe. 

Monday, March xst. 

Sturt said: “Too much importance is atlaeluid to intellect. 
None of us have yet recovered from the surprise of <liscovering 
that we are animals who can think.” 

Wednesday, March xoth. 

In the noon omnibuses, I notice more and mon; fnspiently the 
well-dressed weU-bred unattended woman of from :jo to 35. 
She is t3?pically and finely English ; fresh, fair complexion, clear 
eyes, glossy hair, and (for the most part) comely--at worst—as 
to face; generally quite pretty. Her clothes have Ixu'u cut to 
fit exactly her neat, firm figure, and tlujy arc w<‘ll made, of 
excellent material, and quiet in stylo. She is Hen gantie, and 
when she happens to lift her skirt, one .sees that .she is a,Iso Hen 
chaussie, and carries irreproachable lingerie. She holds her small 
purse easily, and selects a penny from its contents with a most 
businesslike precision; she knows exactly where the bus must 
stop for her, and gives her orders to the conductor with all the 
air of a seasoned commercial traveller at a largo railway ter¬ 
minus. In a word, she knows as much about bus-riding as may 
be known; an escort would merely be a useless embarrassment. 
Sometimes she finds herself without money for tlie fare, and 
she is by no means nonplussed. Either she offers a stamp, or 
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calmly asks the conductor to wait while she gets financial assist¬ 
ance from a shop where she happens to he known. I have seen 
this occur—and no trace of embarrassment in the lady’s demean¬ 
our either. A man in such a predicament would certainly betray 
his perplexity. 

And yet the very faces of these women, unwrinkled, uncon¬ 
cerned, almost childlike in comparison to the men's, indicate 
that they are the carefully-nurtured, sheltered, supposed-to-be- 
fragile creatures their mothers were. . . . At least in essentials. 
I judge from the mere faces of these women that the “ woman’s 
emancipation ” etc. movement has yet penetrated but slightly 
into the ranks of the middle-class. These women are unac¬ 
quainted with the realities of existence. Someone—^never seen 
in that bus where she is, but rather in the underground railway 
carriage at 9.30 and 6, someone who wears a silk hat and comes 
home at night self-important for dinner—protects the woman 
in the bus apparently so free—protects her, commands her, gives 
her money to spend, bullies her, spoils her, perhaps ruins her 
happiness. . . . 

A different style of woman is to be seen in the bus going 
townwards at night. As I was on my way to the first night of 
" Saucy Sally ” ^ at the Comedy this evening, a woman got in 
the bus (empty save for myself), went quickly past me and sat 
down at the far end, with her face carefully turned from the 
door. Curious, I took an opportunity to change my seat for 
one that enabled me to see her face. I glanced furtively at her 
over my newspaper. Soon she caught my eye, and returned 
the glance with a cold, questioning stare, as who should say: 
“ Now do you mean business or not ? ” I looked at her again, 
and again her eye was a half-inviting question. As other passen¬ 
gers arrived, she edged up the bus, till she was sitting exactly 
opposite to me, and our eyes almost carried on a conversation. 
She was a woman over 30, with a face pretty enough (unless 
seen in profile when a long crease in the cheek cast an unpleasant 
shadow) and the fuU, only slightly-accentuated bosom which 
many light women seem to affect. Had it not been for the cold 
calculation expressed occasionally in her glance, I should have 
judged her not much spoilt as to disposition—^by her profession. 
After a time she gathered that my intentions were not serious, 
and ignored me. 


By F. C. Bumand. 
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Among the other occupants of the bus were (wo yomig girls 
stagily pretty, with large Imstroiis eyes, darkened eya'hrows and 
doll’s mouths. They wore largo waving Iiats and (aIked in 
crudest cockney to a man who looked like; a s(;('ne Kliif((T. As 
one watched their unreserved clcraoanonr, oiu' inslinetively con¬ 
trasted them with the women wlio had (died that bus a few 
hours earlier in the day. No doubt tiny were cdiorus girls, and 
without stain, but no one had .sheltered, prnbsdc'd (hem. They 
knew as much as most men. Tiiey knew what' (he woman 
opposite me was; they detected lu'r ins(au(ly a,nd furtively, 
whispered to each other, smiling, and then <Iismissing (he matter! 

Thursday, March i^th. 

There can be no Imowledgc without emotion. We Tuay be aware 
of a truth, yet until we have felt its fonu;, it is not ours. 'I'o the 
cognition of the brain mu,st l)C added (he t‘xi)('rieiu'(> of tlui soul. 
Because her instinct has told her, or bt!(;aus<! slu' has been ndiably 
informed, the faded virgin know.s tliat tlu; supri'iiie joys are not 
for her; she knows, by a iwocess of (In* in((')lce( ; but she can 
feel her deprivation no more than (lus young luolher (-an feel 
the hardship of the virgin’s lot. Of all'llu; inliabitants of the 
Inferno, none but Lucifer know.s that ludl is ludl, iunl the .secret 
function of purgatory is to make of heaven an (dleetivi'. rtiality. 

But to the artist is .sometimes granted a smldtm, transient 
insight which serves in this matter for (ixpis umexu A (lash, and 
where previously the brain held a chiad fae.t, the. soul grasps a 
living truth! At moments we arc all artists. 

Thursday, May 20th. 

Bicycle accident. Sunday morning, 21 Mch. 

Dislocation of the elbow. 

Chloroform operation 22 Mch. 

I carried my arm in splints for a mouth, and in a sling for 
sis weeks. For three weeks I dictated all artieh's and letters. 

The ordertoess of my existence was ntwer so deranged before. 
Since the middle of March neither of my books now in progress 
has been touched. 

At the Press Club yesterday I met Eden PhiUpotts, a man of 
35 j quiet, restrained, with a kind face and voice, and a peculiarly 
flattened yet sturdy nose. With him, J. N. Dunn, the new 
editor of the Afomwg Posf, older, just as quiet, as kind, and as 
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unassuming. Also H. D. Lowry, evidently “ a man of moods ”, 
concerning whom the other two told funny stories of his foibles 
and cranks in the matter of food and health. All three, im¬ 
mensely attractive Bohemians of the higher kind. 

Tuesday, June x6th. 

Never since first I came to London has the West End been so 
crowded with sightseers, so congested by the business of pleasure: 
lines of women, gay and perspiring in the hot sun, recklessly 
ruffling their light thin frocks in scrambles for seats on the tops 
of buses; straw-hatted and waistcoatless men continually dis¬ 
cussing the prices of seats to view the procession,^ and the 
fortunes made and lost thereby; the thoroughfares packed with 
vehicles six and eight deep, and the drivers in their grey felt 
hats as imperturbable as ever, save for a stronger tendency to 
quarrel cjcnically among themselves for right of way. On all 
sides the sound of hammers on wood, and the sight of aproned 
ca.rpenters working with the leisurely content of men earning 
eighteenpence an hour. In all the gutters poles springing up, 
decorated with muslins and streamers and gilt ajwxcs, and here 
and there patches, daily growing bigger, of red and blue draperies 
covering the yellow wood of jubilee stands. Everything, taken 
separately, ugly and crude, yet in combination, by sheer im¬ 
mensity and bold crudity, certain in the end to produce a great 
spectacular effect. 

Imagine, for instance, the view of that part of Fleet Street 
which includes St. Clement Dane’s Church, upon whose walls, 
right to the summit, are hung pendant stands for hundreds of 
people, the highest seemingly half-way to heaven. 

No one has talked of anything but Jubilee tin this morning, 
when the suicide of Barney Barnato brought about a diversion 
which a bad railway accident, a treacherous mutiny in India, 
and an earthquake in Calcutta, had all failed to accomplirii.* 

This afternoon I had closed my office windows and drawn the 
blinds in order to review books in quiet and cool, when some 
one came in to say that a man who was fixing an electric wire 
i Qa the occa.siQn of Queea Victoria's Diamond Jubilee. 

* The South African mining magnate threw himself overboard on the 
return voyage from Cape Town ; an excursion train loft the rails at 
Oswestry on June ii, causing ii deaths; 22 ofiheers and men had been 
killed in a Waziri rising ; the Calcutta earthquake had caused over 
1,500 deaths. 
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had Men ont of the second-floor window (next billow me) on 
his head on the pavement. I was so Imsy that I see reedy noticed 
what was said. Then another came to say that t he man had 
been carried away on an ambulance to the hospiiah with a hole 
in his forehead into which one could put hng(>rs. And 

then later came the report that he wa,s slowly sinking', and in 
a very short while would certainly be (lc.a,d, I he thing had 
happened within a few feet of me, and I had not troubh'd even 
to open my window and look out into tlu^ sircud,. Only the 
catch in Miss Evors's ^ voice as she spoke to mv, warning 
that not everyone was uninovccL 

I had finished my work, and I ran out into Ident: Stnart to 
get a bus home. The crowds were still inen^asing; tlu'rc was 
a pleasant thrill and rumour of excibKl expt'ctancy in air. 
Soon I forgot the man in the hospital, who a cnn\)h. of lunirs 
before had been full of skilled streuglii and bad had his own 
private hopes and expectations. The siretds this evening 
were full of dowdy matrons, wives of toil, l)olh ot London and 
the country, going about with the naiv(‘ chikMook of surprise 
which the housewife cooped up in kitclu^x and parlour for months 
together always exhibits on her iufrexiuent otitings. This in¬ 
spection of the mere preliminaries of a grea.i festival was their 
high holiday; they enjoyed tlie same sensations a,s tlm. luan 
free to roam will enjoy in witnessing all the splendid inagnilictmcc 
of Jubilee Day itself. 

Stands seem to have been flung rouml some of the churches 
like a scarf, swathing them from tower to lowest buttress with 
almost the curves of drapery, clinging to the stonework like 
drapery pressed against it by a strong wiix<l. 

Felixstowe, Friday, June i 8 th. 

We rode out of Ipswich at dusk, with rain cottiing on, a high 
wind whistling behind us in the tolegraj)h win^s, and every sign 
of a stormy night. We had scarcely climbed the hill from the 
town, when an incoming cyclist warned us of ba<l roads; and 
indeed the roads proved worse than his account of tlumi. Nevex- 
theless we rode every foot of the twelve mikis to this place. 
Soon after 9.30 it was quite dark, the rain was comitig down 
steadily, the wind (fortunately at our backs) had increased, and 
we were riding warily across a wild, naked country on a road of 
XMiss Edith ..Evors, his'secretary at the offices of IFowai*. 
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was erected at the World^s Fair, Chicatro, ns one of 1,he cele¬ 
brated old inns of this country.^^ In many ways it has been 
modernized, but still it keeps the air of the ancitait host(F:y. 

Jubilee Day, June 22nd, 

At Homan’s hill-top house, Claygatc, wluan preparalions had 
been made for a bonfire and the customary rib\s appt'iiaining. 
At 9.30 as the last glories of a magnificeni suns(^t w(an (‘xpiring, 
someone commencing to lire a salute of ai maroons, and the 
sound attracted the whole village of (.laygat(*. (o the, hilMop. 
We lighted the Chinese lanterns hung among the in^'s in tlie 
Avenue, and also a great, roaring Wells ” light on the lawn. 

Tuesday, June 2 gth, 

I wonder if women realize the aente ]>l('.a,snm which mm derive 
from the sight of them in their fresh, cool, chsan, stunmer toilettes 
—openwork stockings, diaphanous sl<iev(^s, and gcne.ral impres¬ 
sion of musUness, 

Saturday, July 

At EarFs Court Exhibition.^ It is good to hmr in miml that 
all these vast vulgarized crowds of a.n‘, Ixang^ sul>j(ud:c(l 

to the same influences which one k\ch oiu'sdf tlu'. iulluences 
of bright colour and mnsic, al fresco gaiety, and sex ; that 
all the men enjoy more or less tlu^ closer pr(\s(mc(^ of these 
thousands of girls in their summer attlni and white shoes, the 
smiles and light laughter coming from bthind veils of spotted 
muslin; that this assemblage has not got itsdf togtdluu' singdy 
to provide a pleasurable humanizing scaisalion for hut tliat 
each unit of it revels in just that same, sensation and will go 
away the better and the happier for it. 

Sunday, July ixth. 

I rode up to the Tower Bridge starting at 6.30 a.m. The streets, 
not yet cleansed, had a sallow look in the strong hot sunlight. 
In the course of an hour the description of the occu{>a,nts of 
stray hansoms changes from people wlio have obviously been 
awake all night to people who arc away on some excursion with 
all the fresh energy of morning. 

1 The Victorian Bra Exhibition, promoted by Imry Kiralfy. 
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In Piccadilly; two Rothschild servants starting out for a 
bicycle ride ; the older, a woman of 45, brisk, alert, who smiled 
profusely and self-consciously on the policeman at the corner, 
the other a young thin girl. 

Woman cleaner unlocking a church door. 

In Newgate St.; the night guard of soldiers returning from 

the Bank to their quarters. , . , . 

Soho, with all its side alleys and lanes was quite deserted , 

littered with the refuse of Saturday night. 

By seven o’clock there were plenty of people about with 
provision baskets and hampers setting forth for a day on the 
river and elsewhere. 


Monday, July X2th. 

At Her Majesty’s Theatre— 

“ Mademoiselle de Belle-Isle ”, by Dumas pefs, advertised as 
“ The Silver Key ”, by Sydney Grundy. At the Ilaymarkcd 
opposite, another of Dumas’s plays “ Un Mariagii dc Couvon- 
ance”, also translated by Sydney Grundy, is in the midst ol 
a successful run. It is the characti;r of Gabridlc in '' The Silver 
Key ” which shows Dumas at his best. Gabricllc is worthy to 
stand by Diane de Mdridor, Olympc dc Cloves, and Marguerite 
de Valois; and she is worthy to stand by the Sliakspercau 
women—even the best. She has the royal bearing, the freedom 
from any sort of littleness, which mark all Dumas’s characters, 
and which make his kings so kingly. She is above nature. 
Dumas knew better than nature. So did Wagner. And between 
these two came no one with the same large strong knowledge. 
It was curious to watch an audience of over-civilized weaklings 
weakly enjoying the work of this immense creator who was 
never civilized, who worked and ate and slept like a savage, and 
always was a savage—a “ noble savage ”—the only noble 
savage ”. This evening was the triumph of sheer innate force 
over delicate refined skill without force. Gabrielle made one 
forget all the creations of Dumas Jls, of Donnay, of Ibsen, of 
Pinero. At the beginning of the second act, Dumas in ten 
sentences paints a woman more adorable than any of his succes¬ 
sors could paint m ten acts, and he does it roughly, curtly, 
ignoring base verisimilitude and aU the trickery of art. Evelyn 
Millard appreciated her part to a nicety, acting in the true 
Dumas vein and spirit. 

VOL. I. 
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Tuesdayy July 

I lunched at the Rainbow/ a, type, of ('ity ivsiaurant which 
is passing away. A large chirk room, sombnJy furnished in 
mahogany, and gasliglited, cwmi in ilu^ sunshine of n. hoi July 
day. In the centre a table at whicJi a. sloth <'arv(‘r in while cap, 
coat and apron, carves the saddle of nuhlon and 11 h‘ sirloin of 
beef-dishes which are newer varicul, and of whit'h (h(‘ eiislorners 
seem never to tire. Here coined hiwyers and otlna’ hommes 
d'affaires of middle-age to whom himduMm is a, s<‘rions nnstl, not 
to be ordei'ed without minute inslrmhions to lln* ol)S(H|uious 
waiter. ''Do you call tliis undc'rdoiu'? *' a porlly eusiomor 
asks sharply. "Yes, sir/' " Wchl, I don’l. Take; it Itaclc/’ 
"Yes, sir.'' Here one drinks (riilna' sloui from a laidcard, or 
some sound wine; but if one ord(a\s wima ono. givc's liu‘ waiter 
directions as to the temperature. It is dc riyaeicr, Ihc* door 
leading into the dining-room is lalnJlcHi " c'otha' room", and 
there is a significant notice La.(lit\s' dining room npslairs/' 
Ladies are not willingly admitted lo tht^ ground lloor, and those 
women, if any, who dared to {)a.ss that; door* lalxdled " coffee 
room '' would be requested to l('a,v(g or at U\a,si pointi'd at as 
unwomanly. This is one of tint hist strongholds of tluM'onsiTva- 
tive male. Yet here W('. matins r(\s]H'<'l ourstdv<\s ; w(^ have a 
regard for the decencies, "(icnlkuntai are. nxpu^sttx! not to 
smoke pipes in this establishment." 

Fridayy July i6th, 

Mrs. H. H. Penrose,^ with whom 1 ha.vc‘. for a long iimt‘. corre¬ 
sponded, called to see me with her lmsl)a,ud. Slu* l(H)lv<,‘.d older 
than her age and her photograpli, and ht‘r fa,ce sc'enual tainworn. 
Otherwise I had judged her accuratady from her writing : sen¬ 
sible, witty, very serious on some subjects, ioha’anl, sedf-re- 
strained. Her voice had the curious, low, vibrating intiaisity 
which I have before noticed in mcm a,ml wotmaj a(amstonuxl to 
much solitude. She said that in their Irish mountain t'oitage, 
the nearest reasonable neighbour had \m\n 20 mil<!S <lista,nt;, and 
that in Florida they had not been much richer in society. 

Mrs. Penrose gave me a lovely .scrap of a conveu'sadion which 
had passed between an aunt of hers and Marie Oondli, 

M.C, Do you like tennis ? 

^ In Fleet Street. It lias since bcuni altered. 

^ Author of " The Modern Gospel and a number of other novels, 
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The aunt makes a perfunctory answer. 

M.C. The only tennis I like is Tennyson. 

PCLUSC. 

M.C. The dear old man sent me a beautiful letter once. 

“ I tried to look ”, said the excellent aunt afterwards, “ as 
if Tennyson had been in the habit of sending me a letter every 
day.” 

Friday, July gisi. 

I started with Sharpe and Alcock to cycle to Halifax. 

Saturday, August xst. 

Watson, the late registrar of the Royal College of Music, went 
to get shaved in a provincial town. “ How easy it would be 
for me to cut your throat, sir! ” said the barber as he was 
stropping the razor. Watson considered a moment and fled. 
The next day the barber did cut a customer’s throat. He had 
become a homicidal maniac. 

Lincolnshire, S%mday, August 2nd. 

Riding through the heart of England, tlio general impn'ssiou is 
one of decent prosperity and content. One sec.s n(,)tliing of that 
agricultural distress of which one reads .so much in towns. _ It 
is an endless succession of picturesque and cleanly rural activities 
punctuated by neat towns, where old-fashioned inns seem to 
dominate and represent the municipal architecture, ihe worst 
roads are passable, and every village has the air of being well- 
tended. But then one rides only in summer and fair weather. 

Doncaster, Sunday, August 2nd. Evening. 

The landlord of the Reindeer told us at length of his difficulties 
with the swell-rough in race-weeks, and it appeared that at these 
times a loaded revolver always formed part of his personal outfit. 
“ This place is simply hell,” he said. “ We have two policemen 
continually at the foot of the stairs, and at any moment eight 
more can be summoned in 15 seconds.” 

Ouistreham,"^ Thursday, September 2nd. 

A pile of letters and papers which had been following me about 
France arrived to-day. Among them were two from my mother, 
1 On the coast of Calvados, at the head of the deep-water canal from 

Caen. 
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which I saved till the end of my reading. Tlie last one was as 
follows— 

Barmouth, 

9 Marine Terrace, 

August 30/ '97. 

10.30 a.m. 

My Dear Arnold, 

However am I to tell you of the dreadful calamity that 
has come over us: after breakfast on vSunday morning the 
four boys went out to bathe, and poor Ihlly * lias not returned: 
how we managed to live through it I can’t tell: Billy the 
strongest swimmer of the four: I knew one was missing, 
but I was sure it was our Frank, indeed we all tliought the 
same: but Frank came out the third ; and the fourth has 
gone : poor Billy : Sep and Frank Boulton camc^ on Saturday 
afternoon: we are hoping the body will come in with the 
tide : there is a very high sea on the last: day or two : they 
walked out on the sands for a long way, the waler scarcely 
up to their waists : and they must suddenly have', got into the 
current, which is very strong : but why don’t tlic'.y ])ut notices 
up to say it is dangerous ? Oh why ? Pa rushed for a boat, 
but they are a long way off: and all clay yesterday we were 
waiting, waiting, waiting: hoping to hear something : we could 
not telegraph to Boultons yesterday, but Pa wrote a letter 
to Mr. Dodds, our minister, to ask him to go in :first thing 
this morning, and break it to his father and mother: so far 
we have not had a telegram from them : so we are waiting, 
waiting, waiting again. You can’t have any idea what fear¬ 
fully hard work it is: killing work : Tertia takes it bravely: 
she and Florrie were out on the beach when he disappeared: 
Pa was there too, he went out with the boys and stooci by their 
mackintoshes, etc: they bathed from the beach, as no vans 
were out at the time: Pa rushed for a boat when he knew 
something was wrong, but he thought it was our Frank that 
was in danger. Tertia was hysterical after she came in from 
the beach: several times when we have missed her from the 
room she has been found lying on Willie’s bed hugging the 
clothes that he took off just before bathing; and the cap that 
he used to wear, a brown check one, never leaves her hands, 
she clasps it to her tightly and paces backwards and forwards 
^Willie Boulton, wlio was engaged to Arnold Bennett's sister, Tertia. 
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in the room : scarcely any sleep for anybody : no appetite 
though the meals are served as usual, and go away practically 
untasted. Our Frank feels it fearfully: he was the last to 
speak to him: the three were fearfully exhausted: one gentle- 
man took Sep in the next house to his, Sep would have fallen 
going up the steps, but the gentleman caught him ; gave hm 
a big dose of brandy and came here and put him in bed. 
another one brought Frank Boulton in, took him to his bed¬ 
room, rubbed him well down,, and put his feet in hot water . 
everybody was very good: the people ^ this h(^e as weU . 
but alas ! he is gone, he is gone ; poor BiUy! Poor Tertia . 
Whatever sort of a house is there at Grange Cottage , 

I have not heard anything from you except Sissie s p.c. 

Your very sorrowful mother. 

We don’t know how soon we can get from here, I suppose 
we qtiah have to wait longer : they say if he doesn t turn up 
by to-morrow, it may be a week. 

I can’t read the letter through, please excuse mistakes. 


I threw the letter over to Kennerley to read, and walked 
away to the lock. Presently Kennerley came up, and putting 
the letter into my hand whispered, “ Thank you.” 

" Shall you go home to-night ? ” he asked. 

“ Oh no,” I said. “ What’s the use ? ” 

In a few minutes it occurred to me that of course I was going 
bv the Newhaven steamer that night. Nothing else was possible. 
***** 

As the time approached for the appearance of the steamer, 
little groups of people collected round the darkness of the lock, 
in which small craft had already encamped. At some distance 
on the other side of the channel, were a few electric lights where 
some earthworks had begun to be thrown up. Save for these 
and one or two other scattered lamps, all was mysterious gloom. 
At last the hoot of the steamer came eerily down the canal, and 
as the vessel rounded the last comer its electric headlight, like 
a great eye dropping a tear in the still water, illuminated the 
vista of the canal, and though it was yet a mile away, threw 
a deep black shadow behind our figures. 

Then suddenly I felt that this passage of a. channel steamer 
through Ouistreham lock was going to be an impressive trans¬ 
action. 
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I W3S filled with the presence of an inexorable power. With 
tremendous majesty the great ship crept gradually forward to 
the accompaniment of hoarse calls and hoots, and so at last 
into the lock. It was an hour before the water of the lock 
had subsided and her bulwarks were level with the sides of the 
lock. She moved out sdently, save for the pilot’s call, and 
with the same dignity as she appeared, disappeared with us 
into the wind and blackness of the sea. 

Such scenes as this are the poetic apotheosis of machinery. 
The spectacle accorded with and soothed my feelings. 

Friday, September yd. 

I went into the breakfast~room at home, scene of a thousand 
love-makings. Tertia, dressed in black, sat in the easy chair 
in front of the fire. It was cold. She got up. 

" Poor old girl! ” I said, as I kissed her. She cried a moment. 
Then we others began to talk of common affairs. I ertia sat 

silent. . 

Afterwards in the dining-room Pater recounted his veision oi 
the accident; how Sep had struggled out of the water, and 
running towards him had shouted something which the high 
wind carried away. “ Pa, if you don t get a boat cjuick you 11 
never see our Frank again ” ; Pater’s run of over 500 yards of 
loose sand to the nearest boat, and the long-drawn delay of 
launching; the appearance of Tertia and Florrie on the beach, 
and the altercation between him and Tertia as to whether it was 
Frank or Willie who was in danger—an altercation of dreadful 
pathos; how all the boys had remained cool throughout, and 
how Willie had struck out strongly, after our Frank had told 
the others to leave him to float on the current till a boat could 
overtake him ; how Frank had somehow contrived to reach land, 
and how he thought tiU long afterwards that WiUie was safe, 
taking it for granted. ... 

Friday, September xoth. 

During this week, when I have been taking early morning walks 
with Tertia, and when I have been traversing the district after 
dark, the grim and original beauty of certain aspects of the 
Potteries, to which I have referred in the introduction to “ Anna 
Tellwright ”, has fuUy revealed itself for the first time. Before 
breakfast, on the heights of Sneyd Green, where the air blows 
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as fresh and pure (seemingly) as at the seaside, one gets g^pses 
of Burslem and of the lands between Burslem and Norton, 
which have the very strangest charm. The stretch of road on 
which one stands, used by men and young women on their way 
to work, is sufficiently rural and untouched to be intrinsically 
attractive. It winds through pretty curves and undulations ; 
it is of a good earthy colour and its borders are green and bushy 
Down below is Burslem, nestled in the hollow between several 
hills, and showing a vague picturesque mass of bricks through 
its heavy pall of smoke. If it were an old Flemish town, beauthul 
in detail and antiquely interesting, one would say its situation 
was ideal. It is not beautiful in detail, but the smoke transforms 
its ugliness into a beauty transcending the work of architects 
and of time. Though a very old town, it bears no sign of great 
age—the eye is never reminded of its romance and history—but 
instead it thrills and reverberates with the romance of machmery 
and manufacture, the romance of our fight agamst nature of 
the gradual taming of the earth’s secret forces. And surrounding 
the town on every side are the long straight smoke and steam 
wreaths, the duU red flames, and all the visible evidences of the 
immense secular struggle for existence, the contmual stnvmg 
towards a higher standard of comfort. 

This romance, this feeling which permeates the district, is 
quite as wonderfully inspiring as any historic memory coffid 1^. 

And if the effects of morning are impressive, what shall be 
said of the night scenes—of the flame-lit expanses bearing witness 
to a never-ceasing activity; the sky-effects of fire and cloud , 
and the huge dark ring of hiUs surrounding this tremendous arena. 


Monday, September i.'yth. 

We were aU seated in the chapel. A dozen apprentice boys had 
carried in armfuls of wreaths and pUed them about the com¬ 
munion-rail. Then entered the great oak coffin, borne shorflder 
high by four men from Boulton’s works, and on it two solitary 
wreaths, Tertia’s and that of the Boulton family. The sohtari- 
ness of these wreaths would have made me cry had I continued 
to look at them. Yet I had placed them there myself while 
the coffin was yet on the bier in the chapel yard. 

Of aU the thousands of people congregated in the streets to 
witness the funeral procession, I saw two only who removed 
their hats as we passed. 
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Tuesday, September 14th, 

This affair is now over. The Goncourt brothers would in my 
place have noted every item of it, and particularly watched 
themselves. I had intended to do as much, but the various 
incidental distractions proved too strong for my resolution. 


Thursday, September ^oth. 

This morning John Lane gave a definite undertaking to publish 
my novel “ A Man from the North , on or before the ist of 
February next. 

As excuse for delay, he said that the past season had been 
incredibly bad for publishers, and that he had been obhged to 
postpone publication of so many volumes that everything was 

in arrears. ^ 

Speaking of his approaching marriage, he said: I want it 
to come; I want it to be soon; I must settle down ; one needs 
a woman in the house, I am tired of my present life, have been 
tired of it for a long time.'' 

This from a bachelor aged circa 40. 

Tuesday, October 5th. 

To wake up at midnight, after an hour's sleep, with a headache, 
slight but certainly indicative of the coming attack; to hear 
the clock strike, every note drilling a separate hole into your 
skull; to spend the rest of the night uneasily between sleeping 
and waking, always turning over the pillow, and tormented 
intermittently by idiotic nightmares, crowded with action, which 
fatigue the brain: this is a disturbed liver. Towards morning 
comes the hope, caused by the irregularity of the pain, that the 
headache wiD. pass away on getting up. But it never does so. 
Then one comes downstairs, eyes as it were in red-hot sockets, 
and gulps some effervescing saline. One rises from breakfast 
with a mouth full of reminiscences—^butter, cocoa, porridge, and 
the headache remains. One walks to the office in the fresh 
autumn air; the headache remains. Towards noon, one seeks 
the last remedy, a draught which weakens the action of the 
heart. It is effective, and after half an hour's somnolence in 
a chair, one recovers, half-dazed, but without the headache; 
weak, silly, nerveless, but without the headache. The impulse 
to work is alive again, and one accomplishes an hour. But 
after lunch and dinner one has a consciousness that a new head- 
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ache is lying in wait, and, one’s resolves worn away by the 
constant sense of fatigue in the eyes and of rapid pulsation 
round the back of the head, one weakly lapses into idleness, 
trusting that to-morrow will be different. 

I foimd myself at the Wagner Promenade concert. It seems 
to me that Henry J. Wood lacks the repose and reticence of a 
great conductor. He continuahy endeavours to express the 
music to his band in curves of the arm. sudden contractions of 
aU the muscles, frowns and smiles. If such procedme is to be 
effective, it can only be effective at rehearsal. At the perfom- 
ance, the conductor knowing what the band can do, and the 
band knowing what the conductor desires, gestures should be 
unnecessary. At the performance the band needs, not an inter¬ 
pretation of the music, but merely control and reminders. 

Steindl.i the pianist aged 6 or 7, played a Schubert Impromptu 
(No. 4) and Raff’s “ Fabian ”. He is not more than 7, and has 
the pale face and vast skuU of the typical precocious genius. 
He runs on to the platform, takes his seat, and then stares down 
at the audience with calm reproachful expression. Then he 
turns to his father for the signal to begin. He is not lost in his 
performance, but rather (as it were) preoccupied with somethmg 
else, seldom looking at the keyboard and constantly directing 
upon the audience that reproachful stare. During the perform¬ 
ance his father exchanged looks of pride and pleasure with 
members of the orchestra, every man in which followed the 
child’s movements with a sort of paternal wistfulness. At the 
end, when Steindl stood bowing and bobbing to the applause, 
my body shook and my eyes filled with tears, in spite of myself. 

Wednesday, October 6th. 

At times, and in some fortunate aspects, London wiU look as 
quaint, picturesque, and mediaeval, as any old-world continental 
city. But it must be regarded with a “ fresheye, an eye 
unprejudiced by custom and associations. When I catch the 
town in such an aspect, I understand how the inhabitants of 
these old-world continental cities can be oblivious to the attrac¬ 
tiveness which surrounds them, as they certamly are, and I 
suddenly see eye to eye with the appreciative foreigner in London. 

This morning, as I walked through the Green Park in an 

1 The appearance of Bruno Steindl, the prodigy-pianist, aged 7 , created 
a stir in the musical world. 
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October mist, it occurred to me that the sheep grazing there, 
and the soldiers practising flag-signals, would, if seen by me in 
an unfamiliar city, have constituted for me a memorable picture 
of pure quaintness. Then, walking in the 5 ^trand as the sun 
overpowered the fog, what mellow picturesque was there in the 
vista of churches, backed by the roofs of the Law Courts and 
further away a tower for all the world like the Beffroi at Bruges. 
Observed five hundred miles away, a scene less striking than 
this would be one to talk about and grow enthusiastic over, one 
to buy photographs of . . . But it happens to be in London. 

Thursday, October jth. 

On Tuesday my father called on me at Fetter Lane/ and after¬ 
wards a lady inquired from me whether ho was my brother, 
thus carrying on the tradition of youthfulness to which his 
appearance long ago gave rise. But to-day I noticed, I think 
for the first time, the approaches of middle-age upon him. I 
felt acutely that he and I were of different generations; that 
parent and child, be they never so willing, can never come 
intellectually together, simply because one time of life differs 
crudely and harshly from another. He has now the physical 
and mental deliberativeness which characterizes the ageing. I 
chafe under this slowness, but I need not do so ; it is a sign not 
of decay, but of natural development. He balances argument 
against counter-argument with an evident pleasure in the process 
of balancing, not as a means to an end, but for the sake of so 
balancing. The other day he said sarcastically to Emily, 

How my children do patronize me ! And a few weeks ago 
when I laughingly referred to my " aged parents 'b he seized 
the phrase, repeated it, and recounted it to callers in the evening— 
jokingly, but I could see that it occupied his thoughts. 

Criterion Theatre. Whenever I see Charles Wyndham in a 
new part,^ I come away from the theatre full of a desire to con¬ 
duct my life as invariably he conducts his, on the stage : with 
good humour, kind cynicism, adaptability, and at back of these 
a strain of real faith in the “ ultimate decency of things ''; but 
perhaps most of all I envy his savoir faire, his equality to any 
contretemps that may arise, and his unfailing presence of mind. 

^ The offices of Woman, lo-ii Fetter Lane. 

2 He was playing Sir Christopher Leering in H. A. Jones's The Liars ", 
produced at the Criterion, October 6. 
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Whatever his dramatists may have intended, Charles Wyndham 
always plays exactly the same character, a character which has 
the qualities I have named and which sets me buzzing with 
insane aspirations. 

Monday, October xith. 

At the Symonds’. As I listened to this mother and daughter 
recounting their deeds and wanderings since I last saw them, I 
was struck by their faculty for extractmg from life pleasure and 
amusement. They read ever5rthing that appears, travel during 
several months in the year, gamble soberly when gambling is to 
be had, and generally make it a duty to go through life with as 
much pleasantness and change as will not fatigue them. Both 
are witty, and neither is afraid of criticizing her friends, or of 
getting fun out of idols. The daughter writes clever novels, and 
exhibits a good-humoured, railing tolerance for aU " missions ", 
including her own. 

Tuesday, October x<^th. 

I called on Gardner at the Avenue Theatre ^ to pay a visit of 
sympathy. His brief venture there closed abruptly last night 
because (immediately) the gas company had cut off the gas. 

At the stage door I had to wait while the commissionaire 
satisfied himself that I was not a lawyer’s clerk, and took Gard¬ 
ner’s pleasure as to seeing me. A little group of minor stage- 
folk were round the door asking for various officials and being 
put off by the commissionaire. Occasionally some one appeared, 
out of a maze of scenery, from the interior and said, “ Morning, 
old boy, what can I do for you ? ’’ Then followed a colloquy, 
a pat on the back, and the applicant departed, temporarily 
appeased. 

Gardner received me in the salon of the theatre, which I 
reached through dark very narrow passages varied by sudden 
short flights of steps; I had to light myself with a match. The 
end of a cigarette stuck to his lower lip throughout the interview. 
As we talked I could see now and then the cold pallid interior 
of the theatre with the stage set. 

He told me a wonderful story of the failure of backers to back, 
of the hostility or stupidity of the Press, of the prosperity that 
was coming at the very moment when he was compelled to 
’■In Northumberland Avenue. 
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close. " Can’t be helped,” he said at the end, “ Fortune of 
■war.” The expenses of the production had been at the rate of 
£400 a week, and the takings at the rate of £70. 

Thursday, October 2xst. 

Lunch with Eden PhiUpotts, H. D. Lowry, Bayly and another. 
The con'versation came round to author s receipts. PhiUpotts 
said that he, one of the original band of contributors, was suing 
the Idler for (I think) twelve guineas, and that he had recently 
lost fifteen guineas due from the Minster Magazine^ The fifth 
man told how G. A. Sala had got him to work for six months 
without payiag a penny. 

Referring to defaulting journals, I told, them that I had only 
lost money once. For years the Star has owed me 3/6 for a 
paragraph, which I have never been able to obtain. 

Friday, October 22nd, 

Rankin, formerly American journalist, now college professor 
and connoisseur of early Italian art, told me some stories of the 
unscrupulousness which characterizes American journalism. He 
said that the New York Journal was once nearly extinguished 
by its rivals through the agency of the Associated Press of New 
York. The latter, by arrangement, refused on any terms to 
supply the Journal with the ordinary service of news, and the 
Journal, in order to avert complete stoppage and disaster, took 
the only course open; namely, bought up, at enormous cost, 
another newspaper which had a contract for the news service. 

Apropos ; when Cleo de Merode was dancing recently in New 
York, she one day told her managers that on that night she 
should change her coiffure, abandoning for the time her method 
of brushing the hair straight down from the centre of the forehead 
over the ears. Posters were immediately issued: 


TO-NIGHT 
CLEO DE MERODE 
WILL SHOW 
HER EARS. 


^ This magazine ceased publication in March, 1896. 
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Paris, Saturday, October 23rd. 

As the train swaggered through Dulwich, we ^ caught a glimpse 
of a platform full of city men and city clerks and a few girls, 
waiting for an up-local. It was impossible not to feel uplifted 
by a feeling of superiority. In the minds of how many on that 
platform is not the continental train, as it thunders past every 
morning, the visible symbol of pleasure, adventure and romance 1 
... I remembered my emotions years ago at Hornsey, as I 
stood on the platform there and saw the Edinburgh express 
sweep swiftly and smoothly by . . . And the Edinburgh 
express was not the Continental boat train, though it moved 
more proudly, with its gorgeous Pullman in the centre of it. 

Dover and Calais. What mean, amorphous entrance portals 
to great kingdoms 1 Mere grimy untended back-doors 1 

As we left Dover harbour, the lines of gre3dsh-yellow official 
buildings on the grey-green hillside spread out clear, and then 
disappeared in the vague distance. The sea was rough. I 
closed my eyes and prepared to be uncomfortable. 

Paris train: The carriage was full of silent Frenchmen, and 
as we flew along through a fLyrng sea of yellow leaves glinting 
in the sunhght, I remembered tales of the sociability of French¬ 
men—^how, unlike Englishmen, they beguiled their journeys by 
courteous and cheerful dialogue. Perhaps on this line the 
native public has suffered by the example of our insular manners. 

For many miles the landscape was bare, greyish and un¬ 
interesting. Then, as we increased our distance from the sea 
southwards a change of temperature and of atmosphere became 
more and more perceptible, until the warmth and brightness 
made almost an English summer. Presently the character of the 
landscape altered. Water was everywhere in large quiet pools 
bordered by trees delightfully tinted, and we passed by pic¬ 
turesque towns with fine churches and wonderful crooked white 
streets. 

We entered Paris, as one enters London, by boring a way into 
the city through ravines with windowed walls. On the right 
was a single impressive feature, the hill of Montmartre sur¬ 
mounted by a great cathedral under scaffolding.^ 

^ Arnold Bennett was accompanied to Paris by bis friend, Edwin 
Rickards. 

®Tbe Sacr 6 Coenr on Montmartre was begun in 1875 , 
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It was dusk as we drove to the hotel through traffic less 
crowded than that of London, but noisier, more gesticulating, 
and far more bewilderingly mazy. 

On my first evening in Paris, it was proper that I should see 

Faust at the Opera. We arrived 20 minutes before the 
curtain, and found a vast interior honeycombed with corridors 
in which people, by comparison insignificant as ants, were 
rushing wildly about, arguing, gesticulating and quarrelling with 
the harpy-like ouvreuses. 

This was the 1099th performance of “ Faustat the Opera,^ 
and it was listened to with all the rapt attention of a premiere. 
It is true that “ Faust'' still draws an average of over 20,000 
francs per performance, and is still the most popular work in the 
repertoire, but this was a special occasion, and the audience 
larger and more interested even than usual. 

I followed the performance, like the rest, with intent approval 
—and this though I had long ago bound myself by oaths never 
to sit out another '' Faust ” evening. But no '' Faust'' could 
approach this for perfect ensemble. In some ways it has become 
highly conventionalized by repetition, yet the conventionality 
does not annoy. Specious and meretricious as it must appear 
to those who can appreciate Wagner, nevertheless this house 
forces you to accept it for a classic. 

As we came out of the Opera, men were crying the Journal, 
with the ffist feuilleton of Zola's '' Paris Zola and the Journal 
and Steinlen's poster thereof seem just now to flame in the fore¬ 
head of the City. 

Saturday, October 2yth. 

Walking from the Trocadero to the Bois de Boulogne, and so to 
the Arc de Triomphe and down the Champs Elysles, I search 
for the formula which should express Paris—in vain. The great 
central difference—^the phrase which is to disclose the gulf 
between the Latin and the Teutonic, eludes and evades the 
effort of the mind to seize it; only the obvious, the palpable, 
the little discrepancies show forth : the grandeur of the streets, 
the large vision of the architects who made them, monopolize 
attention and thought and with the tail of the eye one notes 
slight peculiarities,—^ribboned costumes of nursemaids, coach¬ 
men's hats, toy balloons of children, cyclists' cowbells, and a 
^ “ Faust ” TOs first produced at the Th^fitre Lyiique in 1859. 
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thousand other trifles. One tries to get behind and below 
them, but without success. 

Strange, how in a foreign city, one will take trouble to see 
things not deemed worth seeing at home ! I went to the Folies- 
Bergeres with the expressed intention of stud5dng the audience. 
The main part of the performance was a weak imitation of the 
Empire, with two well-known Empire stars, Loie Fuller and 
Cinquevalli, to give distinction. Yet I stood on tiptoe most of 
the evening in the midst of a tightly pressed crowd in order to 
get a mere occasional glimpse of the stage. 

Monday, October 2^th, 

Ascended the tower of Notre Dame in order to see the Devils, 
which surpassed expectations. It struck me that these twelfth 
century devils gazed over Zola’s Paris with a certain benign 
satisfaction; 

Gardens of the Luxembourg. It is here that Bohemian Paris 
takes the air. This part of the city has an effective significance 
which is missing in the neighbourhood of the cosmopolitan 
Boulevard des Italiens. Here is some Doing. People are less 
self-conscious and more purposeful; more truly lighthearted and 
yet more earnest. ... A beautiful afternoon, absolutely cloud¬ 
less sky, gentlest breeze just moving out of the perpendicular 
the high fountain-spray in front of the Palace. ... A large, 
apparently but not really shapeless space, gravelled and sown 
with brown trees and yellow chairs, and untidy with autumn 
leaves. 

As to the people: 

Nursemaids, whose large white or blue aprons and white caps 
seem to strike the note of the scene; scores of children, many 
just able to walk, others learning to skip or clumsily trundling 
hoops, others in arms; the last seemed always to be receiving 
clean napkins from their plump, comfortable nurses. 

Students in fine black hats and vast neckties, walking about 
or sitting in groups. 

The chairwoman, a buxom young woman, capless, with a 
large black apron. She goes to a group of young students who 
are talking and laughing among themselves. Without appar¬ 
ently noticing her, they throw her a few words, stfll laughing, 
a colloquy ensues, and then for some reason she goes away 
without exacting pennies from them. 
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Young women, carelessly chic, some powdered, all talkative, 
sitting about in pairs, with, looks on their faces of invitation. 

Here and there a few sedater groups, well-dressed; papa, 
mama et hebe, or perhaps several old women full of volubility 
and gesture. 

A few inquisitive dogs. 

In the distance, the tooting of tram cars, and the vague roar 
of traffic. 

The traveller, however virginal and enthusiastic, does not 
enjoy an unbroken ecstasy. He has periods of gloom, periods 
when he asks himself the object of aU these exertions, and puts 
the question whether or not he is really experiencing pleasure. 
At such times he suspects that he is not seeing the right things, 
that the characteristic, the right aspects of these strange scenes 
are escaping him. He looks forward dully to the days of his 
holiday yet to pass, and wonders how he will dispose of them. 
He is disgusted because his money is not more, his command of 
the language so slight, and his capacity for enjoyment so limited. 
His mind goes forward to speculate as to his future career, 
which seems one of but narrow possibilities, and he foresees 
failure. The newness of things grows monotonous ; he desires 
the known, the expected. 

Tuesday, October 26th, 

Comedie Frangaise. Lever du rideau. 

Depit Amoureuxpiece in one act by Moliere. During this 
short play, the classicality of the TheMre frangais made itself 
distinctly felt. But after the dullness of the first act of '' Mdlle 
de la Seigliere'', and what with the close atmosphere of the 
^me loges and R's continual cough, we were moved to come 
away—to leave the sacred Franqaise in the middle of our first 
visit. 

There was a full and interested house for a stock programme 
put on at the last moment d cause d*indisposition. 

The exterior—solid, grave and severe—apposite to the tradi¬ 
tions of the theatre. 

Curious, the frequency of maisons d^accouchement of vast size 
with large gUt signs in a city whose population is said to be, if 
not actually fallhig, stationary. 

One house had a pictorial sign, showing a young girl, in modern 
costume, looking at an opening bush from which rises a baby. 
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Wednesday, October 

With mfinite labour and fatigue I casually inspected one little 
comer, perhaps the fiftieth part, of the Louvre: Itahan and 
Flemish pictures; and came forth again exhausted. 

Musee Cluny : the Musee Plantin over again, but less complete 
in detail and less reahstic as a redintegration of renaissance 
life. 

Luxembourg Gallery. I was a little disappointed with Watts, 
Stevens, Sisley, Manet and Monet. It seems to me that the 
last two have been extinguished by several painters of the 
present generation. 

The Journal stated to-day that last Saturday one hundred 
voitures-reclames visited every place within 20 kilometres of the 
fortifications, to distribute Steinlen's affiche of Zola's Paris " ; 
also that 30 voitures-reclames had been circulating continuously 
for 10 days previously; also that the cost of launching the 
novel had been 150,000 francs. 

I walked the length of the Champs Elysees and back again 
to-night between 10 and ii. The immense thoroughfare had a 
depressing deserted appearance. In the side alleys under the 
trees a light mist hung low, and through this the forms of empty 
chairs were made spectrally visible by the gas-lamps. Down 
the road at intervals passed cyclists with Chinese lanterns, 
swiftly overtaking the few fiacres. Occasionally the light of a 
flying lantern lit up the face of a girl pedalling hardily in her neat 
knickerbockers over the perfect surface of the gloomy thorough¬ 
fare. 

At the beginning of the Place de la Concorde I trod on a dead 
cat, its hmbs all spread abroad and its cheek on the roadway. 
In the rae de Rivoli and the rae de la Paix all was obscure, save 
for a few small bright squares of illumination, marking shops 
which vended obscenities for the convenience of travelling 
Englishmen. 

Thursday, October 2d>th. 

To-night, owing to the inaccuracy of a map, I walked straight 
out of Paris, in search of the Casino. Up one long street with 
no turning, the me S. Martin, miles of gaslit resounding mon¬ 
otony. There were cafes all the way, thickly strewn on both 
sides the way; at first large and lofty and richly decorated, 
with vast glazed facades, and manned by waiters in black and 
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white; then gradually growing smaller and less busy; the 
black and white waiters gave place to men in blouses, and men 
in blouses gave place to women and girls, short, fat women and 
girls, who chattered among themselves and to customers ; once 
I passed a cafe quite deserted save for the waiter and the waitress, 
who sat, head on arms, side by side over a table, asleep, I saw 
deserted cafe concerts only open on Sundays and fete days. 
The shops got smaller and busier; they were filled apparently 
by the families of the proprietors. At length I crossed over a 
canal, and here the street widened out to an immense width, and 
it was quiet and deserted under the gas-lamps. I went under 
railway bridges, and saw in the distance great termini, silent in 
their blue hazes of electric light. Then came the city barriers 
and the octroi, and I knew then that the map was wrong about 
the location of the Casino of Paris. But the straight street, 
darker now, stOl stretched in front of me, and I followed it a 
little while for curiosity, till I passed another octroi and was 
in a township outside Paris. At last I turned back, and as soon 
as I was again within the barriers, I called a fiacre: 

''Cocher. Le Casino de Paris.” 

At the Post Office in the Avenue de I’Opera, where I w^ 
sending off a telegram, two men came in and wrote a letter in 
consultation “ Cheve Afnis —^no —ntd cheTe petite amie . . . 
mille haisers, , - . Ton Albert.” . . . Every word of the 
assignation was minutely discussed before being set down. An 
incident, I thought, characteristically French. 

Friday, October agtk 
The Pantheon. 

Aux grands hommes. La Patrie reconnaisante. 

This legend, stretching its gold letters across the face of the 
building, has in it something wonderfully moving. It breathes 
piety in the true sense. 

R. is wonderfully addicted to talking in the early hours of 
the morning. He came into my room to-night at 12.45 
and gave a monologue on modem architecture, from which I 
learnt that Norman Shaw^is one of the immortal British archi¬ 
tects, and that one named Philip Webb, very little known at 
present, stands near to him. 

^ R, N. SUaw is, perLaps, best known as the architect of New Scotland 
Yard. He died in 1912 . 
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Saturday, October 

Montmartre. Cabaret, du Conservatoire (Ancienne abbaye de 
la Butte— I2tb cent.).'' 

There was an attractiveness in the simple exterior of this cafe 
of the Boulevard Rochechouart. When we went in, the salle 
du concert was not yet opened. While waiting we ordered 
cognacs, and looked at the very clever pencilled portraits which 
covered the walls. The cafe proper, or outer court, was a long 
low narrow room, narrowing still more at the back to the door 
giving on the salle du concert. There were perhaps a dozen 
consommateurs, none of them apparently different from the 
consommateurs of any other cafe. At about 9.30 it was quietly 
announced that the concert would commence at once, and we 
went forward, rather surprised at the charge of 2 francs for 
entrance to the show. The salle was a room of irregular shape, 
roughly painted to represent a crypt, with a groined roof. Down 
the middle of it were three narrow trestle-tables with seats at 
either side of them. In one comer a clumsy tapestry arrange¬ 
ment of a proscenium, very small and toy-like, and near this 
a piano. At the back were several toy loges, a comical imitation 
of a theatre. The walls were hung with copies of ancient stand¬ 
ards and with old brass musical instruments, and here and 
there they were frescoed. 

The pianist came and moved his fingers lightly over the key¬ 
board, and drifted into a march. Then the proprietor at the 
back announced “ mon bon camarade ” So-and-so. A dark little 
man of about 35 with a keen pleasant face, dressed in blue 
serge, came forward, and leaning negligently on the piano, sang 
very prettily, in a thin voice, a sentimental song about Venice. 
His tone suited the small room (which 80 people filled) to per¬ 
fection. Then another ''hon camarade'' was announced, an 
older heavier man, very dark and self-contained, and with a face 
something like Verlaine's in its torpor and pallor. He sang a 
humorous song, and in the last verse, after 3 verses of utter 
impassivity, disclosed a twinkle and a smile to show that he 
also was enjoying the joke. The applause was immense. This 
man sang twice, and each time hoisted himself on to the low 
platform by clinging to the piano. Others followed him, all 
roughly dressed—one man had brown gloves sticking up from 
the breast pocket of an old frock coat, and among them two 
women ma bonne camarade '') both charmingly unaffected and 
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good-natured and clever, dressed in black or dark blue, -with 
none of the conventional stage airs. Before the entertainment 
had proceeded ten minutes, the artistic feehng which permeated 
it was most apparent. The audience was of the lower middle 
class, seemingly quite ordinary, but nevertheless appreciatmg 
what was set before them. One woman, not at all fashionably 
dressed, wore an exquisitely embroidered stomacher in blues and 

^ The songs were varied by some scenes from the little theatre 
de rombre, in which cardboard figures throw a shadow against a 
background thrown from a magic lantern. Then after inore 
songs, came the piece of the evening, for theatre de I ort^re. frece 
en dix tableaux, entitled “ La marche h I’dtoile . The hghts 
were turned down, and the auteur-compositeur, looking like an 
intelligent carpenter, came forward to sing the lyric accompani¬ 
ment to his shadow-drama. The play proved, to be a rendermg 
of the story of the Cross, and, as rendered, it was remaxKabiy 
effective, even moving; certainly the theme was treated with 
singular poetic breadth. I could not judge either the words or 
the music, but there could not be a doubt that the mtelhgent 
carpenter was some sort of an artist. . . . After this, we left, 
agreed that this was the most artistic show that we had encoun- 
tered in Paris. We wondered how the affair was based as 
regards finance. At most the room held £5, and very little 
drink was sold, and that at quite a cheap rate. The chansonmers 
could not possibly have been adequately paid, and moreover 
they had not the look of professional performers; yet they 
surely would not sing regularly night after night con amore. 

As we went home past the Moulin Rouge and met crowds of 
carriages going towards it, each told the other that he had no 
desire to go there, and each lied. However, we did not call at 
the Mouhn Rouge, but only for cognac at a cafe in the Boulevard 
des Italiens. 


Sunday, October 31SI 

I left Paris. None of my deepest impressions about it seems to 
have been set down at all. 

Saturday, November 13^^. 

A fortnight of industry. Hence nothing noted. Lately I have 
been depressed by apprehensions as to the future—the future 
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of the paper, and of my scheme for renting a house at Fulham. 
I have imagined all possible misfortunes and calamities. 


Thufsduy, NovefnbsT zSth. 

Dr. Farrar once told me that my heart and lungs were abso¬ 
lutely perfect, but that my stomach would always be a trouble 

to me. 


Mondayy November 22nd, 

At the Grieg Concert, St. James’s Hall. A crowded house, 
mainly filled with hordes of those idle, well-dressed, supercilious, 
unintelligent women who inhabit the West End and the more 
expensive suburbs; their hats, though it is Autumn, made a 

^ Grieg came on in a short jacket of black velvet which serves 
to decrease still further his short stature. He has a large head 
with white hair and a bald patch, and the shrewd wrmkled face 
of a thinker. A restless man, weary and yet the victim of an 
incurable vivacity. The concussion of his hands on the keys 
jerked back his head at every loud chord. Between the move¬ 
ments of a sonata he bowed almost imperceptibly and wiped his 
face every time with the same mechanical movement. He 
looked like one who has exhausted the joys of fame and of being 


In the orchestra, full of hero-worshippers, I noticed particu¬ 
larly two girls, friends, who must have stood hours at the door 
to gain their unique position in the first row. One sx^ed 
ecstatically and showed her teeth (I think she was American) 
throughout the concert. The other had a fijced and mournful 
face. She never stirred and seldom spoke; she did not join 
in the applause, which was frantic in those seats. Her thin lips 
were set, and her dark eyes set. She was the Serious Student, 
never happy, never even passably content, always reaching for 
the unattainable; without doubt she had little talent, but an 
immense purpose and energy. I fancied I could see her in her 
daily existence, secretive, self-contained, and occasionally, only 
occasionally, opening the gates of her soul to some companion 
in a sudden abandonment. 

Round about me a group of newspaper critics exchanged the 
chEdish babble of dafiy journalism, ^ 

As I went out, I thought that in another hour or so a thousand 
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pianos in a thousand suburban homes would echo to the chords 
of that Grieg Sonata and suite. 

Thursday, November 2$th. 

Last night, as I sat alone in the house, reviewing there was a 
strange knock. I went to the door, and saw old Mr. Boulton m 
the fog • a hansom was just driving away. He came in, and 
sat dov^ in my easy chair: a tall, slightly bent figure, with a 
creased benevolent large face, and the whitest, silkiest hair and 
long beard: the most venerable and dignified person that has 
ever sat in this room of mine. I felt proud of the slight connec¬ 
tion between us. He began to talk to me about the technique 
of writing, making naive, original observations—the thoughts of 
a gifted child; you could see the strong working of the mind 
that by means of machinery has revolutionized an entire craft. 

“ I don’t know anything about writing,” he said, ‘‘ but give me 
a bit of machinery, and I could go to bed with it. 

I told him I had just bought a folio Bible printed at Bmslem 
by John Tregortha, and asked if he would like to see it. 
he said, “ I should. It’s a book I’m rather partial to.” So he 
got it over his knees, and putting his spectacles on, spelt_ out 
the interminable title page. I directed him to the family register 
which had been kept according to custom between the Old and 
the New Testaments. When he came to the date 1786 he said 
“ My father was alive then,” and at 1826 “ I was bom just a 
year before that.” Afterwards he examined with the same 
minuteness my Tregortha Hymn Book and Herbal. 

At a quarter to ten he must go. He said he always went to 
bed between 10.30 and 10.45, and answered 20 or 30 letters 
before breakfast. I asked him how he proposed to get to 
Bloomsbury. “ Oh,” he said, “ I shah go up this street, turn 
to the right, and pick up what I can—cab or bus.” I had a 
mind to set him on his way, but he seemed so alert, so equipped, 
with his 71 years and his magnificent white hair and his taU 
stooping figure, that to offer to do so would have been an insult. 

Afterwards, I wondered to myself if he had taken the trouble 
to sum me up quickly. I felt always with him that he spoke 
about the hundredth part of what he thought, and I have 
noticed that he never contradicts. 

A lone and wonderful genius, if ever there was one, existing 
in the world of his own brain, and passing over the earth as if 
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in a dream. Yet shrewd in earthly things and never to be 
fooled. . . . The force of his character radiates from him a 
certain fine influence sensible enough to those delicate enough 
to see it. . . . I regarded his visit as an event in my life, 
though he had not come to see me but Tertia, and was disap¬ 
pointed at missing her. 

Saturday, November a'jth. 

Indirectly I heard news of Shneon Solomon through a picture 
dealer in Regent Street, via Marriott. Shneon Solomon was 
once one of the lights of the Pre-Raphaelite School, the friend 
of Rossetti and of Burne-Jones, who both had sincere admiration 
for his work.i xhe dealer said that he was now in a lunatic 
asylum. “ At one time ”, he said, “ I gave him ■£■2 a week and 
took his sketches. The money was paid daily, for he w^ 
always penniless.” Marriott asked where Solomon lived in 
those days. “ He didn’t live anywhere,” the dealer said; 
” he had no home. If he could afford it, he slept at a common 
lodging-house; if not, on the Embankment. 

Marriott said that Solomon had really been mad for years, 
and that many years ago, it was stated that he was reduced to 
doiig sketches for pots of beer. 

Sunday, November oSth. 

Talking about things uncanny, Webster said that the weirdest 
thing of all was the vibratmg cry of the snipe on the moors at 
night—a cry which you hear, faint and wavering, in the distance, 
and which the next second has shot past your ears in the dark¬ 
ness. This bird is also cahed the bog-bleater; Webster said 
that its cry had been termed “ the wail of a lost soul”, and 
that the name was justified. There is nothing more horribly 
scaring, and the awfulness of it cannot be conceived by those 
who have not heard it. He described it effectively as " the last 
cry on earth ”, and related how, as a child, he had been lost all 
night on the W^estmorland moors j his terror of the invisible 
snipes shooting across the waste with their awful cries , and his 
terror of stepping into a bog. ^ _ 

Then he told me of his sole experience of ghosts. On a hiH 
near Milnthorpe is a ruined cottage, said to be haunted. A 
r- Solomon’s best work was done between 1858 and 1872 , wben he ceased 
to exhibit. He died in 1905 . 
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man and Hs wife had lived there, and one night the man being 
called away gave a gun into his wife’s hands for her protection, 
and told her to shoot an5^hiQg that appeared. Before he had 
proceeded far, he recollected that he had left something behind 
him, and returning to his cottage was shot by his wife. Hence 
the ghost. 

It seems that Webster was walking late in a dark lane near 
the ruin—a lane with a dreadful reputation for spirits—^when 
he saw a sombre figure in front of him. |It advanced to within 
a few paces of him, and then grew large and wide, till it towered 
above him. Then it cohapsed and Webster was standing in the 
middle of it. At last it edged away from him, face upwards, 
with a curious backward motion on hands and feet. As soon as 
it had moved Webster turned and ran two miles to the nearest 
humanity. , , . He was a child, and thinks now the appearance 
was merely a subjective hallucination, but at the time nothing 
could have been more real to him. 

Webster related these stories with extraordinary graphic 
effectiveness. As he spoke of the terrors of the bog-bleater and 
his night on the moor, I had one of those periodical ghmpses 
which are vouchsafed to me occasionally, of the vast crowd of 
wonderful sensations and experiences that a dweller in towns, 
like myself, is debarred from. ... A night on the moors, 
alone, with the snipe winging and crying about one. . . . The 
townsman can scarcely imagine it 1 

Monday, December bth. 

On Saturday night I finished my second book, '' The Art of 
Joumahsm for Women This afternoon, reading in the New 
Review (which this month ceases to exist) the conclusion of 
Joseph Conrad’s superb book, “ The Nigger of the Narcissus ”, 
I had a mind to go on at once with my Staffordshire novel, treat¬ 
ing it in the Conrad manner, which after all is my own, on a 
grander scale. 

Tuesday, December yth. 

At Louis Parker’s new play The Happy Life ” at the Duke of 
York’s. During passages of rank sentimentality at the theatre, 
I am affected hke a puritanic provincial lady when first she sees 
a woman in tights. I am obliged to look away, at the ceiling, 
at the boxes, an3rwhere but on the stage. 


DECEMBER 6 -DECEMBER 15, 1897 

Now and then during the evening Tertia and I could not help 
smiling at the naive comments and appreciation of pseudo- 
tenderness, of two middle-aged people who sat behind us. I 
thought they must be well-to-do farmer people in town for the 
Agricultural Show. As we went out, I caught sight of them— 
Genevieve Ward and W. H. Vernon. ^ I have noticed before 
that no amount of being behind the scenes dulls the actor*s 
appetite for the simple emotions of the stage. 

Saturday, December iTth, 

At the smoking concert of the Royal Academy Students' Club. 
The scene reminded me at once of the Boulevard St, Michel and 
its cafes. R., who with Lanchester ^ and another man has just 
won the open competition for the erection of Assize Courts and 
Municipal Buildings at Cardiff, to cost £360,000, explained to 
me how one man—^Waterhouse R.A.,^ came to influence the 
character of nearly all modem public buildings. As most of 
these are put up to competition among architects,—as Water- 
house is usually chosen as assessor,—the crack men who make 
a speciality of such competitions have learnt Waterhouse’s pre¬ 
ferences and prejudices and are careful to study and stoop to 
them. R. said that he and his friends themselves, though 
strongly opposed to many of Waterhouse’s ideas, could not do 
less than make concessions in this respect. 

Waterhouse’s fee for deciding the Cardiff competition—an 
affair of five days—^was 300 guineas. 

Wednesday, December 

I was talking to a woman who for a number of years has been 
a working journalist, attached to the staff of a reputable ladies’ 
paper, and producing an average of 4 or 5 or 6,000 words per 
week. She said to me : 

TeU me, Mr. Bennett, what is the way to learn to write 
properly. I am absolutely ignorant of the subject.” 

Characteristic of the woman-journalist of to-day, whom I have 
lashed with scorpions in my just-finished book on journalism ! 

^ A well-known Victorian actor; lie died in 1905 . 

2 Rickards and Lancliester subsequently designed the Central Hall, 
Westminster. See p. 346 . 

» Alfred Waterhouse ( 1830 - 1905 ); he designed the Natural History 
Museum, S. Kensington. 
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Thursdayf December i6th. 

At my dentist’s, a strangely Bohemian cockney, who called me 
“ Mate ” at the second interview, and referred intimately to the 
missns and the kids. Nevertheless a good dentist. In his own 
jargon he said: “ I have put in two uppers and a lower to-day.” 
He told me also of a curious domestic custom : “ My missis ’, he 
said, “ has extraction money and toothpowder money for ’er 
perks.” 

Fridayy December xyth. 

I had imagined that leader-writers on the morning d^es re¬ 
ceived munificent salaries. But at lunch to-day, discussing 
with Lowry the murder of Terris,^ on which the previous evening 
he had written a column leader in 70 minutes, I learnt otherwise. 
Lowry is on the Morning Post, and he is paid by the piece, 
receiving 2 guineas for a column, i guinea for half a column, 
and half a guinea for a quarter column. 

Sunday, December X(yth. 

A story told to me to-day reminded me of a confidence of my 
Aunt’s, made some years ago, concerning my maternal gr^d- 
fatter. It was given in the horrified tones of a daughter whose 
Puritan susceptibilities had been lacerated. My grandfather, it 
appears, at the age of seventy and odd, and after having been 
a long tune a widower, began to pursue servant girls upon the 
outskirts of Burslem; and not all the shocked remonstrants 
of his daughters could bring him back to the narrow path. He 
never succeeded in enchanting any of these girls, but the inten¬ 
tion was, I was told, only too obvious. It is curious that at 
such a time of life, the long-repressed instincts of a man who 
had hved as a strict Wesleyan-Methodist, should at last have 
become unmanageable. Shortly after the episodes of the servant 
girls he married a buxom woman forty years his junior, a plump¬ 
faced pleasant woman who had the greatest difficulty not to 
call me''Mr. Arnold.'’ 

Tuesday, December 21st. 

The constant unsleeping watchfulness for verbal mistakes and 
slips and clumsiness in composition, necessitated by my post as 

^ William Terris, the actor, was fatally stabbed by a discharged " super 
as he was entering the stage-door of the Adelphi Theatre, December 16, 
1897. 
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editor of women's journalism, has sharpened and exasperated 
my susceptibilities to such a point that only by a great e:hort 
can I read anything now without noting such slips, however 
trifling. In spite of myself, my mind registers them as they 
occur, in no matter what writer's work. Such preposterous 
attention to the superficialities of style seriously interferes with 
the enjoyment of literature. There is scarcely an author— 
unless it be Henry James—^whom I find flawless, and whom, 
therefore, I can read in perfect comfort. 



s which h.3 flowed the 

1 MevTS ttfcoi; of a few years I cosdd write 
Sh^history as worild cast a trew l^t on Engl^ fiction con- 
■-1 /q c+rir+W from the craftsman’s standpomt. As regards 
SS>f » to me Sat only within the last few years have 
fiction, ™ that passion for the artistic shapely 

f meat Masters of English nineteenth-century fiction, 

sr^trihTa "-“r'-r: 

5Sf»’_!p2itorof th?Royal Academy are 
SrtSfiyCiSSt toe2:Sng°tor -^to |y 

°^Y?that this feeling for words existed independent m Eng- 
land is proved by the prose of Charles Lamb ‘ 

ke novelists cared Httle for form, the science ^ Sds 

—rnm’hositim They had not artEtic taste; they lacked this 
ius^ as Millais lackedlt. Mfflais may have been a great P^mter 
these novelists may have been great writers, but neither (to u^ 

de Maupassant’s distinction) ™ '^^.“bfinterested 

which I understand the word. An artist must be mter^tou 
primarOy in presentment, not in the thmg presented. He must 


JANUARY ll-JANUARY 19, 1898 

have a passion for technique, a deep love for form. . . . And 
so on. 

Wednesday, January rzth. 

In accordance with an urgent message from Lane, I called this 
morning to see him about my second book, " Journalism for 
Women: a Practical Guide He was unwell and in bed, and 
the interview passed in his bedroom. He beamed on me, made 
attentive inquiries about my affairs, and sent for cigarettes. 
Then he showed me the glowing report made by Miss Evelyn 
Sharpe upon my book, and said that he wanted to publish it at 
once— within three weeks. He offered me a lo per cent, royalty ; 

I suggested 15 per cent., and he agreed at once. Title, shape, 
type, paper, and price were settled there and then and Chapman 
received instructions to draw the contracts. In another five 
minutes the contracts were signed and exchanged, and the 
manuscript was made up to go to the printers that morning— 
within the hour. 

How different the reception of this book from the frigid 
welcome given to “A Man from the North ”! The latter, a 
serious and laborious work, has waited, after acceptance, nearly 
two years for publication. “ Journalism for Women ” toown 
off in about eight weeks, is to be printed and published in less 
than a month. 

PhiUpotts to-day told me that my paragraph criticism of his 
" Lying Prophets ” had given him more pleasure than any other 
criticism upon the book; and was in fact, the best he had had. 
He urged me to write exhaustive critical articles upon some of 
the classics. I said I wanted to deal thoroughly with Turgenev, 
and he approved. 

Wednesday, January igth. 

At lunch I met Robert Barr the novelist, and his brother James 
Barr, of the Pall Mall Gazelle. Robert Barr is a short sturdy 
greyish Yankee who has conquered Yankee prejudices but not 
the Yankee accent. His freckled bluff features and his short 
beard indicate a man who has seen most things and has learnt to 
tolerate most things; plenty of rough, very dry wit; an honest 
and plain-spoken man. I do not suppose that Barr has much, 
if any at aH, feeling for literature, but he is an admirable speci¬ 
men of the man of talent who makes of letters an honest trade ; 
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iias no self-complacences, and does not pose. A man one could 
soon Hke very much indeed 1 

Sunday, January 2,‘yrd. 

After an interval of about nine months I sit down again to the 
composition of serious fiction ; and though I make slow progress, 
finding myself out of practice, I experience a satisfaction deeper 
than I can get from any other sort of labour. 

At Lowry and Eckhardt's studio for tea. As I went down 
their street I perceived Lowry and a rather pretty girl buying 
muffins from a muffin-man. It was dusk and a mist rising. 
Several men in the studio, which is large, with a good collection 
of antique furniture, Japanese prints and French posters, the 
posters are even visible in the obscurity of the ceding. Eck- 
hardt, with all the appearance of a simple good-natured unaffected 
schoolboy, was at work in his shirt-sleeves on a black and white 
sketch. The girl presently re-appeared and began to prepare 
afternoon tea. Everyone called her Marie. A girl about 25, 
dressed in black ; red-gold hair, large expressive eyes ; and a 
certain intense ecstatic expression which was matched by the 
low voice ; obviously a favourite model of Eckhardt s. 

xAfter tea, Lowry being laid flat on the floor in front of the 
stove, she made the grave moody leader-writer of the Morning 
Post, go tlirough his tricks of catching and throwing a cushion 
with his feet. 

Sunday, January ^oth. 

Marriott said that to enjoy the earth there was nothing like 
following a plough at early morning. The smell of the newly 
turned soil was fresh, fragrant and piquant beyond imagination. 

Tuesday, February isi. 

/^The Silver Fox ”, by Martin Ross and E. (E. Somerville is, 
within its limit, a perfect novel. The style exhibits a meticulous 
care not surpassed by that of Henry James. It actually repays 
a technical analysis. It is as carefully worded as good verse. 
There is a reason for every comma, and the place of every pre¬ 
position and conjunction. All prose which pretends to be 
artistic should be as meticulous as this. Yet in fact the quality 
is almost unknown. Except in Henry James and Pater, I 
know of no modem prose of which it can be said that the choice 
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and position of every word and stop has been the subject of 
separate consideration. 

Tuesday, February 

The preoccupation of removing to a new house (9 Fulham Park 
Gardens) is now almost over, and after three days of incessant 
manual work, arranging books, clothes, furniture, and pictures. 
A householder for the first time, I find myself wandering without 
aim through the house, staring at finished rooms, and especially 
at the terra cotta effects of my new study, with a vague satis¬ 
faction. But stronger, more insistent than this satisfaction, is 
the feeling of graver and complicated responsibilities, and a sort 
of anxiety for the future. 

And I wonder, at the age of 30, whether the great game is 
worth the candle. I return with regretful fancy to the time 
when, with the lighter cares and the highest hopes that ignorance 
could induce, I lived in Raphael Street, and in Cowley Street, 
on about 155. a week. 

To-night I have set to work on a long criticism of George 
Moore. 

Wednesday, February 16th, 

As I opened the front door this morning to leave for the office, 
the postman put a parcel in my hand. It was from John Lane, 
and it contained the first copy of my first book. 3 - I untied it 
hastily, and after glancing at the cover, gave it to Tertia to 
read. To-night I looked through the tale, picking out my 
favourite bits. The style seemed better than I had hoped for. 

Sunday, February 20th, 

Mrs. Clozier, charwoman, who seeks a separation from her hus¬ 
band, is a rather shrivelled creature. She said to Mrs. Marriott: 
“ When I first came to London, I had fat red cheeks, and my 
bosoms (making a large round movement with her hands) stuck 
out like that. I tell ye I was a fine woman in those days.” 

The contingency of a war with France ^ has worried me yes¬ 
terday and to-day, just as if it were a personal matter. I have 
wakened up to puzzle out all its possible unpleasantness and 
bother and material loss. 

Man from tUe Nortli'’, 

® Over Far Eastern difficulties. 
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Wednesday, February 2^rd. 

Sitting with me in Ms dark little office at Black and White after 

lunch, Eden Phillpotts, heavily wrapped up and pale after a 
long attack of influenza, told me something of his hfe. After 
leaving school at 17, he came to London and entered an insurance 
office. His first idea was to be an actor. He studied elocution 
etc. at the School of Dramatic Art, and after two years found he 
was unfitted entirely for acting. Then, having already written 
a little, he turned to hterature with seriousness. For eight years 
he wrote from 6 to 9 in the evening. At the end of that time 
he could earn £4^0 a year by his pen. He left the Insurance 
office, married, and lived by his pen comfortably till Black and, 
White offered him, through his agent, the post of assistant 
editor. As this meant an assured revenue, he accepted it. He 
works three days a week, machine-writing, free from respon¬ 
sibility, and the rest of his time he gives to novels and short 
stories. 

To-day is published my first book, “A Man from the 
North”. I have seen it mentioned in several papers among 
“ Books received ”. Beyond that, I have scarcely thought of 
it. The fact has not at the moment interested me. But dumg 
the last few days I have been several times naively surprised 
that some of my friends are not more awake and lively to the 
fact than they seem to be. 

Sunday, February ajth. 

My housewarming. When supper is nearly over, and at the 
third bottle of champagne, Marriott gets up and begins a speech 
by pulling out of his sleeve a huge pantomime cuff on which 
are written the notes of his oration. For 25 minutes he keeps us 
wildly laughing, and winds up with a series of comic couplets 
setting forth my vices and virtues. I laughed aU through, but 
after it was over I felt horribly self-conscious, and opened a 
bottle with an air of awful gravity. 

Tuesday, March 1st. 

A lady who wished to write a palmistry column for Woman read 
my hands. She was very accurate in describing my character, 
and told me several facts about my past. She said that I should 
live long, make money, and enjoy much domestic happiness; 
that Friday was a lucky day for me; that I should marry 
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“ soonbut not till after some difficulty as regards the lady 
had been smoothed over; that I should have a prescience of 
coming disaster or good fortune. Also—most remarkable that 
I had not long since suffered a shock through some female 
relative. She seemed a clever and capable woman, and it was 
difficult for me not to believe that her predictions had not some 
reasonable foimdation. She gave me some particulars, mar¬ 
vellous enough, about the healing of nervous diseases by will¬ 
power, in which subject she is interested, and invited me to 
investigate one case. 

Tea at an A.B.C. shop in Westminster, where the waitresses 
offer an inexhaustible field for the study of character. They 
are so naive, imveiling the secrets of their natures in every 
trifling action. 

Wednesday, March 2nd. 

Dunn brought to lunch Charles Robinson, who has designed the 
cover of “ Journalism for Women: a very young unkempt 
pale nervous man, with tremulous eyes. One could see that not 
long since he had been more nervous than he is to-day. Contact 
with the world was making him less like a startled faun. He 
told me that his design for my book had been so much liked 
that it had resulted in orders for twenty other covers. 

Phillpotts was extremely enthusiastic about the merits of 
“ A Man from the NorthIt seemed strange and unreal to 
be treated by this finely serious novelist as an artist of the same 
calibre with himself. 

Wednesday, March ^th. 

At lunch Dunn and Bayly suddenly began to talk about the 
chances of war. I was astonished at their eagerness for it, and 
the certainty with which they predicted where and between 
whom it would occur. They said England would engage France 
and Russia, while Germany and U.S.A. would remain absolutely 
neutral. We might have the help of Japan, possibly also of 
Italy. The war would be wholly naval, and would occur round 
our own coasts. It would be over in ten days. Every month 
of delay, they said, lessened our chances. We ought to have 
fought the U.S.A. a year or two ago, when they wanted a war. 
We should have thrashed them easily, and that would have 
cleared the air of the war cloud. 
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Saturday, March 12th. 

On my way to seeing Mrs. L. I called at a bread-shop in Holborn. 
To judge from the exterior one could desire no place of refresh¬ 
ment more fastidiously neat and dainty. But when I was inside 
I found the shop and the room at the back occupied by women 
and girls in various conditions of deshabille. The place was 
being cleaned, and the hour being only ii a.m. customers were 
clearly not expected. The girls all looked up surprised, and 
with a show of indif erence I picked my way amongst kneeling 
figures into the inner room. When I had sat down, I heard a 
rummaging noise under the table, and presently a fat young 
girl appeared therefrom. She hurried away laughing, but came 
back shortly and produced from under the table a tin bowl of 
dirty water which she carried away, with a giggle. I ordered 
a glass of milk and a sandwich, and then waited. A girl, tall, 
thin and vacuous, ran upstairs and came down soon afterwards 
pinning on an apron at the back. She brought me my food. I 
ate it, while looking at a dirty newspaper placed to protect the 
newly-washed floor, and at the crimson petticoat showing 
through the placket-hole of a girl who was washing the floor 
behind the counter. I could feel about me the atmosphere of 
femininity. The dirt and untidiness spoilt the taste of my 
food, and I thought: '' This is a bad omen for the result of my 
interview with Mrs. L.'' 

The room into which I was shown in Gower Street was, I 
think, the ugliest, the most banal I have seen. From the twisted 
columns of the furniture to the green rep of the upholstering, 
ever5dhing expressed Bloomsbury in its highest power. This 
was a boarding-house. My hopes sank, and they were not 
raised by the appearance of Mrs. L. who combines the profession 
of a landlady with that of a “ mental healer 'h She looks the 
typical landlady, shabbily dressed, middle-aged, and with that 
hardened, permanently soured expression of eyes and lips which 
all landladies seem to acquire. She fitted with and completed 
the room. 

She asked me about my stammering and my health generally, 
talking in a quiet, firm, authoritative voice. I noticed the 
fatigue of her drooping eyelids and the terrific firmness of her 
thin lips. She told me how she had been cured of nervousness 
by Dr. Patterson of America, and gave a number of instances of 
his success and her own in mentally treatingnervous and 
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physical disorders. Some of them were so incredible that I 
asked myself what I, notorious as a sane level-headed man, was 
doing in that galley. However, as Mrs. L. talked I was rather 
impressed by her sincerity, her strong quietude, and her sagacity. 

I asked what the patient had to do. Nothing,"' she said. I 
explained my attitude towards '' mental healing ”—that I 
neither believed or disbelieved in it, that certainly I could not 
promise her the assistance of my ‘ faith". 

“ Can you cure me of my stammering ? " 

“ I am quite sure I can," she answered with quiet assurance, 
“ but it will take some time. This is a case of a lifelong habit, 
not of a passing ailment." 

'' Shall you want to see me often ? " 

“ I shall not want to see you at ail; but if you feel that you 
want to see me, of course you can do so. I shall look after your 
general health too. If you have a bad headache, or a liver 
attack, send me a word and I will help you." 

I nodded acquiescence but I was nearly laughing loud, and 
telling her that I preferred to dispense with these mysterious 
services. As I was arranging terms with her, I marvelled that 
I should be assisting at such an interview. And yet—supposing 
there were after all something in it i I was not without hope. 
She had distinctly impressed me, especially by odd phrases 
here and there which seemed to indicate a certain depth of 
character in her. I went away smiling—^half believing that the 
whole business was a clever fraud, and half expecting some 
happy result. 

To-night I sent her a cheque. I wondered, as I wrote it out, 
whether twelve months hence I should be wanting to bum these 
pages which recorded my credulity, or whether with all the 
enthusiasm of my nature I should be spreading abroad the 
report of Mrs. L’s powers. 

Friday, March 2Sth. 

During the past fortnight I have been overworked at the ofiice, 
and very busy at home with a long article on George Moore. 
And so several impressions have been lost. 

Monday, April i&th. 

What with a long article of 8,000 on George Moore, a short 
story for Black and the Easter holidays, and a serious fire 

■ 75 ■■ ■■ 






JOURNAL OF ARNOLD BENNETT 

at our printers resulting in the loss of all copyproofs and 
blocks, I have been too much occupied to attend to this book 
for some weeks past. 

To-day as I walked among all the nursemaids and mothers and 
babies and loungers by the riverside in Bishop's Park—it was a 
beautiful sunny afternoon—I was specially struck by the im¬ 
mense quantity of fine material which the novelist must ignore 
or only peep at, in order to develop and utilize effectively his 
own particular chosen little titbit. 

I had intended to take up my novel '' Anna TeUwright" 
again, but left it for a critical article on Our Illiterate Novel¬ 
ists ", which needed less brain-energy. 

Wednesday, April zoth. 

Phillpotts, talking of his early ambition to be an actor, told me 
how he studied elocution and worked himself into any company 
of amateur players that would receive him. He reached the 
height of his histrionic career when he played Corporal Nym. 
He described to me with what prodigious labour and thought 
he studied the role, and then assured me that his was the worst 
Corporal Nym ever seen on any stage. When he made the dis¬ 
covery, at last, that he could not act, he still retained his fondness 
for the theatre, schemed to visit it every night, and had visions 
of becoming a dramatist. Then gradually, the taste for the 
theatre left him entirely. 

Sunday, April 24/A. 

To-night Sharpe played and sang through Das Rheingold 
Afterwards he gave us some reminiscences of Wagner which he 
had recently had from Wagner's friend Dannreuther. 

Wagner told Dannreuther that before he had begun to write 

Tristan " he had seen the complete score as it were, in a vision 
before him. The writing cost him no trouble. 

One of Wagner's greatest faculties was his reading of Shak- 
spere, which Dannreuther said was better than any acting of 
Shakspere that he had ever seen. In this connection Dann¬ 
reuther referred to Wagner's habit during rehearsals of running 
on to the stage and showing the singers how to act their parts. 
He said that Wagner's acting was transcendently fine. 

As to Wagner's piano-playing, it was damned bad 
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Tuesday, May TOth, 

Phillpotts, who has just finished a novel, “ The Children of the 
Mist ”, told me that his pubhsher was moaning about the length 
of it—180,000 words. He said that he had cut a lot out of the 
typewritten copy, and should probably cut more from the shp 
proofs. He appeared to see nothing extraordinary in this. To 
me it was very extraordinary. Having finished a novel I could 
not cut it down, because I should have satisfied myself that it 
contained nothing inessential. PhOlpotts admitted that he was 
uncertain whether some parts of the book were not redundant. 
If I cut out I should be obliged to rewrite. The notion that 
anything can be taken from a finished work of art without 
leaving a gap seems to me monstrous. 

Some details of Kitchener the Sirdar, from Rene Bull, war 
artist of Black and White, just returned from the Soudan. 
Kitchener is deeply disliked both by generals and his army. 
His severity is terrible and for days at a time during 
the recent campaign he spoke to no one. Yet he always 
saw well after himself; none of the Spartan soldier about 
him. 

Touching the notorious dash and courage of General Gat acre, 

I was told that once on campaign, having undergone an opera¬ 
tion which prevented him from sitting down, he rode twenty 
miles standing in his stirrups in order to take part in some 
skirmish, 

Sunday, May T’^th. 

Sharpe played the last two acts of “ Siegfried ”, 

In another fortnight, he will have played and sung through 
the whole of the “ Ring ”, 

It occurred to me that the reason of Nietsche's defection 
from Wagner was that he expected a different kind of beauty 
in the '' Ring ” from what he found there. Only that. The 
philosophic account of the defection could have amounted to 
nothing but that. The worst of critics is that they will not 
allow artists to choose their own kind of beauty. Those critics 
are excessively rare who have learnt that the kind of beauty is 
immaterial, and who have had the wit and restraint not to 
pledge themselves to any particular kind. Critics who have so 
pledged themselves, and who are excellent critics of their chosen 
kind of beauty, are common enough. 
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Wednesday, June 8th. 

Apropos of the marriage of G. B. Shaw and Miss Payne Towns- 
shend, Nolan ^ told me that every few years some prominent 
member of the Fabian Society contrived to marry an heiress 
whose wealth and energies were subsequently devoted wholly to 
the cause. Thus Sidney Webb married Beatrice Potter ; B. F. 
Costelloe married Miss Pearsall Smith; and J, R. MacDonald 
married Miss M. E. Gladstone. 

Thursday, June (yth. 

While reading George Moore’s new novel '' Evelyn Innes ”, I 
was struck by the magnificence of the career of a prima donna 
as a theme for fiction. In Moore’s book the vocal side of the 
prima donna, her triumphs etc, is scarcely more than incidental. 
I would make it central. There is nothing more marvellous, 
more all-compeUing, more inscrutable in the world than a great 
soprano voice. And the emotions of the prima donna in the 
hour when she dominates her audience must be unique. Prob¬ 
ably I shah, never be able to write such a novel—from lack of 
material. But if I could wander about Covent Garden stage 
during a season, and could have a few afternoon teas with a 
prima donna, I would attempt the book. The old age of the 
prima donna and her death might make a superbly cruel con¬ 
trast to the rest of the story—astringent, chilling, unbearably 
hopeless and bitter with reminiscence. 

Saturday, June nth. 

Aunt Longson said to Tertia: I can’t do with young A—. 
The very day after his father died suddenly of heart disease, 
he was going his father’s rounds in a cab, and he stopped at a 
house opposite us, and as he was getting into the cab again 
—you know it was Sunday—I saw him buy a Pink Un, a Sporting 
Times 1 Now, Tertia, should like to be attended by a young 
man who bought the Pink Un in the street the day after his 
father’s death—and Sunday too ? ” 

Friday, June 24th. 

When Lewis Hind ^ gave me George Moore’s Evelyn Innes ” to 
review for the Academy I was careful to explain to him niy 

^ J. S. Nolan, journalist and editor, at that time assistant editor of 
Hearth and Home, subsequently editor of Woman. 

2 C. Lewis Hind (1862-1927) was editor of the Academy 1896-1903. 
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attitude of admiration towards George Moore, and he told me 
to write exactly what I thought, without considering him. He 
explicitly gave me carte Uanche. For once, therefore, I expressed 
myself as regards fiction in general and George Moore in par¬ 
ticular. I sent in the article ii days ago. To-day Hind writes 
me that '' while fully acknowledging the excellence'' of the 
article he will not use it, though he wUl pay for it! The timidity 
of people in the matter of George Moore's work is almost incred¬ 
ible. My article was indeed an excellent one, and I was intensely 
annoyed that it should be lost to the public. For the sake of 
English fiction such articles are sadly needed. 

Talking to Webster about sex in fiction to-night, I convinced 
him and myself that no serious attempt had yet been made by 
a man to present essential femininity; also that the chasm 
between male and female was infinitely wider and deeper than 
we commonly realized—in fact an absolutely unpracticable 
chasm. 

A woman might draw, and probably has drawn, woman with 
justice and accuracy for her own sex. But a woman's portrait 
of a woman is not of much use to a man. Either it is mean¬ 
ingless to him—a hieroglyphic—or it tells him only things which 
he knew. A woman is too close to woman to observe her with 
aloofness and yet with perfect insight—as we should do if we 
had the insight. Observation can only be conducted from the 
outside. A woman cannot possibly be aware of the things in 
herself which puzzle us ; and our explanations of our difficulties 
would simply worry her. The two sexes must for ever remain 
distant, antagonistic, and mutually inexplicable. 

Monday, September 12th. 

It is so long since I wrote anything here that I have forgotten 
the circumstances under which I abandoned this book for a 
while. But no doubt the habit of writing in it^—always irksome 
to some extent—^was interfered with by some temporary pressure 
of work, and then the summer and the heat and the holiday feel¬ 
ing conspired against its resumption. 

In the meantime, partly owing to the influence of PhiJlpotts, 
I have decided very seriously to take up fiction for a livelihood. 
A certain chronic poverty had forced upon me the fact that I 
was giving no attention to money-making, beyond my editor¬ 
ship, and so the resolution came about. Till the end of 1899 I 
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propose to give myself absolutely to writing the sort of fiction 
that sells itself. My serious novel Anna Tellwright with 
which I have made some progress is put aside indefinitely—or 
rather until I have seen what I can do. To write popular 
fiction is offensive to me, but it is far more agreeable than being 
tied daily to an of&ce and editing a lady's paper ; and perhaps 
it is less ignoble, and less of a strain on the conscience. To 
edit a lady's paper, even a relatively advanced one, is to foster 
conventionality and hinder progress regularly once a week. 
Moreover I think that fiction will pay better, and in order to be 
happy I must have a fair supply of money. 

Also I have decided very seriously to aim at living in the 
country, to the entire abandonment of London. A year ago I 
could not have contemplated the idea of leaving London, but I 
have developed since then. 

Saturday, September lyth. 

Young, Kennerley ^ and I rode from Farnham to Witley to 
inspect the house which Young and I are to rent for the next 
three years. About four centuries old, this house for the last 
hundred years had been called The Fowl House, until it was 
named by its present occupants Godspeace. These occupants 
are four: C. E. Dawson, a young artist; Morris, a journalist 
who writes on the connection between Whitman and archi¬ 
tecture ; Gertrude Dix, the novelist, and Esther Wood, a writer 
on art. I saw all but Gertrude Dix. They are vegetarians and 
teetotallers—and they wear sandals. They have an air of 
living the higher life. All of us were pleased with Esther 
Wood. 

Sunday, September 

Last night I dreamt that I wore sandals and was ashamed. 
Since seeing the house at Witley I have been quite depressed in 
anticipation of the time which must elapse before I can leave 
London permanently for the country. It is as though the next 
year or two in London will be unbearable. 

^ Personal friends of Arnold Bennett, C. Young was manager of 
Messrs. Lamley & Co., booksellers and publishers, who published some 
of Bennett s early books; Kennerley was later connected with him by 
marriage. 
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Saturday, October 22nd, 

This is my idea of fame: 

At an entertainment on board H.M.S. Majestic, Rudyard 
Kipling, one of the guests, read “ Soldier and Sailor Too and 
was encored. He then read '' The Flag of England At the 
conclusion a body of subalterns swept him off the stage, and 
chaired him round the quarter-deck, while "'For he's a jolly 
good fellow " was played by the massed bands of the Fleet and 
sung by 200 officers assembled. 

Tuesday, November d>th. 

Last Wednesday I was arguing with Phillpotts, that it would be 
simpler and more lucrative for him to do serials than short 
stories, as hitherto. Before we parted he decided to do one by 
way of experiment. To-day I asked him : Well, what about 
that serial ? " 

” IVe written 12,000 words of it," he said; “ started on 
Friday, and have done 3,000 words a day. IFs disgustingly 
easy. IVe no trouble with plots, you know, and the rest is 
mere writing." He then explained the plot for me, and it was 
decidedly a proper “popular" plot. 

“ And what is the denouement ? " I asked. 

“ Haven't the least idea. But there's a brass ornament with 
mysterious signs on it that I expect will do great things towards 
the end.". 

Later he said, “ I shall finish it in a month—70,000 words. 
And if anyone would make it worth my while, I wouldn't mind 
betting that I could do twelve such serials in a year—easily." 

Telling me about his early life, he mentioned that though he 
was 36, his mother was only 53. She married an Indian Army 
officer at 16, and went out with him on a transport. Eden was 
born exactly ten months after the marriage. She was left a 
widow at 21, with three children. 

Wednesday, November ()th, 

“ What do you suppose George R. Sims's income is ? " Webster 
asked me. Webster is in the Income Tax department at Som¬ 
erset House. 

“ Certainly over £15,000," I said. 

“ Just what I think. Weil, his assessment has recently been 
raised from £3,000 to £5,000, and he is kicking up an awful row 
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about it. He comes up to the office himself several times a 
week, and argues and swears he will not pay.” 

Apropos of the Parisian claque system, I learnt to-day that 
the Prince of Wales’s Theatre regularly employed 20 boys, ten 
in the pit and ten in the gallery, to clap, paying them is. 6i. 
each per performance. 



1899 


Sunday, January xst. 

During the last quarter of 1898 I produced about twice as much 
work as in any previous similar period. I wrote two-thirds of 
a serial story, four or five short stories, a lot of reviews for the 
Academy, and all my usual stuff for Woman and Hearth and 
Home. 

Mrs. Kennerley was here to-day to have tea with Ma. She 
said, speaking of the diseases of children : We never used to 
think of having the doctor for measles. I had all my children 
down at once. We kept them in the sitting-room during the 
day, and carried them upstairs at night. They went on quite 
well. It is different now. People seem to be more afraid, but 
we never used to think of the doctor in those days.'' 

Those days " would be 15 or 16 years ago. 


Monday, January 2nd. 

If I gained nothing else last year, I gained facility. In the 
writing of sensational fiction I made great strides during the 
last few months, and with ordinary luck I could now turn out 
a complete instalment (about 4,000 words) after 3 o'clock in 
an afternoon. For critical work too, I have become much faster 
and more adroit. 


“ Tannhtoser ", the openiag night of the reconstructed Carl 
Rosa Opera Co. at the Lyceum, Jacobi,^ late of the Alhambra. 
I Was more impressed by the music than ever before, and more 
disgusted by the performance itself. A rough orchestra, a 
nervous chorus, nervous principals, and a general atmosphere 
of provincialism enveloping everything. I was specially amazed 
by the Venus, as grossly and unvoluptuously fat as Tannhauser 
Venuses, by sacred tradition, invariably are. She was as fat 
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Georges Jacobi, conductor and composer. 
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as Adini. The whole show depressed me. But it must have 
reached a very fair level of excellence. The fact is that the 
Covent Garden orchestra and principals have spoilt us for any 
opera less good in these respects. Although the season of grand 
opera at Covent Garden lasts only ten weeks, it makes other 
operas impossible during the remainder of the year. Any other 
operatic enterprise is bound to fail unless it resolves to shine 
where Covent Garden is dull; say by an intelligently chosen 
repertoire with good novelties, or by a well-trained chorus, or 
by fine stage management. Without undue expense, the Carl 
Rosa might do, say, The Marriage of Figaro as it is done 
at Munich, and cover themselves with glory. 

Tuesday, January ^rd. 

At the Burne-Jones Exhibition; I was much impressed by the 
whole thing, and especially by the superb richness and spirituality 
of the early '' Annunciation'' (two panels) and “ The Adoration 
of the Magi all three pictures being dated i86i. In some 
ways these surpass, or at least equal, any subsequent work. 

The sight of Burne-Jones’s aloofness, of his continual pre¬ 
occupation with the spiritual, to the ignoring of everyday facts, 
served to complete in me a modification of view which has 
been proceeding now for a year or two. The day of my en¬ 
thusiasm for “ realism ”, for '' naturalism ”, has passed. I can 
perceive that a modem work of fiction dealing with modern 
life may ignore reahsm and yet be great. To find beauty, 
which is always hidden ; that is the aim. If beauty is found, 
then superficial facts are of small importance. But they are 
of some importance. And although I concede that in the past 
I have attached too high a value to realism, nevertheless I see 
no reason why it should be dispensed with. My desire is to 
depict the deeper beauty while abiding by the envelope of facts. 
At the worst, the facts should not be ignored. They might, 
for the sake of more clearly disclosing the beauty, suffer a certain 
distortion —I can’t think of a better word. Indeed they cannot 
be ignored in the future. The achievements of the finest French 
writers, with Turgenev and Tolstoy, have set a standard for all 
coming masters of fiction. 

What the artist has to grasp is that there is no such thing 

^ These pictures are now in St. PauPs Clnirch, Brighton, and the 
Birmingham Art Gallery respectively. 
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as ugliness in the world. This I believe to be true, but perhaps 
the saying would sound less difficult in another form: All 
ugliness has an aspect of beauty. The business of the artist is 
to find that aspect. 

Thursday, January yth. 

You can find a certain wide romance even in the January Sales 
at the draper's shop. My mother bought some very large un¬ 
bleached linen sheets to-day for our cottage at Milford. They 
cost IS. TT^d. each, and are 3| yards in length. She was told 
that these sheets are woven by Russian peasants by hand. 
They are sold to the French War Ofi&ce, used during the annual 
military manoeuvres, and after the wear of a month or so, are 
sold by the French Government to English traders. So it 
comes that I may sleep between linen that has passed through 
the hands of the most miserable and unhappy people in Europe 
—Russian peasants and French conscripts. 

Friday, January 6th, 

To-day during breakfast, I happened to collect some ideas for 
that book on modem fiction which I am to do when I have time. 
I would call it Our Novelists There would be chapters on 
'' conscious pleasure in technique ", which was apparently un¬ 
known to the earlier generation; illiteracy among our leading 
writers; the real position of Dickens, Thackeray, George Eliot 
and others whom everyone has (ridiculously) agreed are above 
criticism ; Turgenev, and the relation of English to continental 
fiction ; the courageous exploitation of the author's personality 
in fiction, with special reference to George Moore ; an essay 
on Eden Phillpotts, the greatest of our younger writers, yet 
very imperfectly recognized at present; the conjuncture of 
realism wdth idealism. 

Monday, January gth. 

The beach " (for it is not a wharf) on the Surrey side of the 
Thames at Putney Bridge presents one of the most genuinely 
picturesque sights in London. Moored side by side in rows 
are a number of barges with their immense browm mainsails 
furled on the masts. Their rigging, seen as I see it against the 
panorama of a sunset sky, makes a forest of cordage, above 
which the little coloured pennants flutter. At all states of the 
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tide the barges are being busily unloaded of their cargoes of 
yellow bricks and road metal. Shovelfuls of stones and little 
cubes of bricks pass ceaselessly from the enormous holds into 
the, by comparison, tiny carts, and as each cart is fitted a tip- 
horse attaches itself to it, and with cracking of whips the animals 
dash up the steep incline to the street. 

This seems to go on all day and every day. At high tides 
the water is over the hubs of the wheels and washing against 
the chests of the motionless horses. ... It is a scene of rapid 
and healthy activity, and the blue smoke from the cabins of 
the sailing barges suggests other activities than those seen 
from the bridge. 

In time no doubt all this building and road material will 
reach Putney by railway or by steamer; at any rate a wharf 
win be buUt and served by a steam crane ; and then this singular 
survival of an old activity will pass away in its turn, and we 
shall teU young people that we remember it. 

Monday, January x 6 th. 

A Russian proverb: “If everyone washed his own doorstep, 
how clean the town would be! ” 

Looking through some short stories in old volumes of a weekly 
paper to-day, I was astonished at the old-fashioned air of them. 
Mediocre work must age very rapidly. These tales appeared in 
1893, and they were positively antique. 

Tuesday, January x'jth. 

Roche 1 told me to-day some stories of James Gordon Bennett 
of the New York Herald] he used to be on the staff of that 
paper. Most of the points depended on the exact slang used, 
and this I forget. 

Bennett one day had dismissed his financial editor—all the 
staff were liable to instant dismissal and might leave without 
notice—and he was sitting in the reporters’ room when one of 
the reporters entered; he had a hooked nose. 

“ What’s your name ? ’’ asked Bennett. 

" So-and-so.’’ 

“ You’re a Jew, aren’t you ? ’’ 

“Yes, sir.” 

“What salary d’you get? ” 

^ A joumaJist friend, at that time obituary-writer to a daily paper. 
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“ Fifty dollars a week/’ 

'' I’ll give you a hundred and twenty~five dollars. All Jews 
know about money. Go on to Wall Street and do the finance 
report.” 

Tuesday, January ZAjh. 

Last night I finished my sensational novel, The Curse of 
Love”,^ 50,000 words in exactly three months, with all my 
other work. The writing of it has enormously increased my 
facility, and I believe that now I could do a similar novel in 
a month. It is, of the kind, good stuff, well written and well 
contrived, and some of the later chapters are really imagined 
and, in a way, lyrical, I found the business, after I had got 
fairly into it, easy enough, and I rather enjoyed it. I could 
comfortably write 2,500 words in half a day. It has only been 
written once, and on revision I have scarcely touched the original 
draft. Now I want to do two short sensational stories—and 
then to my big novel. 

Thursday, January z6th. 

Seen early in the year in Regent-St. 

The shops exhibited luxuries from all the ends of the earth, 
and, in the fine frosty afternoon, hundreds of people who had 
more than they needed, walked or drove up and down the 
fashionable street in search of something, anything, which they 
did not already possess. It was a beautiful sight for the 
sandwich men. 

Apropos of Irving and the Lyceum being fomied into a limited 
company with a capital of ;fioo,ooo, I was told to-day—^whether 
it is true I know not—that Irving was on the verge of insolvency. 

Friday, January z^th, 

A few nights ago—we had been to the Empire, Sharpe, Mater, 
Sep and I—^there was a gale. In the usual midnight altercation 
at Piccadilly Circus for the inside seats of omnibuses we had 
suffered defeat; we sat on the inclement top of the vehicle, 
a disconsolate row of four, cowering behind the waterproof 
aprons (which were not waterproof), and exchanging fragments 
of pessimistic philosophy. 

We knew we were taking cold; at first we were annoyed, 

^ Subsequently called For Love and Life ”, see pp. 90 , 91 , 114 , 174 . 
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but with increasing numbness came resignation. We grew 
calm enough to take an interest in the imperturbable driver, 
who nonchalantly and with perfect technique steered his 
dogged horses through the tortuous mazes of traffic, never 
speaking, never stirring, only answering like an automaton to 
the conductor's bell. Some drivers will gossip, but this one 
had apparently his own preoccupations. We could see only 
his hat, some grey hairs, his rotund cape, and his enormous 
gloved hands, and perhaps we began to wonder what sort of 
man he was. For mile after mile he drove forward in a Trappist 
silence till we were verging upon Putney, and the rain-washed 
thoroughfares reflected only the gaslights and the forbidding 
facades of the houses. Then at last, but without moving his 
head, he suddenly joined the conversation. 

I’ve been out in worse,” he said. Yes, we gets used to it. 
But we gets so that we has to live out of doors. If I got a 
indoor job I should die. I have to go out for a walk afore I 
can eat my breakfast.” 

A pause, and then: 

'' I’ve driven these roads for eight-and-twenty year, and 
the only pal I’ve found is Cod Liver OH. From September to 
March I takes it, and I never has rheumatism and I never has 
colds nor nothing o’ that sort. I give it my children ever since 
they was bom, and now I’m blest if they don’t cry for it.” 

He finished; he had imparted his wisdom, delivered his 
message, and with the fine instinct denied to so many literary 
artists, he knew when to be silent. We asked him to stop, 
and he did so without a word. '' Good night,” we said; but 
he had done with speech for that evening, and gave us no reply. 
We alighted. The bus rolled away into the mirror-like vista 
of the street. 

Saiuriay, January aSth. 

The hypnotized audience, crowded tier above tier of the 
dark theatre, held itself strained and intent in its anxiety not 
to miss one gyration, one least movement, of the great dancer ^— 
that dancer who had enslaved not only New York and St. 
Petersburg but Paris itself. Swaying incorporeal, as it were 
within a fluent dazzling envelope of endless drapery, she revealed 
to them new and more disturbing visions of beauty in the union 

^Adeline Gen^e. 
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of colour and motion. She hid herself in a labyrinth of curves 
which was also a tremor of strange tints, a tantalizing veil, a 
mist of iridescent light. Gradually her form emerged from the 
riddle, triumphant, provocative, and for an instant she rested 
like an incredible living jewel in the deep gloom of the stage. 
Then she was blotted out, and the defeated eye sought in vain 
to penetrate the blackness where but now she had been. . . . 

It was a marvellous and enchanting performance. Even the 
glare of the electric clusters and the gross plush of the descend¬ 
ing curtain could not rob us all at once of the sense of far-off 
immaterial things which it had evoked in our hearts. We 
applauded with fury, with frenzy; we besieged the floor with 
sticks and heels, and clapped till our arms ached. ... At 
length she came before the footlights, and bowed and smiled 
and kissed her hands. We could see she was a woman of thirty 
or more, rather short, not beautiful. But what dominion in 
the face, what assurance of supreme power! It was the face 
of one surfeited with adoration, cloyed with praise. 

While she was humouring us with her fatigued imperial 
smiles, I happened to look at a glazed door separating the 
auditorium from the corridor. There, pressed against the glass, 
was another face, the face of a barmaid, who, drawn from her 
counter by the rumour of this wonderful novelty, had crept 
down to get a glimpse of the star’s triumph. 

Of course I was struck by the obvious contrast between 
these two creatures. In a moment the barmaid had departed, 
but the wistfulness of her gaze remained with me as I listened 
to legends of the dancer—^her whims, her diamonds, her ex¬ 
travagances, her tyrannies, her wealth. I could not banish 
that pale face; I could not withhold from it my sentimental 
pity. 

Later, I went up into the immense gold refectory. En¬ 
trenched behind a magnificent counter of carved cedar flanked 
on either side by mirrors and the neat apparatus of bottles and 
bon bons, the barmaid stood negligently at ease, her cheek 
resting in the palm of one small hand as she leaned on the 
counter. I noticed that she had the feeble prettiness, the 
voluptuous figure, the tight black bodice inexorably demanded 
of barmaids. In front of her were three rakish youths whom 
I guessed to be of the fringe of journalism and the stage. They 
talked low to her as they sipped their liqueurs, frankly admiring, 
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frankly enjoying this brief intimacy. As for her, confident of 
her charms, she was distantly gracious; she offered a smile 
with a full sense of its value; she permitted; she endured. 
These youths were to understand that such adulation was to 
her an everyday affair. 

In the accustomed exercise of assured power her face had 
lost its wistfulness, it was the satiated face of the dancer over 
again, and so I ventured quietly to withdraw my sentimental 
pity. 

Thursday, February 2nd, 

It is curious how authors arrive at pseudonyms. PhUlpotts 
having finished the sensational serial which he did partly at 
my suggestion, desires a pseudonym. A couple of months ago 
he told me he thought the name “ ought to have ' wolf ’ in it 
Now I hear from him that he has fixed on “ Wolfe Pollexfen 
He writes that The Golden Fetishis 80,000 words long, 
and took him 30 days. 

Wednesday, February 22nd, 

On Friday I went down to Torquay to spend the week-end with 
Eden Phillpotts. 

I found him settled in a decently large house (with several 
rooms about 20 feet square), with a charming wife, and two 
children, with whom he must play every evening in the nursery 
from 6 to 7, inventing new games etc. 

On Saturday Phillpotts and I went for a walk in the February 
mist. In a country lane, seeing some primrose roots lying in 
the road, he got suddenly angry with a person unknown, and 
carefully replanted the roots under the hedge. Both he and 
his brother ask nothing better than to potter about garden 
and greenhouse, diagnosing the case of every plant, noting 
minute changes, and discussing methods of treatment. For 
two days a rumour that a camellia was growing in the hedge of 
a certain garden in a certain street excited them until they 
proved to themselves satisfactorily that the rumour was wrong 
and the camellia only a rhododendron. 

To-day Tillotsons offered me £60 for the serial rights of '' For 
Love and Life ”, I have asked them for £80, but £60 was the 
price I had myself thought of. 

I left Phillpotts full of a desire to live in the country in a 

90 


FEBRUARY 2-APRIL 18, 1899 


t of 
mile 
ired. 
s to 

had 

over 

intal 


)otts 
7 at 
ago 

•ong, 


with 

/eral 

two 

rsery 

uary 
Lg in 
and 
and 
xden 
3ting 
For 
of 
they 
Tong 

' For 
3 the 

in a 


large house with plenty of servants, as he does, not working 
too hard, but working when and how one hkes, at good rates. 
It can only be done by means of fiction. Perhaps the sale of 
this my first serial may be considered as a step in the desired 
direction. 

Thursday, March 2nd. 

I accepted £75 from Tillotsons for the serial, and have adopted 
the pseudonym, Sampson King 

It is ten years ago to-day since I came to London. To-night 
I had a large party, 26 people, to celebrate the anniversary. 
And my first play, a little duologue called “ The Music Lesson 
was performed by Mr. and Mrs. Hazell. Intense and genuine 
enthusiasm and applause about it. 

Tuesday, April iWi. 

I finished the draft of Anna TeUwright ” just before Easter 
—^having written it at the rate of eight or ten thousand words 
a week—and till that was done I had no leisure for keeping a 
journal or spare energies for observation. I went home at 
Easter in order to collect facts useful for the novel, and I got 
what I wanted. The novel however is to rest tUl after Whitsun¬ 
tide. In the meantime I am doing a one act farce, “The 
Arrival ”, and some short stories—one called “ Marooned in 
London ”, and a great deal of work for the Academy. 

As the draft of my novel progressed I got thoroughly interested 
in it, and I finished it with good hopes of the excellence of the 
complete thing. It was with difficulty that I resisted the 
temptation to proceed with the second writing immediately 
after Easter. 

To-day I sat on a Coroner's Jury at Fulham and heard four 
cases, including one suicide through religious mania. I was 
struck by several things: 

The decency of people in general. 

The common sense and highly-trained skiU of the coroner. 

The dramatic quality of sober fact. In two instances, the 
deceased persons had died from causes absolutely unconnected 
with the superficial symptoms. Thus a woman who had brought 
on a miscarriage and died, had died from heart disease. 

The sinister influence of the ugliness amid which the lower 
classes carry on their lives. 
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The enormous (as it were) -undergromid activity of the various 
charitable and philanthropic agencies which spread themselves 
like a network over London. It would seem that nothing 
could happen, among a certain class of society, without the 
cognizance of some philanthropic agency. 

The dullness and the conscientiousness of a jury. 

The absolute thoroughness with which suspicious deaths are 
inquired into. 

Tuesday, May $oth, 

I went to the Ysaye concert this afternoon. Ysaye, aged 
apparently about 45, has the unkempt, bleary look of a well- 
seasoned music-hall comedian. From my distance, I could not 
detect any sign of distinction in his head or face. His hair 
was neither long nor short; there were queer little locks, over 
the ears, which waved constantly to and fro as he played. 
To me he was the greatest of aH violinists. 

Balzac thoroughly enjoyed building up the social atmosphere 
of a place—and taking his fuU time over the business. Witness 
'' Ursule Mironet ”, in which a third and more of the book is 
''preparation”. "The Country Doctor” contains, strictly 
speaking, no " story ”; the sole concern is a change of 
atmosphere. 

Monday, July 'yrd. 

The Academy sent me the MS. of an article by Elizabeth Robins ^ 
on Ibsen, to which I am to write a companion article. I was 
struck by the lack of " literari-ness ” which the MS. disclosed : 
large, slow caligraphy, uncertainty in spelling and punctuation, 
and a hundred little things which mark the beginner. Yet 
she has written several books, one of them quite first rate and 
notable. 

I have bought the hundred books which Bells allow you to 
select from the six hundred volumes of Bohn's Libraries. They 
stand in a long beautiful row, houseless on the top of my shelves. 
Arriving late last night from Witley, eager to view them—they 
had been delivered in my absence—I cut several of them and 
looked through Juvenal, Suetonius, and da Vinci. I found 
that the celebrated and marvellous passage in Beaumont and 

^ The well-know actress and author, who has made an especial 
study of Ibsen. 
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Fletcher's Philaster", about marrying "'a mountain girl", 
in which occurs lines 

And bear at lier big breasts 
My large coarse issue 

must certamly be based on a passage in JuvenaFs Sixth 
Satire.^ 

To-day I began to read “ Benvenuto Cellini He seems to 
have been less absolutely reprobate than I had imagined. The 
mark of the truly great man is on every page. I was enchanted 
with a phrase attributed to Benvenuto's father. Benvenuto 
was in trouble with the magistrates, and his father was defendiag 
him with moral support. “ My father, in answer to these 
menaces, said, ' You will do what God permits you, and nothing 
more.' The magistrate replied that nothing could be more 
certain than that God had thus ordered matters. My father 
then said boldly to him, ' My comfort is that you are a stranger 
to the decrees of Providence /' ” 

What strikes me, regarding the book technically, is its literary 
naivete and lack of art. It must have been written without 
any prearranged plan, currmte calamo. Evidently much of 
primary interest has been left out—some by design, but more 
by accident. 

Thursday, August TOth. 

I have just remembered a sa3dng of Mrs. Dunmer, our new 
housekeeper at Witley. She said to me: There's a lot of 
old maids in this village, sir, as wants men. There was three 
of 'em after a curate as we had here, a very nice young gentleman 
he was, sir. No matter how often the church was opened those 
women would be there, sir, even if it was five times a day. It's 
a sign of a hard winter, sir, when the hay begins to run after 
the horse." 

Eden PhiUpotts' new book, “The Human Boy", school 
stories, deliberately eschews all verbal beauty—that rich mag- 
mficence of words which PhiUpotts knows so weU how to pro¬ 
duce, But it is the work of a great man. The mere fertility 
of invention which it displays is amazing. He invents incident 
with the ease of a Dumas pere. The imagination often runs 
on conventional lines, but it is strong, deeply-based, genuine. 

1 Sed potanda farms infantibus ubera Juvenal, Satire VI, Hue 9 . 
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Saturday, August 12th. 

Two ideas for books: 

The City Clerk , natural history and psychology. 

I could do this well. 

A novel with, for hero, an artist moulded after the character 
of Benvenuto Cel^i. Such a character is magnificently suited 
to evoke drama in fiction. Moreover, in Cellini’s '' Memoirs ” 
the character is drawn ready to hand. 

Monday, August 21st, 

I rode up from Witley to Hindhead with Ravenshaw on his 
motor-car. He said that he did not have pneumatic tyres on 
his wheels because a set cost £^0 and would only last 3,000 
mfies. The cost for t5n:es alone would therefore be over gi. per 
mile. In 20 years this fact will acquire quaintness. 

Tuesday, August 22nd. 

Finished ' Memoirs of Cellim What it leaves most clearly 
on my imnd is an impression of the intense interest which 
princes and people showed in the fine arts in the sixteenth 

century. Of course Cellini sees nothing extraordinary in this 
interest. 


Thursday, August 2 yth. 

In an article of mine on d’Annunzio in last week’s Academy 

to me, now, such beautiful 
Enghshthat I can t help repeating it over and over, in my mind. 
Perhaps m ten years’ tune I may come to despise it in favour of 
a more severe, ascetic style. Here it is: 

“These rare creatures, sad with the melancholy of a race 

the final splendour which precedes 
ssolution, TOstful by reason of a destiny never to be satisfied, 
.move though the drama with a feminine perfection of bodily 
and spintual elegance seldom equaUed and certainly never 
surpassed m any previous prose fiction.” 

Wednesday, Octoler xith. 

to with Bayly by which I am only 

weel L x four half days and one whole day in the 

week. As I never count office work as real work, this 
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that I can do five full days of my own work at home, excluding 
Sunday. It is a great stroke of business, well managed by me, 
and I feel like a man suddenly enriched who is not quite ready 
with a scheme for spending. I hope to devote at least three 
whole days a week to “ Anna TelLwright ” and to resume this 
Journal with regularity. I shall cease now to work at such 
high pressure as I have been driving at during the last six 
months. 

Saturday, October 21st. 

This morning, leisurely reading up for a 3,000-word article 
with which I am to celebrate for the Academy the approaching 
completion of Mrs. Garnett's translation of the works of 
Turgenev, I spent four hours in what seemed to me almost an 
ideal way. I was not hurried ; I had books heaped about me ; 
and I allowed ideas slowly to germinate in my head. It was 
calmer, less exciting than creative composition. To-night, for 
a change, I composed the crudest funny song which Marriott 
is to sing at Christmas to make us laugh at Burslem—a l57ric 
about Sissie's baby. 

Tuesday, October 24th, 

Richter Concert. I sat in the orchestra, between the kettle¬ 
drums and the side-drum. You can't be too close to an orchestra. 
The sound is quite different, more voluptuous, more significant, 
when you are in the middle of it. Ever57thing takes on a new 
aspect. The orchestra becomes a set of individuals delicately 
inter-related, instead of one huge machine. 

Richter has aU the air of a great man. He seems to exist 
in an inner world of his own, from which, however, he can 
recall himself instantly at wiH. He shows perfect confidence 
in his orchestra, and guides them by httle intimate signs, hints, 
suggestions. When pleased he shows it m a gay half-childlike 
manner; smiling, nodding and a curious short wave of the 
fore-arm from the elbow. Having started his men, he allowed 
them to go through the second movement of Tchaikowsky's 
“Pathetique” Symphony without conducting at all (I under¬ 
stand this is his custom with this movement). They played 
it superbly. At the end he clapped delightedly, and then 
turned to the audience with a large gesture of the arms to 
indicate that really he had had nothing to do with that affair. 
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Friday, October ajth. 

I went down to Torquay to spend a week-end with Phillpotts. 
I had not been long with him before I found my own creative 
ideas begin to flow under the impulsion of his companionship. 

Talking of work, Phillpotts said that he worked at his serious 
stuff from 10.30 or ii to i, and sometimes in the afternoon 
again for an hour or so, after going for a walk. This was really 
all he did. Every month he interrupted the big work, to write 
a short story, which would take 2 or 3 or 4 days. He showed 
nie a diary of work showing quantities. Up to date this year 
his total was 360,000 words. He had hoped to write 600,000 
words in the year, but has no chance of doing it. 

Saturday, October 28th. 

We walked by the coast to Teignmouth, and thence up the 
Teign to Newton Abbot, and back to Torquay by train. I was 
struck by Phfllpotts's minute botanical knowledge, and his 
unfailing eye for a rare flower. Talking of dreams he said that 
he had once kept a dream diary, with probable causes of the 
dream in opposite pages. But it was useless. He agreed with 
me that dreams, as works of art, were an utter failure. He had 
only had one dream that was of the least use to him. 

Saturday, October acyth. 

Every night we have had long literary talks, in which I did 
rather more than half of the talking, while Mrs. Phillpotts sat 
between us, quiet but apparently interested. Phillpotts often 
spoke of these shoppy ’ talks with the greatest pleasure. He 
^id they were a sharp stimulant—a stimulant he seldom got. 
He said, among dozens of other little personal statements, that 
^ regards style De Quincey had influenced him most. What 
he chiefly admired was stateliness, the stately management of 
a sentence. He remarked how few men cared to attempt 
a long and elaborate sentence. He admitted, as a defect in 

himself, that he could not tolerate the romantic convention •_ 

he could tolerate it, it was so false. He went on to contrast 
the herome of the usual historical novel (even Scott) with the 
actual coarse, ignorant, crude-thinking, rough-mouthed maiden 

been influenced by Haxdy 
( lalkmg about your god, are you ? ” said his wife, coming 
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in); ^ and, distantly, by Fielding, for whom he has an intense 
admiration. 

The hero of my next book he said The Paganhas 
better ideas about Dartmoor than any person I ever met. He 
seems to me to have the proper ideas, the only right attitude. 
He knows much more of Dartmoor than I do, and has taught me 
a lot-'' This, almost seriously, of a creature of his own brain. 

Looking through Mrs. Phillpotts's collection of autographs, 
I was a little surprised at the warmth and spontaneity of the 
tributes sent by well-lcnown men. A letter from James Pa3m 
about '' Lying Prophets ", and another from R. D. Blackmore 
about Children of the Mist", pleased me particularly, so 
natural and large-hearted and fine. I had no idea that well- 
known men put themselves out to do these things. 

Monday, October ^oth. 

PhUlpotts took me to Compton, three miles off, a little village 
with an old fortified manor house, lying in a hollow near Ipplepen, 
which he has chosen for the scene of his next novel but one— 
'' Sons of the Morning 

After we had come home and had lunch, Phillpotts began 
to talk of his early life. He said that he had originally been 
intended for the church. At thirteen he was living with a 
very rich High Church parson who taught him Latin and Greek 
and whose hobby was a private Oratory. Phillpotts said his 
life there was excessively cheerless and dull. The one bright 
spot in it was Sundays, when as a sort of acolyte, he had to 
dress up and swing a censer and so forth at a special service in 
the toy Oratory. Attached to the place was a sisterhood of 
“ Holy WomenOnce Phillpotts was detected in the act 
of snaring a robin in the garden. The parson punished " him 
by saying: "'I had meant to hear your confession to-morrow, 
but I will not hear it for a fortnight." This was in the English 
Church. After some tune Phillpotts said he had thought it 
over and would not join the church. 

Tuesday, October 

Mr. and Mrs. Phillpotts and I walked down into Torquay. 
Mild, with flowers blooming ever3where. It seemed to me to 
be a place of retired military officers, rich and stiff dowagers, 

^ Published in September, 1900. 
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and spoiled overfed dogs led about by servant maids. Phillpotts 
said that for its size, it was the second richest place in England, 
Tunbridge Wells being first. There were scarcely any poor. 
Nearly every house stood in its own garden. There were very 
few children, as the inhabitants were mainly retired and old. 
Also, but few young men. If a young man above the trades¬ 
man's class grew up in Torquay, he could not stay there, because 
there was nothing for him to do. The whole town consisted of 
rich households and the people who fed them and waited on 
them. 

I left Torquay in the afternoon for London. 

At Exeter I heard of the British defeat in the Transvaal.^ 

Thursday, November 2nd. 

To-day I wrote five articles; two reviews, two articles on 
The Black Tulip " play,^ and my weekly household notes 

Saturday, November ^th. 

I have just remembered that Phillpotts told me an authentic 
story about an old man of ninety. For thirty years one or 
other of his aged daughters had always been at the old man's 
side. He had never been left. One day both daughters 
happened, under very special circumstances, to be away together 
for a quarter of an hour. They left the old man apparently 
quite well, but he took advantage of their absence to die. When 
they returned he had passed away. 

Sunday, November $th. 

I have now decided, acting on Phillpotts's advice, to write a 
short story every month. I finished my November story this 
morning: “ The Phantom Sneeze", a humorous ghost tale, 
4,500 words. 

Tuesday, November yth. 

Yesterday and to-day I have been reading through the draft 
of “ Anna TeUwrightIt came fresh to me. Some involutions 
of the plot I had quite forgotten. On the whole I was pleased 
with it. Much of it impressed me to a surprising extent, but 
the end wiU have to be approached more slowly; it needs to 

^At NicLolsoa’s Nek. 

» Then appearing at the Haymarket Theatre. 
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be ' prepared'; and when it comes it must be described with 
much greater detail. 

I tried very hard to make a satisfactory beginning of the 
final writing of '' Anna Tellwright this afternoon, and could do 
absolutely nothing, couldn't get a sentence that wasn't drivel. 

Friday, November loth. 

After cogitating off and on all through the night I decided 
upon what will probably be the first sentence of my novel: 
“ Bursley, the ancient home of the potter, has an antiquity of 
a thousand years "—and also upon the arrangement of the first 
long paragraph describing the Potteries.^ 

This evening, at his request, I called to '' have a chat " with 
Cyril Maude at the Haymarket Theatre. ^ I saw him in his 
dressing-room, a small place with the walls all sketched over by 
popular artists. Round the room was a dado-border of prints 
of Nicholson's animal drawings. Although the curtain would 
not rise for over half an hour Maude was made-up and dressed. 
He was very kind and goodnatured about my one-act play 
'‘The Stepmother", without overflowing into that gush which 
nearly all actors give off on all occasions of pohteness. He said 
that he and Harrison would certainly consider seriously any 
3 or 4 act play of mine. He advised me against doing any 
more curtaui-raisers. He suggested that any man, not perfectly 
familiar with the stage, who wished to write a play, should 
study Dumas and—Boucicault. 

Speaking of PhiUpotts, he asked me if he was doing well, 

“Very well indeed for a novelist," I said, “but a novelist 
never makes much money compared with you folks." 

“ Except ", interrupted Maude, “ when he writes a good play. 
I have a vivid recollection of sending Barrie a cheque for over 
£i,ooo for the first six weeks of the provincial tour of 'The 
Little Minister 

As I was leaving, he said: “Shall you begin the play at 
once ? " 

“ I can't," I said; “ I've too much on hand, but I shall do 
it within a year from now. Good-bye." 

“ And let us see it ? " he called out anxiously. If it was 

^ This idea is not actually used in “ Anna of the Five Towns until 
Chapter VIII. 

^ Where The Black Tulip ” was on. 
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acting it was incredibly fine acting. If it wasn't, he is reaUy 
anxious to consider a piece of mine. 

Rather! " I replied, " I should think so—after your kind¬ 
ness," 

Thursday, November i6th. 

To-day is published my third book, PoKte Farces ", (Lamley 
Sc Co, 2/6 net.) And to-night, by a coincidence, I made 
the first real start of the final writing of " Anna Tellwright", 
I worked from 5 to 12 p.m, and wrote 1,000 words, first-rate stuff. 

Thursday, December i^th, 

I am rather dissatisfied with Balzac's Illusions Perdues" 
(but I have not yet read the part dealing with Lucien de 
Rubempre in Paris). This highly-praised and renowned work 
seems to me rather second rate in imaginative power, and often 
tedious. 

In the whole range of literature familiar to me, the one thing 
that recurs most frequently to my mind, and on which I dwell 
with the most constant and equable pleasure, is Baudelaire's 
sonnet La Geante ", 

A. E. Housman's ''A Shropshire Lad " contains verse which 
must be immortal. I am entranced by it. 

Sunday, December 24th, 

Thomas Arrowsmith called on John Beardmore for a sub¬ 
scription to the Burslem Wesleyan Chapel. Beardmore declined 
to contribute, and explained how he was losing money on all 
hands and had in fact had a very bad year. He went to such 
lengths of pessimism that Arrowsmith at last interrupted: 

"If things are so bad as that, Mr. Beardmore," he said, 
" we'H have a word of prayer," and without an instant's hesitation 
he feu on his knees. 

Beardmore began to stamp up and down the room. 

"None o' that nonsense," he shouted. "None o' that 
nonsense. Here's half a sovereign for ye." 

Sunday, December $ist. 

This year I have written 335,340 words, grand total. 228 
articles and stories (including 4 instalments of a serial of 30,000— 
7,500 words each) have actually been published. 
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Also my book of plays—'' Polite Farces 

I have written six or eight short stories not yet published or 
sold. 

Also the greater part of 55,000 word serial—“ Love and 
Life''—for Tillotsons, which begins publication about April 
next year. 

Also the whole draft (80,000 words) of my Staffordshire 
novel “ Anna Tellwright 

My total earnings were £592 3s. xd,, of which sum I have yet 
to receive £72 los. 


1900 


Friday, January yth. 

My father, in a mood of reminiscence, told us of an incident 
which, he said, happened when he was about 8. (He seemed 
fairly sure about the date, but I should say he would more prob¬ 
ably be 10 or i2; anyhow he stUl wore pinafores.) At the 
time, being highly pirecocious, he taught in a sort of night school 
and earned zd. a night for so doing. One day he was fetched 
out of day-school by an older boy, who had just begun to work 
in the ofhce of Sneyd Colliery. This boy had embezzled certain 
small’sums—my father did not know this till afterwards—and 
was itching to spend. They took train to Stone, and there 
bought a lop-eared rabbit. Returning to Burslem, they walked 
with a third boy (George Wigley) to Mow Cop, and bought there 
a donkey for I2s. The Sneyd boy drove the donkey home, while 
Pater and Wigley carried the lop-eared rabbit in a basket. 

Pater reached home about midnight. My grandmother had 
sent the Town Crier round to " cry ” him. By a lie he managed 
to escape immediate consequences. But on the third day my 
grandfather entered his bedroom carrying a pair of braces. In 
the meantime the whole adventure had revealed itself. My 
grandfather set himself specially against the lying. First of all 
he knelt down and prayed, and then he thrashed the Pater with 
the braces till neither of them could very well stand. My father 
renaembers how his mother afterwards, with tears, displayed his 
bruised back for the commiseration of a neighbour. At that time 
my father was accustomed daily to strip everything but his 
trousers and wash in the yard at the rear of the house. The 
Bennetts then hved in Pitt Street. 

Saturday, January 6th. 

Finished Balzac's " A Start in Life.” Though the first half is an 
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amazing example of Balzac superb digressiveness—^tlie descrip¬ 
tion of the coaching system is impudent in its utter impertinence 
—^the story as a whole must be put among his best, and it con¬ 
tains more laughter than most. Some of the coaching stud 
was like Hardy in AFew Crusted Characters where the same 
machinery of a carrier’s vehicle is used . . . like, but of course 
vehemently different. 

Tuesday, January gth. 

I finished Balzac’s ‘'A Second Home” in the middle of last 
night, being sleepless, and thought it among his very best short 
stories, though absurd here and there with its Byronic flavours— 
“ The Stranger ”, '' The Unknown ”, and the whole attitude of 
Roger de Granville towards his mistress. The last two pages 
are great—a superb example of Balzac’s instinctive knowledge 
of how to leave out everjdhing but essentials. The relations 
between the Comte and his children are not explained at all, but 
the first words between father and son in the former’s room 
explain what these relations have been in an instant. . . . One 
phrase struck me as comic: The babe awoke and craved its 
limpid nourishment.” 

Friday, February gth. 

Last week I wrote my best short story up to now, “ A Feud in 
the Five Towns ” : a Staffordshire story, and I propose to stick 
to Staffs, at the rate of one story per month. 

Yesterday I finished the first act and the outlines of Acts 2, 
3 and 4, of The Chancellor ”, the play which I am writing at 
Cyril Maude, in colaboration with Arthur Hooley. 

Sunday, February xiih. 

At Maldon (Essex). We stood on the bridge over the Black- 
water at the bottom of the town. There was snow ever3W^rhere, 
a very keen frost, and a bright moon approachiag the On 
either side the river, the wharves and warehouses were silhouetted 
in deep tones. The tide was coming m, and we could hear a 
faint continuous crackling, or mysterious rustling as the ice, 
constantly forming, was crunched and crumbled gently against 
the projecting piles of the wharves. We stood quite still in the 
silent town and listened to this strange soft sound. Then we 
threw tiny pebbles over the bridge and they slid along the surface 
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of the river. The water froze in broad areas as it passed tinder 
the bridge. . . , We saw a very fat and aged woman walking 
home, very carefully. The road was extremely slippery, and a 
fall would have been serious to one of her age and weight. To me 
she seemed rather a pathetic figure, balancing herself along . . . 
And yet, if I have learnt anything, it is not to be spendthrift of 
pity. She would be all right. 

Tuesday, February 20th. 

At their request I went up to see Harrison and Maude at the 
Haymarket Theatre as to the draft of our play, The Chan¬ 
cellor Maude said he did not “ see himselfin the principal 
part, and that he had done with making love on the stage— 
especially with his wife. They both said, with apparent sin¬ 
cerity, that we had shown more talent for and grasp of the stage- 
technique than many pla5Avrights of long experience. In the 
end I said I would consider the possibility of '' writing in'' 
another part for Maude. Harrison asked me to “ have a shot 
at'' a short play which they were immediately in need of. I was 
distinctly impressed by Harrison's suave and courtly kindliness.^ 

Monday, February 26th. 

I finished Renan's drame philosopMque “ L'eau de Jouvence 
To me it is a new thing in drama, though quite undramatic. 
The dialogue is often exquisitely beautiful, and some of the 
philosophic discourses of the various characters are character¬ 
istically and delightfully Renanesque. The closing scene, with 
the fine suicide of Prospero, makes a great impression. The 
introduction of the two young nuns, so frankly libertine, pro¬ 
duces a most piquant and pretty effect. 

Tuesday, February 2yth, 

I saw Harrison and Maude at the Haymarket Theatre to-night 
at 9.30, and subject to two alterations, they accepted my curtain- 
raiser, "'The Post Mistress,” for production before Easter. It 
was the very hour when Lord Dundonald entered Ladysmith. 

Sunday, March 4^^. 

At the musical evening at Marriott's last night, Sharpe led a 
great demonstration of patriotism, apropos of Ladysmith :— 
^ The play was eventually taken by Julia Neilson, see p. no. 
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flag-waving, portrait of Bnller, reading aloud of a leading article 
from the Telegraphy cheering, singing of '' Rule Britannia It 
was distinctly an exhibition of insularity. I must say that I 
have been quite imable to join with any sincerity in the frantic 
and hysterical outburst of patriotic enthusiasm of the last few 
days. Such praise of ourselves as a nation, such gorgeous self- 
satisfaction and boastfulness are to me painful, 

Tuesdayy March 6th. 

This evening I arranged finally with Harrison and Maude for 
the production of The Post Mistress '' at the Haymarket. 

Mondayy April znd. 

I had an interval with Harrison and Maude at the Haymarket. 
They said they could not run my play with “ The Rivals and 
they were full of contrition. We arranged terms upon which 
it should be held over. 

Tuesdayy April xoth. 

I discussed with the Pater last night the advisability of my 
leaving Woman. He was thoroughly in favour of my doing so, 
and the stroke was then and there finally decided. 

[From this date Arnold Bennett ceased to make any further 
entries in his journal during 1900, but resumed the entries with 
the coming of the New Year. During the period for which 
no entries exist he gave up his editorial work on Woman, 
and went to live with his father and mother at HockMe.-— 
Editor.] 
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Trinity Hall Farm, 
Hockliffe, Bedfordshire. 


Tuesday, January isi. 

Last year I wrote three plays. 

''The Postmistress'' (i act). 

" Children of the Mist" (4 acts—in collaboration with Eden 
PhiUpotts). 

"The Chancellor" (4 acts—^in collaboration with Arthur 
Hooley). 

Also a serial The Grand Babylon Hotel", of 70,000 words. 

Also the draft of my Staffordshire novel, " Anna Tellwright ", 
80,000 words, and part of the final writing. 

Also half a dozen short stories. 

I also wrote and published 196 articles of various length. 

I also collected, revised, and wrote a preface for a series of my 
articles from the Academy, to be called Fame and Fiction, an 
inquiry into certain popularities." ^ 

I also edited Woman till 30th Sept.—^when I resigned, and 
came to live in the country with Pater, Mater, and Tertia. 

I also advised Pearsons on 50 MSS. books. 

From April till the third week in December I was working 
almost continuously at very high pressure, and had no energy 
to spare for this journal. Since I came here I wrote both '' Chil¬ 
dren of the Mist " and " The Chancellor ” in collaboration ; and 
I was, moreover, very much preoccupied and fretted in the 
superintendence of the repairs to this house. 

On the completion of " The Chancellor ", I vowed never again 
to work so hard, but in future to find time to read poetry regularly, 
to gather materials for a work on the fiction of nineteenth century, 
and—?—^to study Latin. 

^ Published in September, 1901 . 
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I made £620 last year; more than ever I made in any previous 
year. This year, unless something goes wrong with '‘The 
Chancellor ”, I hope to make much more. 

Thursday, January 'yrd. 

As we drove through Battlesdon Park this misty moist morning, 
Kennerley and Tertia in front, and Sharpe and I cramped and 
pinched behind, I had a sense of a constantly-unrolling panorama 
of large rounded meadows, studded with immense bare cedars, 
also of a formal and balanced shape ; bulls and sheep all of fine 
breeds wandered vaguely about; sometimes a house; often a 
gate to be opened, and Spot gaJlivanting tirelessly around the 
trap; in one distant clump of trees, we saw a rook perched on 
an invisible twig on the top of a high elm ; in the mist he seemed 
enormous, an incredible motionless fowl; at length he stretched 
his wings slowly, sank gently forward, and beat heavily away 
into the distance. Ever5d:hing was a vague green and dark 
grey in the fog—everything except the red hips and the staring 
white of Spot’s coat. 

On the way home we called for a dead snipe that had been 
given to us: the first snipe I had ever seen; I was naively 
astonished at its small proportions, and the impossible length of 
its thin bin. 

Friday, January Tith. 

It was a misty morning, and I walked across the fields behind the 
house, to see what they looked like in a fog. In the middle of 
the first big field I gradually descried the bald-headed youth, 
Giffen, perched on a haystack cutting fodder and dropping it 
into a cart underneath him. The composition was very effective, 
and the sense of isolation caused by the mist added to it a sort 
of lone drama. 

“ Hello,” I said to him. “ How’s that cow getting on ? ” 

“ Adams’s ? ” he queried. 

V Yes,” I said. " She’s dead, isn’t she ? ” 

“I think so,” he admitted, with habitual caution. “You 
see, she slipped calf a month or two ago, and never got over it.” 
The cow, as a matter of fact, dropped dead in the road yesterday, 
and Giffen knew it quite well. 

I walked on and came into another large field, that seemed to 
be too carefully tended to belong to Adams. Only a very narrow 
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path was left under the hedge, and the dogs had to follow me in 
Tn rlian ffle. An old man and a boy were ploughing the field. 
“ Who’s field is this ? ” I shouted at the man. “ Hey ? ” he 
called, and called “ Wo! ” to the horses, and the ponderous 
aff air pulled up. It never occurred to me before how great is the 
inertia of a plough and horses, and that to start and stop it is 
not like starting a pony-trap. 

“ Is this Adams’s field ? ” I asked. 

“ No,” the man said, " that’s one of Adams’s fields other side 
the hedge.” 

” Whose is this ? ” 

He seemed to answer reluctantly : “ This is Gw3mett’s.” 

“ What are you going to put here ? ” I asked. 

“ Oats, I think,” he said, with stiU more reluctance. 

Then, as I turned away, he called out, as if repentant, in a 
sociable tone : “ Rather a heavy morning.” The plough went 
on again. 

Saturday, January 12th. 

I was out again this morning in a thick mist. The appearance 
of two teams ploughing a large field, and looming vaguely with 
large, slow, dignified movements, was as picturesque as that of 
vessels coming into harbour early on a misty morning. I think 
that never before have I regarded a land-movement as being 
equal in picturesqueness to a sea-movement. 


Monday, January iqiA. 

Balzac is said to have had a feeling for the art of music. But 
it is doubtful whether he had much genuine musical taste. In 
“ Gambara ”, a story overloaded with references to the keys in 
which various compositions are written, he speaks with solemn 
awe of Beethoven’s C minor symphony, but it is also plain that 
he thinks Meyerbeer’s “ Robert Le Diable ” a superb work of 
art. 

W illis nn, the man who combines the function of tailor and 
horsedealer, told me a story of old Adams, now over eighty, and 
still a ‘ character ’. It was an early-morning dialogue between 
Adams and an old farm-hand: 

Adams. What’s this mean, Dick ? It’s a quarter past sis, 
and you hut just come. 
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Man, Yes, but I was late last night; it was nigb on eight 
before I left this yard last night. 

Adams. Oh! Ah! But it's a quarter past six, Dick. I 
won't have this. You can go home, Dick. 

Man {surprised). Go home ? 

Adams. You can go back home, Dick. Go to hell, Dick. 

Man {recovering himself). If I do go to hell, damned if I 
don't tell your old father how badly you're farming his land. 

I can't recall the exact phrase of the last sentence which 
Willison used in telling me. I can only preserve the point. 

Friday, January xd>th. 

Last night I read and re-read a lot of Dr. John Brown's '' Horae 
Subsecivae ", and was much impressed by it. The pictures of 
Scottish character give one to see why the Scots prevail every¬ 
where ; and what a number of great men there are in the world 
who never achieve wide fame. The “ Letter to Dr. Caims " is 
one of the best biographical sketches I have ever read; the 
records in it of fine scholarship in humble places are amazing, 
and humhiating to one who has been forced into the habit of 
taking seriously the fache reputations of hterary London. Dr. 
Brown himself was a passably big man, but his father, grand¬ 
father, great-grandfather, uncle and great-uncle were at least 
as big, if not bigger. He is the best known of all the family, by 
reason of these essays and sketches which have been popular 
for 30 or 40 years, but perhaps he marks the beginning of the 
decline of a great family * he was a light litterateur, an amuser 
and diverter. 

What a difference between that and his father's immense and 
erudite work On Civil Obedience "—of which I had never 
heard before! 

With the history of the Browns fresh in my mind this morning, 
I was able to estimate at its proper unimportance the circular 
which the Graphic people have issued about my serial “The 
Grand Babylon Hotel", to appear in the Golden Penny, which 
they sent me this morning, and which in a whirl of adjectives 
describes the thing as “ the most original, amusing and thrilling " 
serial written this decade-—the best thing of the sort since “ The 
Mystery of a Hansom Cab Fancy writing a story as good as 
“ The Mystery of a Hansom Cab " ! 

1 Fergus Hume’s famous story appeared iu 1896 . 
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Sunday, January ajth. 

To-day I heard from R. G. Legge finally accepting “ The Chan¬ 
cellor on behalf of Julia Neilson and Coy, for production. In 
the first year of our play-writing partnership Arthur Hooley 
and I have got two plays accepted for production by first-class 
managers, and have received £220 in actual cash. 


Saturday, February 2nd. 

This morning I saw what I could, over the heads of a vast crowd, 
of the funeral procession of the Queen.^ The people were not, 
on the whole, deeply moved, whatever journalists may say, but 
rather serene and cheerful. 

Afterwards, Legge, Fred Terry, and Hooley, lunched with me 
at the Golden Cross Hotel, and aU was very agreeable and merry. 
Terry explained that they wished the third act of '' The Chan¬ 
cellor ” altering somewhat, but not at all radically. 

Wednesday, February 20th. 

As I was walking down Watling Street to-day a man accosted 
me with the words : “ Can I show you some horse recipes this 
morning, sir ? Fve got a very good recipe for quietening a 
horse, sir, and that's dways useful." 

Tuesday, February 26th. 

The latter half of “ The Queen's Necklace " is one of the 
finest examples of Dumas's skill, supreme skill, in hand¬ 
ling a purely artificial intrigue. The complexity of it is only 
equalled by its perfect clearness, its diversity only by its 
unity and coherence. Beginning with a Dromio-like similarity 
of face between Marie Antoinette and a country girl of loose 
morals, he gradually builds up a dazzling erection of misunder¬ 
standing, and, what is more, his sheer creative power is such 
that he forces you to beheve in the gigantic impossibility. 

I have been reading Gaboriau's " Lecoq" and its sequel 
(which is not a sequel but the solution of the problem) for the 
Academy. It struck me as among the best of all detective 
stories. And the sequel had a touch of Dumas at his most 
melodramatic and plotty 


1 Queen Victoria died January 22 . 
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Mondayy May 'I'yth, 

We were talking of the neighbourhood of Macclesfield, and 
apropos of the visit of Gregory Hill. My mother said: “ We 
(that is herself, sister and brother) “ were ah baptized at Mellor 
Church, near Marple. Grandfather had a farm there. Father 
and his three brothers were all bom there, and he brought each 
of us over from Glossop to be baptized at the church. There 
were four Longson brothers, James, John, Robert and Henry.” 

AU dead, I suppose ? ” I said. 

“ Eh, bless ye, yes. Long and long ago.” 

This evocation by my mother of these farming, Puritanical 
ancestors, dust now, was rather touching, in a way. It gave 
me larger ideas of the institution of “ the family When I 
thought also of my mother’s mother’s side (the Clajrtons), my 
father’s father’s side (the Bennetts, descended illegitimately, as 
my Uncle John once told me, from “ Schemer ” Brindley the 
engineer and my father’s mother’s side (the Vernons, of whom 
several I believe are living now in Burslem ignored by my father 
and us)—when I thought of all these four stocks gathered together 
and combined to produce me ... a writer, an artist pure and 
simple, yet with strong mercantile instincts, living on a farm 
after two generations of town life, I wondered. It is strange 
that though aU my grandparents worked with their hands— 
weavers, potters, farmers, etc.—I have a positive aversion for 
any manual labour; the sole relic of all that manual dexterity, 
left in me, is a marked gift for juggling with balls. 

Fridayy May Tjth, 

I finished "'Anna Tellwright ” ["'Anna of the Five Towns”] 
this morning at 2.45 a.m., after 17 hours’ continuous work, 
save for meals, on the last 5,000 words. I was very pleased with 
it; slept well for 4 hours, got up with a frightful headache, and 
cycled through Hemel Hempstead to St. Albans, lunched at the 
George, and home—^42 miles. “ A.T.” is 74,000 in length. 

Wednesdayy May 22nd^ 

Rickards and I, in the evening, went over the vast, unfinished 
Roman Catholic Cathedral in Victoria Street, and found it 
distinguished, impressive, a work of great and monumental art. 
Bentley, the architect, was wandering under the dome, examining 

^ The famous engineer of the Bridgewater and Grand Trunk canals. 
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and enjoying his mighty production, the realization of a con¬ 
ception which must live for many centuries. It was an impres¬ 
sive sight to see him, an impressive thought to think that one 
has seen him so, this magnificent artist, who started life as a 
stonemason, and is now slowly djnng of cancer on the tongue.^ 
He wore a frock-coat and silk hat, but a necktie of black sfik 
tied in a loose bow. 

Sunday, May 2,6th. 

Talldng about the Potteries with me, Billy Bennett told me that 
his father had once pointed out to him, that no potting firm, 
except Wedgwoods, had survived to the third generation. 
The first generation was of the people, industrial, simple; the 
second, though raised in the social grade, was still plodding and 
energetic and kept the business together; the third was a gener¬ 
ation of wastrels coming to grief. He said that the usual con¬ 
demnatory phrase of potters for bad clay was " Nowt but moss- 
muck 

[Arnold Bennett now ceased to keep his journal for nearly 
two years, during which time he lived chiefly in Paris.— Editor.] 

1 He died the following year. 


Monday, September zHh, 

Illustration of the sans-gene of Montmartre. As I was sitting 
on the terrace of the Cafe de la Place Blanche, a voiiure drove 
up containing two men, two women, and a white puppy. One 
of the men was clearly an actor or singer of some sort, he had 
the face and especially the mouth; one of the women, aged 
perhaps 25, short, getting plump, and dressed with a certain 
rough style, especially as to the chic hat and the jupon, was 
evidently his petite amie; the other woman was a servant, 
nu-teie, and wearing a white apron; the other man had no 
striking characteristic. The two men and the petite amie got 
out and sat near me. The driver turned away. 

On allez-vous ?'' the petite amie shouted curtly in a hoarse 
vulgar voice. Whereupon the driver gave a shout of laughter 
and the servant, who was nursing the puppy, laughed too. 
“ Oh i II toume,” murmured the petite amie, grimly enjoying 
the joke at her expense. The driver was only turning round 
to a quiet corner where he might wait without impeding the 
traffic. Having drawn up his vehicle, he got down and sat in 
the carriage and produced a coloured comic paper, and shared 
his amusement over it with the servant. From time to time 
the petite amie from her table shouted remarks to the servant. 

Afterwards, I dined with the Schwobs.^ First night of Jean 
Aicard's drama in verse, La Legende du Coeur ”, at the Theatre 
Sarah Bernhardt in which Mme Schwob ^ plays the hero- 
troubadour. Schwob ill and very pale and extremely gloomy 

^ Marcel Schwob, general writer and bibliographer, wrote much under 
pseudonym of Loyson-Bridet. In 1899 he had prepared the French 
version of ‘^Hamlet*’ in which Sarah Bernhardt acted at the Adelphi 
Theatre. He died in 1905 . 

2 Marguerite Moreno, a member of the Com^die Frangaise. 
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and depressed. Neither of them could eat and each grumbled 
at the other for not eating, Before dinner Schwob had de¬ 
scribed to me the fearful depression of spirit accompanied by 
inability to work, which has held him for several months. Every 
morning he got up feeling, Well, another day, and I can do- 
nothing, I have nothing to look forward to, no future."' And 
speaking of my novel, Leonora ”, he said : “ You have got 
hold of the greatest of all themes, the agony of the older genera¬ 
tion in watching the rise of the younger.” Yet he is probably 
not 40. 

Tuesday, Septemler agfh. 

Last night, in talking of Kipling's literary power, Marcel 
Schwob said that an artist could not do as he liked with his 
imagination; it would not stand improper treatment, undue 
fatigue etc, in youth; and that a man who wrote many short 
stories early in life (Schwob seemed to think short-story-writing 
very exhausting to the imaginative power) was bound to decay 
prematurely. He said that he himself was going through this 
experience. He was in a very black and despondent mood when 
he said this. The observation seemed to me to be interesting, 
but it did not convince me. 

Thursday, October Tst. 

Leonora'' appeared, my tenth book, and my fifth published 
novel. But Chatto has two novels in hand, “ Love and Life'' ^ 
and ” Teresa ”, which, I hope, never will be published, 

Sunday, October 4tli, 

I walked up to Sacre Coeur, and took the funicular up to the 
portals of the church. Environs of church: memento shop, 
image shop, church accessory shop. Tickets for entrance to 
crypt, belfry, and tower. The horrible unfinished look of the 
front, with aged hoardings and scaffolding. I was not much 
impressed by the interior. Mass was just finishing. I noticed 
the small-boy-acolyte, dressed up and murmuring at the altar. 
Concentration of lights etc. round about main altar. Sparse 
congregation. Woman collecting at door, and regularly shaking 
her bag at two-second intervals. Meanly dressed clerks taking 

1 This was the title of the serial he had writteii for Tillotsons under 
the pen name of Sampson King, see p. 87 . 
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the weather was turning colder; he did not disguise that he 
was bored, but ‘ On est tranquille,’ he said, shrugging his shoul¬ 
ders. He was a rather cynical philosopher, and referred slight¬ 
ingly to the clients of the moulin, and dashed the respectability 
of the women with a single grimace. But when the cake¬ 
walk began he descended part of the stairs to get a glimpse 
of it. 

Much the same view of Paris here as at Sacrd Cceur but better. 
One could see Mont Valerien, a ‘ frowning height ’, and one had 
also glimpses over the hill of Montmartre to the north—of 
factory chimneys and then hills. 

All this part of Montmartre (north of the boulevard exterieur, 
that is to say) had a character of its own. It was like a place 
by itself, a self-contained village. Not many cabs got up into 
those steep picturesque streets, nor omnibuses. Schwob said 
it was ‘ old Paris ’. 

Monday, October 5th. 

You can divide the restaurants of Paris, roughly, into two 
classes, those where the customers eat to live, and those where 
the customers eat to enjoy themselves. The Duvals are the 
great type of the former. Everything is stem, business-like, 
sharp, and no extra-food luxuries at all. In the second class 
there is always leisure, and the waiters seem to be in a charming 
conspiracy to anticipate your wishes, and everything is done for 
you (quite apart from eating) that you could desire. In a word, 
the attitude of the restaurant to its customer is; “ You are 
here to enjoy yourself. Do so. Command us in anything. We 
will do all we can to produce an atmosphere of gaiety.” 

Wednesday, October ']th. 

The French certainly carry the rites of mourning too far. On 
Monday night the Nouveaut^s (or the Athende, I forget which,) 
was closed because it was the day of the funeral of the director’s 
wife. And last night two of the largest music halls in Paris, 
the Fohes-Bergferes and Olympia, were closed, almost without 
notice, because the father of the Freres Isola, the proprietors, 
was being buried in Algeria. 

Schwob gave me information on Sunday about the Society 
of Dramatic Authors here. It is all-powerful, though started 
in quite a small way. Every dramatic author who is played, 
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is forced to belong to it, and it collects his fees on a commission 
of 5 per cent. No director can lease a theatre without entering 
into a contract with the society itself to pay a certain percentage 
on gross receipts by way of author's royalties. Some theatres 
pay more than others. Ten per cent, throughout is a usual 
percentage. The Theatre Frangais pays 15 per cent. The 
Frangais, with a successful piece, holds 8,000 francs. The 
author would thus receive 1,200 francs, or very nearly per 
performance. This is certainly better than all but the very best 
in England. 

Sunday, October nth. 

The same thing has happened again that has happened many 
times before. Immediately I begin seriously on creative work, 
my journal ceases. It seems as if I cannot do both. I have 
nearly written the first of my series of six stories for the Windsor 
Magazine. I started the actual writing on Thursday, and since 
then I have had no Hterary ideas beyond the scope of the story. 
I must have seen plenty of interesting things, but they have 
not in the least impressed themselves on my mind. 

Monday, October nth. 

I finished ''The Fire of London", the first of six stories for 
the Windsor Magazine, commissioned. 

Wednesday, October i/^th. 

We went to see " Faust" at the Opera. A performance ex¬ 
quisitely free from any sort of distinction. But between the 
acts, from the balcony, we had amazingly good views of the 
illumination of the Avenue de TOpera for the King and Queen 
of Italy. It was only a trial illumination and was ' out' at 

II p.m. I noted the effect of the masts lighted perpendicularly. 
The only part of the Opera that we enjoyed was the ballet. I 
noted the business-like air and habits of the corps de ballet ; 
how they calmly tested shoes and hair in the middle of the 
stage; and the enormous potential activity of their legs— 
strong, muscular, and elegant, but not exactly pretty, animals. 
And how the whole " convention " of the piece was changed, 
and cleared of all sentimentality and make-believe, and sickli¬ 
ness, while the ballet lasted. As if the corps said: "Now 
understand, no mistake, no pretence, this is a ballet and nothing 
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else, a thing by itself, complete in itself, and we shall execute 
it regardless of everything except the rules and conventions of 
the ballet. You must forget ‘ Faust ’ for a while.” I was much 
struck with this. 

Friday, October iFth. 

From Sharpe, through Frank, story of the girl with money, 
who was forbidden by her parents to marry a certain man. 
The latter afterwards became engaged to a poor girl. The rich 
girl bought lingerie for the poor girl, and generally looked after 
her trousseau, even to inserting blue ribbon into the neck of 
the bride’s nightgown, in order ‘ that she might look nice for 
him ’. Finally the rich girl took a cab to the wedding. 

When George, not loving Eva, is loved by Eva, he finds her 
caresses and endearments nice but rather a bore. He finds 
them rather a tie. But when, by chance, Eva’s manner becomes 
cold for a space, he resents (privately) the absence of warmth; 
he feels its loss, and wants the warmth again. Note this. His 
attitude is fundamentally egotistic. He likes a creature to be 
absolutely wrapped up in him; he likes to be the centre 
of a creature’s whole existence, but is always resenting the 
tie; always wanting to be both free and bound at the same 
time. 

Monday, October igth. 

Yesterday there were two alarms of fixe (false) at French theatres. 
The Opera Comique and the Franqais. A reporter of the 
Debits stated that, at the latter, nearly everyone ran for the 
doors, and that when they came back some were stiU tout emues. 
One lady was sure that the auditorium was full of smoke. " Can’t 
you see it. Monsieur ? ” she said to him. “ You can see it very 
well.” Another had seen flames round the chandelier. Yet 
there had been no fire at all. The alarm had been caused 
thus: A spectator, feeling ill, had gone out into the couloir 
of the fourth gallery to take the air. He fainted, fell against 
the door of a loge, and the door being forced open had upset 
some chairs. 

Tuesday, October zoth. 

Talking about wages in Paris, C. said that everyone was badly 
paid and that everyone was “on the make ”. She told me that 
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when she was in the chores at the Varices, the fines were simply 
an organized swindle by the regisseur at the expense of the 
choristers. Fines were levied for the most absurd trifles, and 
her month's bill for fines would sometimes amount to 30 francs, 
out of a total of 90 francs wages. 

I began to read Boswell again, sixth voL and couldn't leave 
it. I also read two acts of Donnay's L'Autre Danger ", and 
was surprised at the absence of technical or verbal pretentious¬ 
ness in it, and to find that it did not move entirely in circles of 
the greatest wealth. I was impressed by its simplicity and sin¬ 
cerity, and perhaps also by a certain stiflness in the working of 
the first act. Two chance meetings of old friends separated for 
years seem rather too much of an allowance for one act. 

Wednesday, October 2 i.st. 

In the reviews of “Leonora", what strikes me most is the 
inability of the reviewers to perceive that the hfe therein de¬ 
scribed (with its “ meat teas "—^which they always fasten on to) 
is no more vulgar than any other sort of life. The Scotsman 
says: “ The smug prosperity of the home, with its six-o'clock 
' meat-teas ' and its subservient attitude to the blustering head 
of the house." As if that kind of thing was not tremendously 
prevalent ever5Avhere in England and Scotland. No, what 
really abrades them is not the life described but what the Scots¬ 
man cdTls “ the fearless strength of description " of it. 

C. told me that, by an order of police, gas was forbidden on 
the stage in Paris. All lighting must be done by electricity. 
Also that there was a decree against cigarettes or matches in 
the dressing-rooms. When I told her that I had seen smoking 
in dressing-rooms, she said: “Oh, yes, of course. Everyone 
does it. But there is an official search of all dressing-rooms 
etc., once a month by the firemen, and before that, an attendant 
comes round and says to the artists : ' Kindly hide your matches 
etc., as the pompiers wifi be here directly.' " The extraordinary 
humour of this did not seem to occur to her. “ C'est bien 
Parisien, 9a! " I said, and she c3micaUy and bitterly agreed that 
it was. But she could not see the joke. 

Saiufday, October 

I could not work to-day, I think I find my nerves more sen¬ 
sitive every day, reaUy. I wish letters came just before dinner 

119 





JOURNAL OF ARNOLD BENNETT 

instead of just after breakfast; then they could not interfere 
with and disarrange the general ' lay' of one's thoughts for the 
day's work. 

Sunday, October 

This afternoon, instead of proceeding with fiction, I suddenly 
wrote the 52nd and last of my Savoir Faire Papers" for 
r.P.'s Weekly —the second of two articles on marriage. 

I went out to intercept Mrs. Devereux on her way from the 
Lamoureux concert, and caught her in a voiture with some 
Italian countess or other to whom I was introduced and who 
then drove off, while we took another cab to Schwobs. We 
found the Schwobs sitting alone together, and Schwob more 
depressed and ill than ever. He had been reading G. B. Shaw's 
plays, and broke out into invective against Shaw and all his 
works. He could see nothing in them at all. He said he could 
see what we saw and took for esprit, and what to us was esprit, 
but to the French mind it was nothing but foolishness. He 
denied that the characters had any reality, even the reality of 
fantasy, and said that Barrie's plays were much better. I was 
much inclined to agree with him, but then I always find French 
criticism of English work very instructive, disconcerting, and tonic. 

Mme Schwob told us of a curious and highly obscene theatrical 
venture called the Thedtre Naturaliste, of a man named Ch., and 
a play in which the characters actually did on the stage aU the 
actions described in the dialogue. She would not tell us what 
these were, but one gathered that they were pretty awful. In 
one scene the actors were about to portray something quite 
impossibly awful, and the audience broke out into protests. 
Ch. came forward and said: '' Ladies and Gentlemen, if you 
make this noise we cannot proceed; we will recommence the 
scene." The scene was recommenced,—same protests at same 
point. Ladies merely got up and left. Madame Schwob de¬ 
scribed the night as wildly and incredibly mad. In the result 
Ch. was imprisoned—I suppose for an offence against public 
morals and decency. 

Monday, October 26th, 

I read the last pages of Boswell, and was sorry I had not brought 
over more volumes to re-read. To-night I worked till midnight 
at the second of the Windsor stories. 
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Tuesday, October 2^th, 

I worked very late again, though with an incipient headache, 
and much dissatisfaction with the work done. You may per¬ 
ceive intellectually that a sensational story may also be artistic, 
but it does not follow that you can sit down and produce the 
thing, unless you have a natural bent for it. I have been under 
the mistaken idea that, because I saw the possibility of it being 
done, therefore I could do it. 

Thursday, October 2gth. 

The new ' revue ' at La Cigale. I was really astonished by the 
breadth of some of the double-meanings that were explained to 
me. On the whole it was not as good as the last one I saw here. 
But the mounting and stage management and the figures of the 
women at this little Montmartre Theatre are not surpassed any¬ 
where in Paris, and the ' revues' are certainly better than any 
other that I have seen. I have not been to the Mathurins. 

Friday, October ^oth. 

Opera Comique. “ PeUeas and Melisande." This thing made 
a profound impression on me, as a play. I thought the music 
neither helped nor spoilt the piece; it did not offend me and 
at times it seemed rather good; it was ' always' in the key! 
But the play! I thought that nothing could be more simple 
and more profound in its presentation of the essential quality 
of ' lifeThe whole performance was a triumph (and this in 
spite of bad seats). 

Sunday, November xst. 

Opera Comique. “ Carmen." 2nd Act excellent. And all 
good and shapely. All this last week my whole existence has 
been upset and monopolized by that story and by people; and 
I seem to have lost the faculty for rigidly planning out my days 
into sections. I have studied no French at all; and this journal 
is reduced again to a mere chronicle. 

Monday, November 2nd. 

I received a long letter from Whitten ^ last Thursday with his 
idea for my new series in T.P/s Weekly, to be called'' A Novelist's 
Notebook ", and to-day I began the first article or rather the 
planning of it. 

^ Wilfred WMtten, editor of T.P.'s Weekly. 
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I never study style/' Darwin wrote to Mr. J. Scott in 1863, 
all that I do is to try to get the subject as clear as I can 
in my own head, and express it in the commonest language 
that occurs to me. But I generally have to think a good 
deal before the simplest arrangement and words occur to 
me." 

Tuesday, November 

I was told to-day that, as I thought, the most distinguished of 
the music-hall cocottes went to the Casino de Paris ; and also 
that they did business comparatively infrequently, but what 
they did was very remunerative. This latter statement I, re¬ 
garded with suspicion, as also the following: That a particular 
woman, tall, very distinguished, and well-dressed and well- 
jewelled, whom I had often admired in various resorts, had an 
absolute minimum of 250 francs. It seems she goes about in a 
pair-horse carriage in the evening, by some sort of arrangement 
with the coachman. I was told that many cocottes pay their 
coachmen either partly or wholly in love. This woman, by the 
way, sometimes brings to the Casino her young child, of 7 or 8 
years old perhaps, I have seen them together there, and the 
effect was certainly effective. 

Wednesday, November j[th. 

At the Montmartre Fair, now in progress, I was much struck by 
the charming effect of the roundabout opposite the Moulin 
Rouge: The machine in full swing, the pigs galloping one way 
and the ceiling of the machine going the other brilliantly lit by 
electric light in clusters and in single arc lamps. Two young, 
fair, and pretty cocottes with red lips and white teeth, brilliantly 
dressed, sitting sans gene in one of the cars, in the full glare, 
showing well against red velvet cushions of the car, and throwing 
those peculiarly French coloured paper-streamers into the 
crowd; these streamers have the effect of fireworks, rockets, in 
the sky—a line of fire. The whole machine is gradually covered 
with them, and becomes a sort of cocoon, and they stream round 
after it in thousands and lie thick in the road. 

I had an idea, for my Hotel Continental novel, of doing the 
Covent Garden Fancy Dress Ball as a carnival scene, and making 
it seem as though nothing could surpass it, in the way of the 
abandon of decadence; and then afterwards doing the Bal des 
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Qnatz Arts here, knocking the Covent Garden affair all to 
smithereens. 

Bought Kipling's ''Five Nations". I thought "Bridge 
Guard " quite excellent. I was not much struck with " Reces¬ 
sional ", But a lot of " The Islanders " seemed legitimate and 
fine invective. 

Thursday, November 

I had a chiH, and all day I failed to concentrate my thoughts on 
my ilmdWindsor story. But I had one good idea in the night. 

In the afternoon I walked down the whole length of the Fete 
de Montmartre as far as La Chapelle, and then back on the 
other side of the road, incidentally inspecting the immense shop 
of Dufayel. I only saw one episode that interested me—a horse 
falling down as it turned too sharply from the boulevard into 
one of the steep streets north. This accident, like many others 
here, was due to the practice of balancing really large and 
heavy carts (the cart was loaded with bricks) on two wheels 
only. The strain on the shaft-horse must sometimes be enor¬ 
mous. The leader had stumbled several times on to his knees 
in the boulevard, but he got round the comer in safety. It 
was the shaft-horse that fell. The teamster gave a little fatalistic 
nod. The horse, after a brief struggle, resigned himself. Of 
course, a crowd gathered immediately; a busy, interfering, 
wishful-to-help crowd. I was much struck by the stink of the 
crowd, the low type of face, the squints, the bullet-heads, the 
misshapen features. The getting up of the horse was mismanaged 
for a long time; but in the end it was accomplished without 
injury to the horse or cart. No gendarme appeared until Just 
before the end, and then he stood amiably smiling and watching 
—an oldish man. At least a dozen men gave active assistance, 
and dozens gesticulated and shouted advice. It was rather 
melancholy, this exhibition in the mass of the French man's 
ineptitude. A crowd of French women would have managed it 
better. I was out an hour and a half, and at the end, as I 
came in, the noise of the scores of sham orchestras had got fear¬ 
fully on my nerves. 

Friday, November 6th, 

Dined at the celebrated Cafe Foyot, and found it rather ordinary. 

C. told me that between eight and nine years ago only, at 
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Orleans, she had actually seen a little shrunken old lady arrive 
at the Cathedral there in a sedan chair. She was carried up 
the steps, hut dismounted in the portico, and entered the cathe¬ 
dral on foot. 

C. also told me that the front row of the chorus at the big 
music-halls were usually femmes entretemtes, and very exigeantes 
with the perruquier and other officials, who dared not cross them. 
She also told me about rehearsals of ballets, and of the rows 
thereat, and how the regisseur would throw up the thing in 
disgust, and retire to his den, and then all the women would 
follow and kiss and cajole him to come back again. Then a 
pause, and one could hear his step descending the stairs, and 
peace was restored. 

I did no work again to-day. Couldn’t concentrate. 

Saturday, November yth. 

The domestique says it froze last night. I have a cold, caught 
in the omnibus last night. 

Couldn’t work again to-day. But in the afternoon I was 
determined to do something, and I cleared off aU my corre¬ 
spondence, etc., which always accumulates in my periods of 
idleness; it is only when I am busy that I can find time to 
write letters. This business took nearly 3 hours, and after it 
I felt rather more virtuous. I dined at Mrs. D’s and her sister 
Mrs. L. was there. 

They were talking about an old lady who had fallen violently 
in love with a young man, really very violently. He wouldn’t 
marry her, because he was too proud to have it said that he, a 
poor young man, had married a rich old woman for her money. 
On the other hand she wouldn’t have an iiregular liaison. So 
they live together platonically in the same house. It was under¬ 
stood that if he left her the desertion would kill her. At the 
moment the old lady is dying, not expected to recover. 

They both said that they could see no more objection to a 
man taking money from a woman than a woman taking it from 
a man. 

Sunday, November ^th. 

To-day I managed to concentrate pretty nearly all day, till 
9.30 p.m. on my story, and I collected a few decent ideas for 
it. I saw no one to speak to except my domestique, in the 
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morning, and the waitresses at my restaurants. Last thing, I 
began to read “Don Quixote”. 

To-day I spent such a day as ought to satisfy a man of letters. 
Having done my correspondence, I went out at 10.X5 for a walk] 
and to consider the plot of my story. I strolled about the 
Quartier de I’Europe till 11.30, and then lunched at my usual 
restaurant where I am expected, and where my maternal waitress 
advised me in the selection of my lunch. During lunch I read 
Le Journal. I came home, finished Le Journal, read “Don 
Quixote ” and fell asleep. Then at 1.30, I amused myself on 
the piano. At 2 I began, in my Bruges chair, to ponder further 
on my story, and the plot seemed to be coming. At 3.30 I 
made my afternoon tea, and then read more “ Don Quixote ”, 
and fell asleep for about a minute. The plot was now coming 
faster and faster, and at 5 I decided that I would, at any rate, 
begin to sketch the story. At 6.45 I had done a complete rough 
draft of the whole story. 

Then I dressed and went to dine at my other restaurant in the 
Place Blanche, where the food and wine are good, and the 
wmters perfect models, and the chasseur charming, where men 
bring their mistresses, and where occasionally a ‘ mistress ’ dines 
alone, and where the atmosphere is a curious mixture of discre¬ 
tion and sans gene (the whole place seems to say: “ You should 
see what fun we have here between midnight and 3 a.m. with 
our Hungarian music and our improvised dancing, and so on 
and so on ”). I dined slowly and weU, while reading Le Temps 
and The Pilot, and also while watching the human life of the 
place. Then I took coffee and a cigar. I returned home at 
8.30, and played the piano. The idea of writing my chronigue 
for T.P:s Weekly a day earlier than usual came into my head, 
the scheme of the article presented itself, and at 9.30 I suddenly 
began to write it, finishing it at 11.35. I ttien went to bed and 
read “ Don Quixote ” till 12.15. 

Tuesday, November xoth. 

Of course I did not have a very good night. 

Whitten writes me that he is very much pleased with the first 
of the new series of articles for T.P’s Weekly. 

Wednesday, November xxth. 

I worked all day yesterday, except between 4 and 6 when I paid 
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a call, till one o'clock this morning. I lunched on 2 francs and 
dined on 2 francs at the Duval, and took coffee at the Cafe 
Terminus St. Lazare, a big place with an orchestra. And I 
noticed how even Donizetti came out strong and alive amongst 
the mass of Gibulkas, Metras, and other common composers of 
light music. 

Again to-day I worked the whole day, till 10.40, and I finished 
the third Windsor story. '' A Bracelet at Bruges " ; 5,100 words 
complete in two days. Already, after a period of slackness I 
have a sort of wild hope of being able to finish the six stories 
by the end of the month. 

To-night I had two letters from Eden, both of them about our 
play and our holiday next spring on the Riviera. He says that 
Jerome has written asking him to collaborate in a big serious 
play I Eden says that my recent letters indicate a tendency to 
cynicism, and that my recent articles in T.P's W, seemed to 
'' throw distrust, not to say contempt, on love of women He 
goes on: Some natures are self-contained and don't want it 
—^some can’t do without it. Golden Rule in the matter: To 
keep the mouth shut and go one's own way!' 

Thursday, November 1.2th, 

I am still reading Don Quixote ”, and was much struck with 
the perfect narrative style of the inserted story ” The Ill-Advised 
Curiosity It is simply charming. And I am with the licen¬ 
tiate who, after censuring the improbabilities, said : With the 
manner of the telling I have no fault to find.” I should like 
sometime to write a few stories in that simple style—pure nar¬ 
ration, very little dialogue, and what there is, arranged con¬ 
ventionally in long speeches. Hardy’s ''A Group of Noble 
Dames ” must have been composed under some such influence, 
I imagine. 

‘'Bostock’s Great Animal Arena” at the Hippo. Palace. 
First night. Vast crowd, very badly controlled. The whole 
performance consisted of wild-animal tricks. The principal 
dompteur had some exciting moments in the vast cage with 
lionesses, a tiger, several bears, a hyena, a leopard, two superb 
dogs, and other animals. When a crisis arrived the Frenchmen 
around me were as impressed as children. Ils ne sont pas 
commodes,” ” II a du sangfroid I II a du sangfroid ! ” And, 
when their nerves were getting strained, Assez ! Assez! ” in 

126 


NOVEMBER 12-NOVEMBER 14, 1903 

a nervous tone. Some of the crises were apparently somewhat 
dangerous. During a long bout of opposing wills between the 
trainer and the tiger, the tiger chewed up a good part of a wooden 
seat and splintered the gate over which he had to jump. And 
if, at the end of that bout, the trainer was only acting when he 
wiped his brow, he was acting very well. At the beginning the 
crowd was captious and fractious, owing to delays and bad 
arrangements, but the applause was now tremendous. The 
performance was really rather out of the way, and I appreciated 
more than I have done before the charm of danger in a show, 
real danger. 

Saturday, November i.^h. 

Last night “ Le Sire de Vergy ” Variety, with the ' artistes ' 
Brasseur, Anna Tariol, Claudius, Max Dearly etc., I was extremely 
disappointed with the whole thing. I found this fashionable 
theatre (like most of the rest) dirty, dingy, imcomfortable, dear, 
and badly managed. The first row of the balcony is 12 francs 
exclusive of booking-fee. Everything began late, and the thing 
was not over till 12.15. Our seats, 2nd row of balcony (10 
francs) were very badly stuffed and very uncomfortable, and 
there was no room. A boulevard swindle. The orchestra was 
vile, but for opera bouffe, I found the music really rather good 
—certainly fresh and clever. It was less the piece than the 
whole thing that I objected to, the general sans gene and brazen¬ 
ness of the swindle. C. told me that this was quite a theatre 
apart, a genre of its own, where there was no discipline, except 
for the chorus-girls. She has performed there. The chorus- 
girls, at rehearsals, have to wait i or 2 hours for the ‘ artistes ’, 
but if they are 5 minutes late—a fine ! In the green-room diinks 
are ordered ad lib. Speaking of the lateness of everything, and 
the long entr’actes, C. said: “Id on se moque du public. On 
travaille quand on a le temps." And she referred me to Zola’s 
“ Nana and the various places where the pubhc is kept waiting 
for Nana’s pleasure. She said that Zola had given an exact 
description of the green-room of the Vaudeville, and that he must 
have studied his scenes from this theatre. How true this is I 
don’t know. But I certainly came away with the impression 
that I had seen the worst side of soi-disant high-class theatrical 
entertainment in Paris. 

Yesterday I did nothing but think, very vaguely and loosely, 
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about the plot of my next two Windsor stories. And I want 
to have them both finished by the 22nd! 

I had an excellent idea for the next two stories this morning, 
one of those big ideas, heroic sort of things, that only come 
now and then. I meant to work it out further this afternoon, 
but while I was asleep after lunch Davray ^ called. I told him 
I wanted to buy some books, so we went off by omnibus to the 
quays to get a Casanova, a dictionary, and other things. He 
took me first into the shop of Honors Champion. It was like a 
bookshop in a story by Anatole France, exactly. We were 
greeted first by a young man who spoke weU and vivaciously, 
and then in a corner at a desk I saw a venerable and beaming 
white-haired man in a skull-cap. This was the father. He said 
little, but smiled affectionately at all of us. The understanding 
between father and son was rather fine. The large shop was fuU 
of books that no one but a bibliophile would buy. 

Then we went to another shop close by, where the bookseller 
was a little pinched man, not distinguished—walled in with 
books. Then we went across to the quay (Voltaire) and had a 
learned conversation with one of the stall keepers, who grasped 
exactly what we wanted and said we couldn't get it secondhand. 

After this Davray lost the scent of books, and remembered 
that he had to go to the Bon Marche for his wife. We reached 
the Bon Marche. He couldn't get the patterns for his wife, but 
he got some gloves for himself. Then I cried out for tea. We 
walked off. I said it would rain. He said it wouldn’t. I bet 
the price of tea it would rain within five minutes; it rained 
within a minute. We had tea at Foyot's. 

We were close to the bookshops at the Od^on, at Foyot’s, so 
we ran across, and I bought Casanova, two de Maupassants and 
an Anatole France, and Davray carried off the parcel to have it 
despatched from the offtce of the Mercure de France. I found 
this periodical established in an old hdtel once belonging to I 
forget what historic family. Fine large rooms, and good wood¬ 
work. I was introduced to the Directeur (who was not sitting 
in his own chair because the cat had taken it) as the ' hope of 
English fiction'. We spent quite a time here, between room 
and room, wasting time. When we got outside it was pouring. 
Davray must go to his bootmakers to order some new boots. 

1 Henri Davray, a close and life-long friend of Arnold Bennett. He 
lias written and translated extensively in French and English. 
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We walked there, wet. A nice large, warm shop, with that 
' family' air which all French shops seem to have, as though the 
family of the proprietor or manager led the best part of its 
existence there as a matter of course. 

Sunday, November z^th. 

I sketched out plot of story No. 4 for Windsor, Lunched and 
dined alone. 

I read over 200 pages of '' BeLAmi which I bought yester¬ 
day. It must be 10 years since I read it. The opening chapter 
or two I found rather stiff and forced, especially as to Duroy^s 
first conquests of Rachel and of Little Laurine for instance; 
and I seemed to feel a certain absence of ease in the ' undulation' 
of the narrative. But it gradually got hold of me and soon 
held me thoroughly. 

People might easily say that in “ A Man from the North 
I had plagiarized from it: the scene at the Folies-Bergeres, 
the handing of her purse to Duroy by Clotilde de Marelli at the 
dinner etc., etc. But I am not conscious, now, of having 
imitated. There are things in it superlatively good: for 
example, Norbert de Varenne’s long monologue to Duroy about 
death and about the old age of a bachelor in lodgings (p. 160 
etc. of illustrated edition). And the death scene of Forestier 
at Cannes. The duel is also good. 

I also read the preface to Casanova's Memoires 

Monday, November x6th. 

To-day I wrote the whole of my fourth Windsor story, "'A 
Solution of the Algiers Mystery ", 5,100 words. I have written 
as many words in a day before, but never a complete short story 
of that length. I began at 9.40 a.m. and finished at 12.40 a.m. 
with about four hours off for meals and sleep. 

Tuesday, November xyth. 

Then I read Bel-Ami" till 1.30. I woke up this morning 
fatigued but well. 

I received a letter from Sharpe about '' Leonora He says, 
inter alia : “ I think Leonora was tired of her husband and 
merely wanted another man; there seems to be no tragedy 
reached.” But on the whole he is immensely enthusiastic. 

"Bel-Ami." This book stands re-reading very well. There 
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are dozens of sudden fine flashes in it. The scenes after the 
death of the Comte de Vaudrec (beginning with Georges’ sensa¬ 
tions when he is told that the Count is dying) are superb. And 
the description of Madame Walter’s clumsy ways of maldng 
love is ferociously great. 

But the political part (beginning Chap, 7, Part II.) about the 
conquest of Morocco, and the enrichment of Walter and Co., 
is decidedly clumsy and ill-advised. It doesn’t convince because 
it defies history too crudely. It seems to be a feeble imitation 
of one of Balzac’s coups with Rentes. 

Wednesday, November id>th. 

Last night, when I went into the Duval for dinner, a middle- 
aged woman, inordinately stout and with pendent cheeks, had 
taken the seat opposite to my prescriptive seat. I hesitated, 
as there were plenty of empty places, but my waitress requested 
me to take my usual chair. I did so, and immediately thought: 
'' With that thing opposite to me my dinner will be spoilt! ” 
But the woman was evidently also cross at my filling up her 
table, and she went away, picking up all her belongings, to 
another part of the restaurant, breathing hard. Then she 
abandoned her second choice for a third one. My waitress was 
scornful and angry at this desertion, but laughing also. Soon 
all the waitresses were privately laughing at the goings-on of 
the fat woman, who was being served by the most beautiful 
waitress I have ever seen in any Duval. The fat woman was 
clearly a crotchet, a ' maniaque a woman who lived much 
alone. Her cloak (she displayed on taking it off a simply awful 
light puce flannel dress) and her parcels were continually the 
object of her attention and she was always arguing with her 
waitress. And the whole restaurant secretly made a butt of 
her. She was repulsive; no one could like her or sympathize 
with her. But 1 thought—she has been young and slim once. 
And I immediately thought of a long 10 or 15 thousand words 
short story, The History of Two Old Women I gave this 
woman a sister, fat as herself. And the first chapter would be 
in the restaurant (both sisters) something like to-night—and 
written rather cruelly. Then I would go back to the infancy 
of these two, and sketch it all. One should have lived ordinarily, 

^ TMs idea was afterwards developed into The Old Wives* Tale,** 
see also p. 153 . 
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married prosaically, and become a widow. The other should 
have become a whore and all that; ' guilty splendourBoth 
are overtaken by fat. And they live together again in old age, 
not too rich, a nuisance to themselves and to others. Neither 
has any imagination. For ' tone ’ I thought of Ivan Ilydch 
and for technical arrangement I thought of that and also of 
“ Histoire d’une fiUe de ferme The two lives would have to 
intertwme. I saw the whole work quite clearly, and hope to 
do it. But I expect I shall have to do my humorous novel 
" A Great Man' first, not to mention other things. 

Thursday, November i^th. 

Yesterday I had a nervous dyspeptic-headache, due to the 
labours of Monday. I did nothing but perambulate the city, 
and collected a few ideas for my next story. I did well to 
collect any at all. 

I certainly ought to have been sure from the first that my 
waitress at the Duval, fat, fifty, and apparently the image of 
shrewd content, was really a nevrosee, given to crises and sudden 
violent feelings of an irrational character. I ought to have 
known it from the day when, after a few days’ absence from 
the restaurant, she greeted me bluntly with the question: 

Is she prettier than I am, then ? ” I only made sure of her 
nervous temperament yesterday, when she cried violently 
about some undisclosed thing, at lunch. One meets an extra¬ 
ordinary large number of nevroses of all sorts in Paris. 

Saturday, November 2iS2f. 

Last night: '"La Marmotte at the Palais Royal. Dirty, ill- 
arranged theatre (my first visit), and thorougMy ba,d play— 
that is to say, mediocre. I was astonished to :fod how little 
the Palais Royal Farce had developed or altered since Labiche. 

I worked hard again yesterday. 

Sunday, November 22nd, 

I was invited last night to the annual banquet of La Plume at 
the restaurant of the Societes Savants. About 200 guests, 
I should imagine, including a dozen or so movement-y 
women, sloppy, of the sort that I detest—Stage Society, Fabian 
Society sort, almost exactly as in London. A big, badly- 
arranged, too-crowded banquet, mediocre as a meal. I was with 
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Davray and Kozakiewicz, a Pole, who translated Sienkewicz, 
and is now running H. G. Wells in France. I was introduced 
to a lot of people. I saw Paul Adam,^ handsome and not as 
old as I expected, but I was not introduced to him. I beheve 
Octave Mirbeau was there but I did not see him. Besnard 
the painter, was there. I was introduced to Auguste Rodin” 
a little man with a fine long grey beard and a big nose over iti 
and very vivacious. He was in evening dress (against the 
rule) with the rosette. He seemed a simple man; he talked 
to me for a few minutes quite naturally and without any sort 
of pose. Afterwards I came home with Kozakiewicz, and 
found him an ardent Wagnerian. He told me he had sold 
300,000^ copies of the French translation of Sienkewicz, and 
had paid the author over 80,000 francs. Fie is a cultivated 
man, and seems to combine a financial faculty with genuine 
taste in art. 

Monday, November zyrd. 

I called on the Schwobs yesterday afternoon and found Davray 
and his wife there. Schwob a httle better, but very listless, 
and those terrible piercing eyes which he has when he is Ol! 
They were talking of Remy de Gourmont’s new book on the 
sexu^ instinct. Moreno 2 said she supposed she ought not to 
ad^t that she had read it, and she forbade me to read it. She 
said that all the pornography was interlarded with reflections 
in the style of " Paul and Virg inia 

“ Les trois fiUes de M. Dupont by Brieux at the Comddie 
Mondaine. House packed. I found this well-known piece 
interesting enough. Thoroughly serious, and marked by great 
justice pf observation ’. But of course clumsily constructed. 
Too much means ’ for too httle ' end', and the big situation 
between the three sisters at the close, where even unsuccessful 
marriage is justified, and one sister persuades Juhe against a 
hfe of sohtary industry, and the other against a life of vice— 
this situation is badly ‘ forcedBut the play is the sort of play 
that makes you think. It made the audience think. It angered 
them and it pleased them, and on coming out they discussed 

Freacli novelist and writer on sociology. He died in 1920 . Octave 
Mirbean ( 1850 — 1917 ) rvas autbor of many novels, including “ Journal 
d’une femme de cbambre.” 

® Madame Sciwob, see p. 113 . 
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the problems raised. It is not a good work of art, but it is a 
serious work of art. I thought of it so much on coming out, 
that I quite forgot that I had meant to go to a cafe at midnight 
to meet a friend. I went straight to bed. 

% 

Tuesday, November 

Yesterday I walked a great deal about Paris. 

Moreno told me on Sunday, when I complained about the 
Theatre des Vaxietes, that it was the dearest-rented theatre on 
the Boulevard; also that it was a theatre d femmes, and that 
the entr^actes were made long in order that the men might 
have time to scribble notes to, and receive answers from, the 
women. I didn't take this latter quite seriously. When I 
visited the theatre, the audience was most dowdy, and there 
is absolutely no provision whatever in the way of a foyer. 

Wednesday, November 2$th. 

It was a thoroughly wet and rotten day yesterday. After noon 
the streets became impossible. I did not work at ah, couldn't 
concentrate in the least. I had to go out and lunch with a 
companion, and to suffer all sorts of sentimental worries, and 
to argue closely in French, and to write a long letter in French. 
Afterwards I played Bach's preludes and fugues tih I couldn’t 
play them any longer. I read Casanova, L'Etui de Nacre ", 
Maupassant s La Vie Errante ", and Le Mercure de France. 
I went to bed at 10.15 arose at 8.30 this morning thoroughly 
well in all ways. 

After a sluggish beginning, the ideas for my sixth and last 
Windsor story, Lo 1 'Twas a Gala Night ", came with much 
freedom this afternoon and evening. It occurs to me that I am 
almost happy, strolling about Paris, and calling in at a cafe 
occasionally, working out the ideas for my fiction. To-night 
also, I sleep early, preparatory to writing 3,000 words to¬ 
morrow. 

Thursday, November 26th. 

I wrote over 3,000 words of my last Windsor story, dined at 
a nice Duval on the Boulevard, smoked a cigar at the Globe 
and then went to the Theatre Antoine and saw Ibsen's Ghosts ". 
This is not after all a good play. It is vitiated by the symbolism 
of the asylum. And the fire at the asylum is ' prepared' in a 
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way worthy of Sardon. The defect, fatal defect, of the play 
is that it is ' stagey \ It has not the air of being quite sincere. 
It is too clever. AE this I can see quite clearly. The ' curtain ' 
of every act is dreadfuEy ' stageyThere are moments in the 
first and second acts, however, which are poignantly dramatic. 

Also ‘‘ La Paix chez-soia new one-act piece by Georges 
CouxteEne. Very good, funny, and at the same time bitterly 
true, in its essence, to real Efe. How such an idea would have 
been ruined by sentimentaEty in an English play 1 But I think 
I could write a play as good. 

I returned home after 12, and after reaching my etage dropped 
my box of matches, which feE right down the well of the stairs 
to the bottom. I had to return and find them. VEe weather. 

Friday, November 

This morning I finished the six Windsor stories. They wEl 
probably be issued as a book under the title The Loot of 
Cities and I shaE make out of them, first and last, from £200 
to £250—probably the smaller sum. They have occupied 
rather less then two months of my time. I began weE, languished 
in the middle, and fired up tremendously towards the end. 
Indeed I wrote the last three stories in 12 days. And if I had 
really tried I could have done the whole six in a month. I have 
learnt a lot about the technique of construction, while writing 
them. And on the whole have not been bored. But once or 
twice I have been terribly bored. 

At the restaurant in the Hippodrome I saw the notorious 
' Pipe-en-bois ’ with two young and naive and rather ugly girls, 
sisters. ' Pipe-en-bois ' is a corset-maker in a large and success¬ 
ful way of business, and a shareholder in many Parisian theatres. 
He is a perfectly ordinary common-looking man, quite without 
chic, a long spreading auburn beard, and bad neckties; rough 
hair, short of stature. He has keen eyes. He is a coureur ; 
enjoys himself every night. Known in aE the coulisses, of which 
he has the run ; favourite of aE the chorus girls. They say he 
is extremely keen in business, and a grudging taskmaster. 
His wife takes a large share in the management of the business. 
They understand each other, these two, and go their own 
separate ways. Certainly a ‘ type ’ this man. Age between 
45 and 50. 

^ This book appeared in June, 1905 . 
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Monday, Novemler ^oth. 

Yesterday I wrote a 4,000-word tale for Tillotsons complete, and 
had finished it before 7 p.m. Moreover I slept perfectly after it, 
from 12 to 8.15 without a break, which is extraordinary for me. 

The weather is worse and worse. After raining all day it 
began to snow in the evening. I dined well and came in after 
dinner for an hour, meaning to go later to a music-hall. But 
once inside, I could not persuade myself to go out again. 

This morning when I woke up, it was still snowing, the roofs 
all white, and the streets all water. 

This last few days I have begun to make my luncheons about 
half their usual size—two poached eggs, a roll, and a cup of 
chocolate ; with excellent results. 

Reading Anatole France, Jules Renard, Casanova. 

Tuesday, December Tst. 

I wrote my fourth and last Tillotson short story yesterday 
afternoon, 2,000 words. This year I have written 12 short 
stories, and as some of my stories are apt to disappear from 
view absolutely in the files of the periodical press, I will make 
a list of them: 

good. 


fairly good. 


(Windsor.) 


facetious, 
fairly good, 
year which 

I wrote last year—but I cannot remember all their titles—^in 
Sphere, Queen, T.P's Weekly, and elsewhere. 

Wednesday, December 2nd. 

It snowed all yesterday morning. I walked out three miles in 
it to make purchases; amongst other things the Mercure de 
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“ The Hungarian Rhapsody (T.P's Weekly) 

“ Midnight at the Great Babylon (Tillotsons). 

The Clock(Tillotsons). 

Phantom'' (Hearth and Home Xmas No.) 

“ Loot of Cities ” series. 

The Fire of London.’’ \ 

All 1 “ Comedy on the Gold Coast.” 1 
good on !A Bracelet at Bruges.” [ 

their pA Solution of the Algiers Mystery.” [ 
plane The Capital of the Sahara.” I 

Lo i Twas a Gala Night.” / 

“ The Railway Station ” (Tillotsons) 

“ Saturday to Monday ” (Tillotsons) 

Besides these, several stories have appeared this 
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France, where I found 3 pages concerning myself by Davray,__ 

all that was most amiable and appreciative, and yet sober too. 

I dined with C.L. at Maire's, corner of Boul. de Strasbourg, 
and really enjoyed myself. The place is very chic, and I hit 
on a Burgundy at 3.50 which was really fine. Naturally I 
drank too much of it. I finished the dinner with 'fruits 
rafraichisrefreshed, that is, with abundant liqueurs such as 
Kirsch ; I also had a little cognac. The consequence was that 
I was extremely unwell in the night. However, the attack, 
which in other days would have lasted 48 hours, cleared away 
this morning, and I was able to go out and buy a closed French 
stove—45 francs, second hand, a bargain. I now hope to get, 
and keep, the appartement warm. 

After the dinner, Antoine’s. And I saw for the first time, 
Henri Becque’s famous " La Parisienne A play perfectly 
simple, but exquisitely constructed. Only one important 
character—^played really with genius by Mme Devoyod. Yes, 
genius. The play is well entitled. This is the Parisienne, 
even the woman. And it is human nature with all its sins 
presented without the slightest ethical or didactic tendency— 
with an absolute detachment from morals. It is certainly one 
of the great plays of the period. I learnt a lot from it, not 
only in technique, but in the matter of fundamental attitude 
towards life. 

I have spent a good part of to-day in staring at my new 
stove. 

I hate, now, having any evening quite free, with no society. 
It is on these evenings, although I amuse myself with writing 
letters and reading, that I feel ' out of itAnd that phrase 
expresses the whole thing. ' Out of iV What it is I don’t 
exactly know. 

Thursday, December 'yrd, 

I had a fine example this morning of the instinctive opposition 
of the industrial intelligence to any new machine which it doesn’t 
understand. My grand new stove had extinguished itself early 
this morning, and the domestique had to light it. She had been 
expectmg me to buy another sort of stove, simpler. In about 
five ininutes she had almost lost her head. After a few days 
she will have settled down to the novelty, and will praise it to 
her friends. 
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Friday, December 4.th. 

Last night ''Pelleas et Melisande ”, at the Opera Comique. 
This time I thought Debussy’s music very good. Sometimes 
really powerful. 

The day before yesterday, or a bit earlier, two children were 
bom in the streets of Paris the same day. C. explained to me 
that the thing occurred not infrequently. Accouchement in a 
" maison' was an expensive affair, comparatively. Hence 
women, at the very last moment, went to the paste de police 
and demanded the assistance which the law binds itself to 
give. 

It is extraordinary how the leading cafes of Montmartre are 
absolutely crammed at midnight. Till a day or two ago I had 
scarcely known of the existence of the Cafe Graff. I was in 
there last night and at 12.15 there was not a seat empty. I 
came home and found my stove gone out. I lighted it, at 
I p.m., but it would not ' take This trifling thing annoyed 
me wonderfully. It got on my nerves. I could not sleep and 
was extremely depressed about everything. The cold continues, 
and this morning it is even more severe. 

Yesterday afternoon I very suddenly decided to alter the 
entire arrangement of the flat, making the bedroom the 
study, the study the cabinet de toilette, and the cabinet de 
toilette the bedroom. I called in the concierge to assist, 
and also the carpenter’s young son to shave pieces off the 
bottoms of doors. It took over 2 hours, and the young son 
received 75 centimes and the concierge 2 francs’ worth of 
coke which I had no use for, as my infernal new stove 
doesn’t bum coke. I can now work in the same room as 
the stove. 

Yesterday I tackled the Phillpotts play for about 4 hours 
and got into it considerably, 

Saturday, December $th. 

Dined at Mrs. Devereux’s last night. Frank Hurd, Mrs. Richard 

Le Gallienne, and a Maurice F-- (I forget the name—son of 

one of Napoleon Ill’s generals and an English mother); also 
Blanche Devereux. Hurd, who seemed to know Italy very 
well, gave a lot of interesting details about the ' keeping up of 
appearances ’ there by the reduced aristocracy, which he sai4 
far surpassed an5d:hing in the same line of effort in England. 
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He told how in Naples a number of families will join in a carriage, 
and each have their own emblazoned doors, for fitting on to 
the carriage on their day for using it. But the most curious 
thing he related was the story of a carriage accident in Rome 
(I think) where a lady occupying one of the carriages concerned 
absolutely declined to get out, although the wheels were in¬ 
extricably locked. Eventually she was pulled out, and it 
appeared that though she was magnificently dressed as far 
down as the carriage-rug, below that she wore a ragged old skirt 
and a pair of bedroom slippers. 

The young Maurice F-, whose father was in the very middle 

of the Boulangist movement, told us how he himself drove the 
cab containing the general on a famous occasion and how the 
populace insisted on getting on the roof of the cab. And he 
gave particulars of the GeneraFs liaison with Mme Bonnemain, 
and how his father predicted the ruin of the ' cause' from the 
moment Madame went into the GeneraFs appartement, and how 
she telegraphed to him to leave Paris when he certainly ought 
to have stayed and how generally she ruined a thing which 
might have succeeded. Wise remarks from the company to 
the effect that a clever woman in (irregular) love may 
make a man’s fortune, while a stupid one is certain to ruin 
it. 

After more snow the frost turned to rain yesterday. 

Monday, December jth. 

From Casanova I, 147. 

The artifice which I employed was to recount the thing 
simply, and just as it was, without omitting even any circum¬ 
stances which might be hurtful to me. It is a secret which 
every man is not able to employ, because the greater part of 
the human race is composed of poltroons and to be always 
true needs courage. I have learnt by experience, that truth 
is a talisman of which the charm never fails, provided that one 
does not squander it on rascals.” What a motto for my “ Truth 
About an Author ” I 

I cured my depression yesterday by slaving all day at our 
play. I did the sketch of it complete and posted it to Eden 
last night. I only went out to eat, and for quite a short 
walk of about 20 minutes. To-day I approach the humorous 
novel. 
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Tuesday, December 8 ih. 

I succeeded fax beyond my hopes in planning out “A Great 
Man ” yesterday, and in making a detailed sketch of the first 
chapter. I was, however, and I remain, extremely dissatisfied 
and discontented with my general condition. I suppose I «!ha1l 
always be more or less like this. I cannot think of any device 
or policy by which I could change my condition with any prospect 
of improvement. I want to be free and fettered at the same time, 
and it can't be done. 

I read the first act of " Othello ” last night, and it did me 
good. 

Friday, December zith. 

Yesterday I worked from lo a.m. to ii p.m., chiefly on “A 
Great Man ”. 

There was a long article in Le Temps on Herbert Spencer, 
which confirmed the view which Wells expressed to me about 
him in the early part of last year; namely, that as a thinker, 
he was ‘ wooUy'. 

I meant to go and see Brieux’s “ Robe Rouge ” at the Theatre 
du Peuple, but as I was busy, and as they had allotted 500 seats 
to ' midinettes ’ last night, I refrained. Three plays of Brieux’s 
are being done in Paris this week: The new “ Matemite ” at 
Antoine’s, " Le Berceau ” at the Comedie Mondaine, and the 
“ Robe Rouge ”. 

Saturday, December TZih. 

I finished yesterday the first chapter of “ A Great Man ”. At 
“ Qu’est ce qu’on risque,” new revue at La Cigale. 
I was thoroughly bored, in every way. Happily we had dined 
well at the Hippodrome Restaurant. 

Sunday, December X'^th. 

After buying papers and tea yesterday I lunched at the little 
creamery in the Place de la Trinite. Then I came home and 
read various papers and periodicals and " Casanova ”, and fell 
asleep, sleeping uncomfortably. Then I tried seriously to find 
the ideas for Chapter II of new novel; I had been more or less 
asking for them all morning; no success. Then I went out 
for a walk, and felt tired even in starting. I walked through 
the St. Lazare quarter to the Madeleine and turned along the 
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Grand Boulevard to the Grand Caf6. I like the interior of this 
caf6. It is as much hke the respectable ugliness of an English 
club as anything in Paris. I ordered a cup of chocolate because 
I felt empty. 

I thought steadily for one hour over this chocolate and I 
seemed to leave the cafe with one or two germs of ideas. I 
walked home, cogitating. When I arrived, there was a telegram 
from Whitten requiring my weekly article two days earlier than 
usual. This upset my plans somewhat. I felt so tired—I had 
taken a chill—that I lay down under the eiderdown on the bed 
and went to sleep again, reading '' Casanova 

When I awoke it was dark. I made tea and felt better. 
A leading notion for the chapter had now formed itself. I went 
to the Com^die Mondaine to book a seat for Brieux's “ Berceau ”, 
and then to the Duval to dine, where I read Le Temps all through. 
Then I bought a cigar and had coffee in the Place Clichy. I 
cogitated at the cafe for an hour, and then I had the whole 
chapter clearly outlined in my head. This is a fair specimen of 
one of my cogitating days. 

Monday, December 14th. 

Talking about '' Nana ”, Moreno confirmed C.’s statement 
that the theatre portrayed there was the Vaudeville. She also 
said that Nana was drawn from Hortense Schneider, the famous 
Offenbach singer. In response to another of my numerous 
questions she said there was a prompter at the Th. Sarah 
Bernhardt but he was stuck away in a corner and couldn’t be 
heard except for the most urgent occasion. 

Thursday, December 

I went into a rather select little caf6 for coffee last night in the 
Place Clichy, and was more than ever struck by the ' intimity ’ 
of this kind of caf 4 . The place amounted to a club. Nearly 
everyone who entered shook hands with the demoiselle de 
comptoir. An aged couple came in, aged between 60 and 70. 
The man was reading La Presse, and the woman, big and bony, 
called for Paris-Sport and busied herself in the day’s racing 
until they were joined by another man, also old and very 
mannered. All three were intensely respectable and dignified, 
though not in the least chic. I had meant to see Suder- 
mann’s “L’Honneur” at the Theatre du Peuple, but being 
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interested in my novel, I came home at 8.30 and worked till 
II p.m. 

I jSnished “ Sapho Chapter XII, describing Jean's manage¬ 
ment of the rupture with Fanny, is very great indeed. No 
general accusation of sentimentality can be brought against the 
book. As a whole it is great and terrible. Now I can go back 
to my “ Casanova ", having read all the absolutely first-class 
French novels of the nineteenth century. 

This morning the weather is exactly London weather, gloomy 
and muggy, and not very cold. 

That Brieux is not a good playwright is certain; but it is 
also certain that he is a social force, and that his plays are 
very interesting as rough-and-ready presentments of urgent 
social problems. Here and there he displays an extraordinary 
gift for the theatrical effect. 

Friday, December 

The most singular thing that I have heard from C. about Paris 
is that in the night (? after 12) one cannot legitimately ring up 
a doctor without the presence of a gendarme. You get the 
gendarme to go with you to the doctor's, then the doctor is 
bound to come. The gendarme enters with the doctor, remains 
in an adjoining room, and afterwards the doctor fills up the 
gendarme's ' feufile'. 

Saturday, December agth, 

I worked all day yesterday till 6.30, and wrote 2,100 W’ords of 
'' A Great Man After which I dined with C. at the Hippo. 
Restaurant and then to Bostocks. The restaurant seemed to 
be full last night of dancers and ex-dancers. 

Sunday, December aoth. 

Yesterday I finished Chap. II. I went to Cook's in the morning 
and began the business of departing to England by drawing 
out all the money I could and getting my ticket, and the clerk 
asked me if I was going to England, and I said I was, and he 
wished me a Happy Xmas. At night I didn't feel very hungry 
so I had to tempt myself with a ' nice httle dinner' at Sylvain's, 
which cost me 6 francs. Then I came home, played Beethoven's 
two Sonatas op. 49, perfectly charming, finished reading 
Temps all through, and went to bed at 10.30. I slept tilL 8.10 
this morning. 
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Wednesday, December 
I had a smooth passage over on Monday. 

Yesterday I saw Pinker twice, and after some hesitation on 
Ms part, arranged that he should pay me £50 a month certain 
during 1904. 

Pinker, Barry Pain, and I lunched together. But Pain 
hadn’t many new stories. I heard that Mrs. Plumphry Ward 
had £10,000 from Harpers for serial rights of Lady Rose’s 
Daughter ”, and that the book sold 400,000 in America alone. 

Woke up this morning at 4.30. Read de Maupassant, myself, 
and the Telegraph; but couldn’t sleep again till 8.30. 

Thursday, December 24th. 

I came to Burslem yesterday evening with Tertia and William 
and a headache. Went out this morning and saw numbers of 
people. Walking to Hanley this afternoon I was struck by the 
orange-apple cold Christmas smell of the greengrocers’ shops. 

Saturday, December 26th. 

Yesterday, Christmas Day, I was reading ” Falk ” in Conrad’s 
” Typhoon ”, and then several stories by Wells. Also 
Merimfe’s famous Mateo Falcone ”, which is nothing special 
except in the extraordinary cruelty of the plot. 

I went to bed at 1.30 and was kept awake till 4.30 by a 
barking dog. Then at 7.15 Mater knocked on the wall. She 
was in the middle of a bilious crisis caused by overnight hare 
and bilberries. She stays in bed. Hence the whole atmosphere 
of the house becomes special, and * sick roomy and I can’t 
proceed with my novel to-day, as I had meant. 


@ 


1904 


Sunday, January ^rd, 

I came to Paris yesterday, and wrote letters all tlie way over 
on the boat. 

Monday, January 

To-day, with difficulty, I resumed “ A Great Man ”, and wrote 
rather less than i,ooo words. I was interrupted, first by a 
message from Rhoden, and then by Rawson, who called to see 
me for a moment, and stayed for over an hour. 

Rhoden dined with me at Sylvain's, and afterwards we went 
to the Nouveau Cirque, which we found extremely tedious. 
The dinner, however, was admirable. 

I read some Emerson, and found much in common between 
him and Walt Whitman. I also made the acquaintance—I had 
almost quite forgotten it—of Beethoven’s Sonata op. lo No. 3 . 
I played it in instalments during the afternoon. 

Wednesday, January 6th. 

All yesterday I was ill—^probably owing to mussel-soup at 
Sylvain’s on Monday night, but I do not feel sure. Rawson 
called for his lunch and I was obliged to send him away again. 
C. came in the evening and stayed till midnight. I had slept 
nearly all day. As curiously illustrating the customs of costume 
—she cannot go out to do household shopping in a hat. She 
must go nu-tete. I couldn’t read anything yesterday but news¬ 
papers. I read Stead’s new paper The Daily Paper, first number, 
all through. It made me admire the man, but if the paper 
succeeds I shah be surprised. 

Although feeble I did a good day’s work. 

Davray called, and handed me the half-price ticket for Men¬ 
tone which he obtained for me through the Mercure de France. 
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Rhoden gave me an excellent Viennese dinner at an Austrian 
Restaurant in the rue d'Hautevflle, Afterwards at the Grand 
Cafd, he enlarged on his international experiences as an insurance 
man. 

Friiay, January 8 th. 

I finished third chapter of '' A Great Man 

In the evening I went to the Concert Rouge and heard Beet¬ 
hoven's Seventh Symphony, badly played, but it had an excellent 
effect on me. 

I forgot to set down, on the ist, the brief record of last year. 
I wrote five-sixths of '' Leonora ”, and twelve short stories. 
Four books of mine were published, “The Gates of Wrath”, 
“ The Truth about an Author ”, “ How to become an Author ” 
and “ Leonora The great fact illustrating my commercial 
progress was that the Windsor Magazine gave me a commission 
for six short stories. I did nothing in the way of drama except 
the sketch of the play which I am now about to write with Phill- 
potts. I did practically no work between January 15th and 
March 15th, when I was travelling in Algeria, etc. I returned 
from Algeria Mch. i. and spent a fortnight or so in England pre¬ 
paratory to settling in Paris. Then between April ist and 
June 30th I wrote nearly all “ Leonora 

On June 29th I went to England, and messed about England 
till Sept. i8th, doing scarcely any work—a summer cut to pieces 
and wasted and therefore not a pleasant one. I came to Paris 
about Sep. i8th, spent 10 days in taking and furnishing a 
flat; then I started to work and I have worked ever since. I 
propose to work almost without intermission at any rate till 
July 30th. 

I bought the “ Gates of Wrath ” (Tauchnitz edition) and read 
some of it. Its smartness and clarity prevent me from being 
quite honestly ashamed of it. 

Wednesday, January 

Horrible muddy weather yesterday. I did nothing but prepare 
to depart for Menton, I bought two Stevensons and read a lot 
of “ Island Nights Good sound work, but, strictly judged, 
decidedly mediocre—though marked by the most charming 
justice of ‘ values' as they say in painting. 
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Thursday, January xnfli, 

I left the rue de Calais yesterday, depressed, at 5 p.m. after 
having lunched with C. The drive to the Gare de Lyon along 
the intemiinable length of the rue de Rivoli got on my nerves. 
And I was decidedly excited and ' wrought up ’ when the train 
de grand luxe came up and I saw Phillpotts. Much tallHn g and 
mutual satisfaction. (I have a sore throat now.) The train 
left sharp at 6 p.m. and arrived here at Menton sharp at 9.56 
a.m. this morning. On the whole a really good sound train. It 
would be almost perfect if it had a drawing-room car, as it 
certainly ought to have. The ceaseless noise and jolting did 
not noticeably affect me much. I took a sedative and slept 
very well, though mostly conscious of the action and the din. 
Coming along the coast, I had my first glimpse of Monte Carlo 
and the salons thereof. I was duly impressed by the beauty of 
the coast, and of Menton in particular. But my thoughts were 
chiefly occupied with the idea of the train, that luxurious com¬ 
plete entity-running through a coimtry and ignoring it. I 
seldom had the least idea where the train was. Space, as a 
notion, had vanished for me. I might have been in the void. 

Friday, January x^th. 

I woke up this morning just before dawn, and there was a red 
streak of light along the horizon, and the sea smoke-colour, and 
the lamps and the riding lights of the vessels just beginning to 
be ghostly. On either side the h ills with their bare rocky tops. 
Then, when I woke up again, the strong sun was firil- 

liantly on to my balcony and almost into my face. There must 
be a fairly strong off-shore wind blowing, but this place is very 
sheltered and the sea seems quite calm. However, one can hear 
the wind. The beauty of the landscape and of the old Itahanate 
town to the right, with its red flat-square conical roofs, and 
the delicate softness of the air, make a deep impression on 
one. 

I took my tea and croissant out on the balcony in the 8.30 a.m. 
sun, wrapped in my largest overcoat, and in the sunshine. It 
was tremendous, after the bed breakfasts of a Paris flat. 

Night. The beauty of this place even grows on one. The 
afternoon and dusk were simply miraculous for colour. Before 
lunch I went for a walk up on the hill and then down again and 
along the coast. I walked into Italy in about a quarter of an 
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hour. Most of the morning I spent on the balcony thinking out 
Chap. V, and before dinner I wrote 700 words. 

Saturday, January J. 6 th, 

I wrote 2,500 words of '' A Great Man '' to-day, and it's impos¬ 
sible to work hard at a novel, and appreciate a new environ¬ 
ment at the same time. Beyond a walk to the centre of the 
town and the bandstand, I made no excursion. But I break¬ 
fasted on the balcony in dressing-gown and overcoat, and all day 
I have had the atmosphere, perfectly wonderful, and the mag¬ 
nificent views from the balcony. 

Before dinner Eden and I discussed and settled certain 
out-standing preliminary points in our play. It took about 
half an hour. I expect to begin the actual writing on 
Tuesday, and the actual detailed constructive thinking on 
Monday. 

Sunday, January xjtK 

I was much disquieted to-day by Tertia's letter in which she 
said twice that the mater was extremely iU Deep down in 
everyone's mind will be the idea that lam'* enjoying myself on 
the Riviera " while she is extremely ill. It is the address of the 
absent son that matters on these occasions. But I should be a 
fool to go to London unless she was much worse than she is. 
However, I managed to do a good day's work, and finished 
Chapter V of “ A Great Man ", 5,500 words. 

Hanbury, of Allen and Hanbury's foods, and the great botanist, 
editor of the " London Catalogue " came to lunch. He is sta5dng 
with his cousin Sir Thomas Hanbury, the Lord God of these 
parts. Sir Thomas has the finest private garden in the world, 
100 acres, 5,000 species (some absolutely unique) and 46 gar¬ 
deners. Speaking of Monte Carlo, he told us how he was at the 
tables 30 years ago and saw two Russian Princesses there losing 
heavily, but keeping stoical silence, the tears streaming down 
their cheeks. He is emphatically not a man of the world, and 
his Russian Princesses were probably French whores, but 
nevertheless his picture of the women playing and losing, in 
silent, irrepressible, hopeful-despairing tears, was an effective 
one. He is far from an ordinary man, and I rather liked some¬ 
thing at the root of him, but soon after lunch I stole away to 
sleep. 
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Monday, January xBth. 

Breakfast again on the balcony, while the fishing boats went out 
one by one straight into the dazzle of the sun, udth an extra- 
ordmary sentimental effect. A highly dandiacal yacht, with 
fittings all brass and mahogany apparently, had been at anchor 
since we came : she was moored by two ropes to the jetty, and 
by two anchors from the stem. I noticed a detail of actuiness 
which might be brought into a scene with great effect. The 
yacht swung from side to side on the jetty ropes, lifting first the 
starboard and then the port rope clear of the water, and as each 
rope c^e clear of the still water, the drops from it fell into the 
water in hundreds for a few seconds making a wonderfully pretty 
pattering sound. On first catching this sormd I did not perceive 
how it was caused. 

Tuesday, January T(yth, 

I finished reading “ Jekyh and Hyde ” before breakfast. It is 
not bad. I thought less than ever of the writing, which is never 
more than dignified. As regards the scientific part, after WeUs 
it comes feeble. No future novelist wiU be able to 'fudge’ 
science now that Wells has shown how it can be done without 
fudging. All the potion business in JekyU’s final document is 
childish and unconvincing, and mars what is otherwise the 
strongest part of the book. The psychology of the last chapter 
is indeed reaUy good and subtle. 

Thursday, January zist. 

This afternoon I heard from Tertia that the Mater was con¬ 
siderably better. I had been fearing a fatal conclusion. 

Two hard days’ work on " A Credit to Human Nature ”. I 
wrote more than two-thirds of the first act—4,300 words; and 
shah finish it to-morrow. I had a long yam with Eden to-night 
about the plot, and cleared up sundry more points and improved 
sundry others. It is wonderful how two brains working to¬ 
gether on a piece of pure concoction are worth so much more 
than twice one brain. 

Saiurday, January ayrd. 

I finished the draft of the first act of “A Credit to Human 
Nature” yesterday afternoon, and was absolutely exhausted. 
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7,000 words in 3 days. And I had two bad night, and some 

stomacMc tmeasiness for it. 

it \\ 4 iamson came over from Monte Carlo to 

inn’ch; she very 

smart, qmck, and generally decent, iviib. w , ^ 

to me how she had come to use a plot similar to the G.B H. 

S Tstory for the Strand She assured me that a nimber of 
people (M make a regular income by gambhng at the tables md 
Ji?authorities allowed it because it was a good advert^e- 
ment She said that it was not systems that were 
Se dlible humanness of the people who, m usmg them, were 
St extent to stick to them absolutely. And she gave me 
instances. Altogether she gave me some new hght on the Casmo. 

Tuesday. January 26th. 

The first visit to Monte Carlo must be a sort of an event m the 
life of anyone with imagination. I went there yesterday after¬ 
noon from Menton by tram. The nde is very diversified, and 
here and there fine views are obtained. _ 

On the whole I was disappointed by 
the tovm. It lacks spaciousness, and smee it is m the absolu 
control of one autocratic authority, spaciousness is vrhat it 
ought not to have lacked. Some of the villas, however, with 
their white paint and general air of bemg toys, are exce^ivement 
fhic. The casino is all right in its florid, heavy 
a chance for an architect, on that site over the sea! _ The whole 
town had an air of being Parisian, but not quite Parisian 

^ InJde the gaming-saloons (4 o’clock) I found a larp 
and many tables in full work. The crowd not so distm^shed 
in appearance as I had (foolishly) expected. I saw ew sigi^ a 
the tables of suppressed or expressed excitement,^ though qmte a 
large proportion of the people seemed to be gambling serious y. 
had no intention of betting, but after I had watched several tables 
and grasped the details of roulette (30 and 40 I didn t att^pt 
to grasp) I remained at one table, as if hypnotised; without 
knowing it I began to finger a 5-franc piece in my pocket, and 
then I became aware that I was going to bet. I knew I should 
^ Grand Babylon Hotel/* 
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bet some seconds before I formally decided to. I staked a 5- 
franc piece on an even chance and won. Like a provincial np 
from the coimtry, who has heard tales of metropolitan rascahty, 
I stood close to a croupier and kept a careful eye on my coin, and 
picked up the winnings without an instant's delay. I kept on 
playing, carefully, and always on even chances, for some time, 
and stopped when I had made a little money and went and had 
some tea. I didn't play again. 

The idea of gambling quite absorbed all my thoughts ; obsessed 
me; and I had schemes—such as that it would be experientally 
worth while to go there with say 5,000 francs, and deliberately 
become a regular system-using gambler for a time. There is no 
doubt that the human spectacle of the gaming saloons is tre¬ 
mendous ; unequalled; the interest of it could not easily fail for 
an obsem^er. To a stranger, of course, one of the most curious 
things is the sight of large sums of money in notes and gold 
constantly being flung about the tables. I am told that the 
Casino employs 1,800 people altogether. The croupiers work 
6 hours a day each, so I estimate there must be about 200 croupiers 
■altogether. I just missed a tram in conung home and had half 
an hour to wait; all that time I thought of gaming, gaming. 
And I look forward to going again on Friday. 

Thursday, January 28th. 

Two long and hard days' work on the play, and a thundering 
bad night's rest in between. But beautiful weather, super¬ 
latively beautiful. Mediterranean like a duckpond, and cloud¬ 
less sunshine both days. I am getting interested again in 

Crime and Punishment", after deserting it in the middle for 

M. Bergeret a Paris 

Saturday, January 

I went over with the Phillpotts to lunch with the Williamsons 
at the Royal Hotel at Monte Carlo yesterday. Mrs. Williamson 
had all sorts of material for wild and whirlmg plot, which she 
had gathered at Monte Carlo, and she gave it away with the 
utmost freedom. 

Afterwards we went to the Casino. I began on my system 
at once, and made 45 francs in | of an hour, when Eden and the 
rest wished to go out for tea. Eden was very interested in the 
place, but took no pleasure in it, as I expected. We had tea 
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at the Cafe de Paris, nest to the Russian Grand Duke who lately 
“ broke the banV Then we came home in the cm, and Mrs. 
PhiUpotts was too tired to utter a word, and Eden s chest had 
been much disturbed by the foul air of the rooms. I learned 
that the tables are Ughted by oU lamps because once a great 
raid was attempted which began with the cutting off of the 

electric light. ^ . tt xt x >> 

To-day I finished Act II of " A Credit to Human Nature . 

Sunday, January y^st. 

Having nothing to do yesterday afternoon, and Eden being at 

work, and two others being out, and the day wet, I could not 
resist going over to Monte Carlo in the tram. I lost money at 
the tables, and came home depressed. In the evening I played 
billiards, practicany for the first time, Eden teaching me. 

To-day, bad weather again. I wrote an excellent T.P. 
article on Monte Carlo. 

But at present my interest in this journal is not what it was- 
Monte Carlo and other things have disturbed it. 

Wednesday, February :^rd. 

The ideas of the average decently-informed person are so warped, 
and out of perspective, and ignorant, and entirely perverse and 
wrong and crude, on nearly every mortal subject, that the task 
of discussing anything with him seriously and fully and to the 
end, is simply appalling. This has struck me several times 
recently in this hotel, and I have recoiled from a discussion. 
The state of that average person's mind can scarcely be contem¬ 
plated by me, in certain moods. 

The funeral feast given by Catherine Ivanovna in ''Crime 
and Punishment" is a magnificent piece of work, both as serious 
accurate observation and as brutal humour. 

To-day I began Act III of the play, and wrote about 2,000 
words- 

Friday, February 

I finished the play. AH that remains to he done to it now is 
Eden's revise- In three weeks exactly, we have written, between 
us (i) the play (2) two short stories (3) three articles (4) a long 
chapter of my novel. This is what may be caHed the industry 
■of genuine craftsmen. Nothing has been scamped except this 
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journal, which doesn't count. The play is 19,000 words in 
length—about 2,000 words too long. 

Saturday, February 6th. 

Yesterday being wet, I went over to Monte Carlo, and lost 
money, and was depressed by that and the weather, and more 
particularly by my lack of sense in playing with insufficient 
capit.al. 

Early this morning I composed a limerick on that infernal 
and un-vanquishable bore, Mrs. Miller, 

Tliere was an old woman named Miller 
WOiose acquaintances wanted to kill iier. 

Wlien they put her in ice. 

She sniggered, ‘‘ How nice ! 

For nothing could possibly chill her. 

And sent it in to Eden by special messenger, 

Monday, February Sth, 

I walked yesterday morning into Italy,, and got a few .good ideas 
for the novel, and was rather impressed by all the pomp of the 
boundary business between France and Italy. The views from 
the road are wonderful. In the afternoon we had tea at the 
huge, showy, smart, and not bad Winter Palace Hotel. 

But I am now unsettled here and want to return to Paris, as 
some of the party is getting on my nerves. 

Eden and I were discussing the Spectator's notice of “ My 
Devon Year " and its remarks on his style, and I formulated 
the theory that the faults (admitted) that the Spectator found 
in Ms style were due to the too-small proportion of verbs in his 
sentences compared to nouns and adjectives. 

On testing, I found that in the quoted passages there were 
420 nouns and adjectives to every hundred verbs. In a famous 
passage towards the close of Hydristaphia^ I found there 
were only 183 nouns and adjectives to every hundred verbs. 
We both thought this line of enquiry might be pursued further 
with advantage. 

He said he had, long ago, met an American woman who had 
aspired to be a poet and had submitted her verse to LongfeHow 
in his old age, and called on Mm and received his advice. She 
was young then and very pretty, '' How can I thank you, 
^ Tbe full title of Sir Thomas Browne's Um-buxiaL'" 
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Mr LongfeEow ? ” she cried earnestly. “ You can give me a 
sJd Longfellow. She said to Eden: "I was so taken 
aback and startled that I just kissed him and ran straight out 

of the house/’ 


Wednesday, February loih, 

I went to Nice yesterday to lunch with Ra5niiond Duval, and 

afterwards we took a carriage and called on Loms Bertr^d, 
the author of “ Le Rival de Don Juan ”, at his httle viUa where 
he lives alone on the slopes behind Nice. A lovely view from 
his study of Nice and the sea. I thought him a man who was 
suffering from too much solitude. He had the eyes of a rather 
dreamy and peculiar person. He talked extremely well, and 
knocked poor little Duval all over the shop. I should say he 
was rather conceited and self-centred and perhaps just a little 
affected. For instance, he had a statuette of the Venus de Milo 
on his writing table. But I respected him on the whole. The 
rent of his villa is 800 francs. Bare and ‘ marbly inside, like 
most French country houses, and the wood fire in the study 
smoked, but it was a desirable place. 


Thursday, February ixih. 

Battle of flowers yesterday. Rather feeble, but perhaps as good 
as could be expected at Mentone. 

I stayed up late last night talking books and travel with 
Sir John Francis Rotton, K.C.^ An old man, but more than 
commonly wise. He said; “ When one gets old one learns not 
to trouble one’s head about things that one can t influence. 


Saturday, February isth. 

I left Mentone last evening at 3.15, and arrived in Bam at 7.40 
this morning, absolutely promptly. It must have ramed much 
in the night, but the sun shines now and there is a f^t indica¬ 
tion of spring in the air. I was very keen on getting news of 
the war,® but there seems none to be obtained. The only real 
English newspaper in Paris, the N.Y. Herald, is certamly siding 
strongly with Russia. It is when one wants authentic news 

1 Six ]. F. Rotton {1857-1926), a public man of prominence in many 

capacities. ; 

2 War between Russia and Japan was declared February lo of this 

year. , . .. 
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that the defects of a coimtry's press begin plainly to appear— 
especially news which is difficult to obtain and easy to imitate. 

Monday, February i^th. 

I was infiuenza-ish all day yesterday and on Saturday evening— 
until last night, when it passed off. We dined on Saturday and 
yesterday at Sylvain's, and last night went into the Casino de 
Paris for an hour or so. 

I heard again the story of the life, death and burial of the 
mysterious pretty Englishwoman from Liverpool who gave 
lessons in English to a constant stream of messieurs chics, and 
expired alone at 7 rue Breda after being robbed by a Spanish 
male friend. The arrival of the English relatives and all that I 
It seemed to me I might use up a lot of the stuff in '' The History 
of Two Old Women which it seems more and more likely 
will be my next serious book. 

I transcribe some notes which I made some weeks ago of 
conversations with a spinster aged perhaps 41. She said, 
'' Sometimes I never speak to a man (except tradesmen) for 
six months together. I see my brothers in the holidays for 
two months. My three brothers-in-law are all charming and 
kind to me. But I do not understand men.’' (She harped 
continually on this.) I am not at ease with them. I do not 
know how they think. StOl, when I talk to them I enjoy talking 
to them. Often when I get the chance of talking to them I 
don’t do so, because I can’t talk about their things, books, sport, 
and so on. Moreover I am independent of men. I can manage 
without them. Many women simply can’t. And I hate to 
think that I am depriving a woman, of a man when she needs 
him more than I do. When you have got a man you can always 
see some woman who is hating you for having him. There are 
so many more women than ever—-not nearly enough men to go 
round.” (When I explained .to her how slight the excess of 
women over men really was, she showed extreme surprise, and 
seemed scarcely inclined to believe me.) 

She said later: '"The busiest people are the happiest. To 
have an object in life ... 1 'V^Tien you have no object in life, 
when you feel you are useless, not wanted, no good in the world, 
then I see no good in living. To have some gift, to be clever— 
that is the thing.” (Presumably she was speaking generally, 
^ ‘‘ The Old Wives' Tale." 
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but whatever she said I felt that she had herself always in mind.) 
Again “ I know my brain is weak; it lacks certam convolu¬ 
tions ' I can lose mv head immediately. I can t concentrate 

my thoughts. And I have no sense of locahty-But I 

cL talk to cHldren. I know how they thmk. I can remember 
mv own cHldhood. my infancy, and it seems as if I could reinem- 
ber Httle else afterwards. I can remember bemg sung to sleep 
and how amazed I was because they changed the tune.^ Cant 
you remember that ? Can’t you remember how isturbmg ^d 
vexing it was to have the tune changed ? Yes, I suppose that 
is a -ift, to understand children. I ought to have been a nurse. 

On the whole a curious mixture of pride (vanity) and self¬ 
depreciation the former instinctive, the latter due to intellectual 
processes. A haughty, arrogant mien, the sort of mien that, 
in English people, naturally maddens foreigners. 

I went last night to see Siegfried;^ at the Opera, and came 
away in a mood to swear that nothing should ever ^ induce me 
to go to the Opera again in search of my^ own artistic pleasure. 
A tame performance without any distinction of any kind. The 
orchestra was rotten—and you could see even froni the pmterre, 
that the gestures of the conductor proclaimed him a silly old 
fool, wrong headed, dry, academic, and bereft of enthusiasm. 
Rousseliere, the Siegfried, was not altogether bad, he has a 
natural boyish vanity of carriage which suits the part.^ But 
Orandjean as Bninnhilde, was atrocious. Her gestures, in the 
supreme moments at the close, were worthy of a melodramatic 
actress who has been playing the same part 35^ nights per¬ 
functory, violent and ugly. All the ugly grotesquerie^ of the 
first and second acts was insisted on instead of being ameliorated. 

Siegfried ” is an opera which needs the greatest tact in pro¬ 
duction. I can easily understand, now, how at first Wagners 
works were merely laughed at. If they were produced new to¬ 
day they would be laughed at. They are so different from any¬ 
thing else, and their beauty seems to exist side by side with 
their Teutonic gawkiness—in a sort of fourth dimension which 
only the trained eye can perceive at all. ... A crowded and 
talkative audience; in fact everything possible against Wagner. 
(Nevertheless five of his operas are now in the regular repertoire 
of the Opera.) Some moments I enjoyed extremely despite all 
the drawbacks: still, the Op^a is a European scandal. It 
ought to be at Bucharest or Cairo. 
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I went ont this afternoon (Mardi gras) towards the Grand 
Boulevard, The crowd got thicker and thicker and confetti 
more and more plentiful. I left the rue Montmartre for the 
' passagesand became blocked in the Passage Joufhoy and 
so returned. The carnival was nothing but an excuse for 
stupidity and horseplay. It began to rain, and soon rained 
heavily, and kept on till 8.30. I was morosely glad to see the 
carnival thus ruined. It may break out again to-night, though 
I had promised myself a concert of old music to-night, but after 
trudging in, the wet to the hall in the rue d'Athenes, I found t,he 
place shut up. I must have mistaken, the night. 

So I spent an hour at the Moulin Rouge, picking up trifles and 
boring myseK. 

W'ednesday, February lyth, 

I really enjoyed working on my novel to-day, and this although 
I had a headache most of the time. 

I bought Mercier’s i8th-cent. book “ Le Tableau de Pans 
on the quays this afternoon and found it excellent. 

Friday, Febnmry igth. 

I paid a call in the afternoon. Something depressed me after¬ 
wards, either I had caught a chiU or it was something else, and 
I had the greatest difficulty in forcing myself to recommence 
work. However, I dined at the Place Blanche and sat down to 
write at 9 p.m. It is a good thing I never write down here 
my moods and things. 

Saturday, February 20ih. 

Last night at ii I finished another section of A Great Man 
having written 8,300 words in 4 days. 

Weather still bad: rainy and windy. 

Sunday, February 2isL 

Last night “Nana'', drama in, five acts drawn by William 
Busnach from Zola’s novel, at the Ambigu. First produced at 
the Ambigu in 1881. Cassive ,in the title role. A thoroughly 
rotten and crude melodrama, interspersed with ' comic relief' 
of the most footling sort. Yet it made one t h i nk of the book, 
,And my admiration of the book leapt out, again into a flame. 
It is not one of the greatest books, but it is superlatively done, 

155 



JO'UE.NAL OF ARNOLD BENNETT 

a tremendoBs acMevement of colossal and distingmshed labour. 
How must Zola Lave felt when lie wrote the last lines. 

I drank some tea at midnight. And reaching home found a 
telegram from Haixison ^ of the Haymarket, saying that Lewis 
Waller wanted a play, and might he see “ The Chancellor ” ? 
The tea and the tele^am prevented me from sleeping. 

This afternoon, Lamoreux concert, to hear, chiefly, Richard 
Strauss's “ Life of a Hero It came at the end of an exhausting 
prograinme, but I was much impressed by its beauty. I heard 
it under difficulties, for the audience grew restive, talked, and 
protested. One old man insisted on going out. There is a rule 
about not entering or leaving during a piece, but this old man 
cried so loud and shook the doors so that the po?npiers were 
obliged to let him through. Applause and hisses at the end, 
from a Mi audience. One more exhibition of the Utise of an 
audience when confronted by something fresh, extravagant and 
powerM. It would be absurd to condemn this or any other 
particular audience, for all audiences are alike. The sarcastic and 
bitter opposition must he taken as a tribute to the power of the art. 
Was not Tannhauser ” simply laughed off the stage at the first 
performance ? I liked the piece better than I thought I should— 
a great deal. The first thing of Richard Strauss that I have heard. 

Twelve thousand five hundred words written this week. 


Wednesday, February 24ih, 

I walked about Paris most of yesterday, and bought a few repro¬ 
ductions and engravings of pictures. Towards evening I had 
coflected my ideas. I began to write at 9.15 p.m., and finished 
a short chapter before 12.30. 

Just now, as negotiations about two of my plays are pending, 
I am in a great state of secret excitement and have postponed 
going to see friends and asking them to see me and generally 
organizing a social campaign, until something has been decided 
one way or the other. I had another letter from Louis Calvert 
this laonnng as to “ The Wa3rward ■ Duchess 

Thursday, February 2$th. 

I worked nearly all day yesterday, till ii p.m. This singular 
industry is becoming monotonous. 

^ Frederick Harrisoa, at that time joint lessee with Cyril Maude of 
the Haymarket Theatre. 
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Reading '"Notes sur Angleterre’’ last night—a wonderful 
book—I was amused by Taine's noting young Englisbinen 
sleeping with open windows in winter as a sign of primitivism, 
a sort of healthy reversion to original type. His remarks on 
Punch axe extremely clever and ingenious, in the way of finding 
the very roots of our national character in that periodical. 
Punch will always be able to say that Taine gave three pages 
to praising it. 

Friday, February 26ih, 

Same industrious sort of day as previous days. I finished at 
about 11.30. 

I have been reading more of Mercier's “ Tableau de Paris 
It is a charming book. The chapters " Heures du jour and 
“ Marchandes des modes for example, are perfectly wonderful 
illustrations of how, exactly, that light, descriptive, worldy 
witty, higher-journalism kind of thing ought to be done. This 
book and “ Notes sur Angleterreand about four newspapers 
a day, constitute all my reading just now. 

Sunday, February 28th. 

I finished another section of "A Great Man'' yesterday at 
3,30 p.m., having written nearly 10,000 words in a week. I 
ought easily to complete the book by March 20. It seems 
amusing enough, and very good in places. But if I treated this 
as a draft, and really thought out types and made the book 
Mler, I could make it much better. However, I have a mania 
for producing a lot just now. And further, this sort of book, 
though I can do it, is scarcely my natural genre. I do not take 
quite the same terrific interest in it as I take in a serious book, 
nor do I get quite the same satisfaction out of a passage which 
I know to be weU done. And often I have the greatest difficulty 
in starting my day's work. I am all right when I have started. 
But the starting is penihle. 

Monday, February 2gth. 

Last night seemed to be one of the bitterest we have had in the 
present cold spell; yet I noticed a number of people sitting out 
quite unconcernedly on the terrasses of the cafes on the Grand 
Boulevard. Some cafes had thick mats spread over the terrasse, 
and one had a coke brazier red and smoky, set among the tables. 
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men a youngish horse is just starting ont fresh from the 
stable in the morning, tip a hill, with a light trap behind him, 
he brings Ms nose down under his neck, so that the line of the 
head is paxailei with the foreleg before it takes a step ; Ms hind 
feet slip a little perhaps on the stones, and he pulls bravely. 
That is a beautiful sight. It was the first thing I saw, going 
out yesterday morning. 

Tuesday, March isl 

I bought a new copy of “ La Grande Encyclopedie ”, bound in 
cloth, 31 vols, for 290 francs, yesterday morning. It can be 
bought through Le Journal for about 400 francs. It seems a 
good tiling, and I read ' in' it yesterday. I found, however, 
nothing under the head of ‘ Cotgrave ^ M I wanted the date of 
the first edition of Ms dictionary. Schwob, on whom I called 
yesterday afternoon, praised it MgMy. He mentioned specially 
such articies as " Aristotle ” by Boutroux, as being the very 
finest of their kind. I looked up tMs, and it certainly impressed 
me. Brunetiere’s article on '' Style ” is admirable; also Remy 
de Gouxmont's on Aretino Schwob was in bed, and had 
been there for a month. We discussed the war, and Dickens. 
He stood up for Dickens, and said that, for style, the opening of 
“ Hard Times ” is one of the finest things in English. Of course 
I disagreed. He said that Dickens’s ghost story “ The Signal¬ 
man’", was ' plagiarized ’ from something in Defoe"s essay on 
apparitions, hut much improved. He told me about the 
dinner to Edmund Gosse. Said Gosse was charming, but 
pedantic. 

Wednesday, March 2nd. 

I lyaJked a good deal yesterday: extremely cold. I called in 
at the Petit Palais and saw some good things that I had not 
noticed before. I was in search of ideas for the continental 
part of “ A Great Man "h But I could not keep my mind off 
the serious novel wMch is to make a third to “ Anna ” and 
“ Leonora I thought of a fine name for the title : “ Cariotta 

About six o’clock, after useless efforts all day, I got the leading 
idea wMch I wanted for ''A Great. Man”. In the evening, 
concert. Quartets of Brahms and Beethoven, and songs by 
Brahms, S^umann, and S'.chuhert. ., Full house. The affair w.as 
^ R. Cotgrave*s Frencli-EiigEsli Dictionary was pubEslied m 1650 , 
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most inspiriting. Again I cotad not keep my thonghts off ‘ Car- 
lotta ’ {as I shall now call it), and it seems that after all I rnay 
do this book before I do “ The History of Two Old Women k 
. . . This morning, snow. 

Thursday, March y'd. 

I resumed “ A Great Man to-day. 

Monday, March yfh. 

The Davrays dined with me last night at the Hippodrome, m 
afterwards we went to the Grand Cafe. He gave me sund^ 
particulars about the French dinner to Edmund Gosse, and said 
that Gosse's speech (which he, Davray, translated mto Frenm 
for him) was simply admirable and was contmually mteirapted, 
at every sentence, by applause. Schwob’s speech m English 

was also very good, he said. , t -v 

Gosse received the offer of his appointment to the Libranan- 
ship of the House of Lords on the very morning of the banquet. 
So Davrav said, Gosse told him. Davray saw the letter offemg 
the appointment, from Sir_ Henry Loundes Graham, and said it 

was extraordinarily flattering. 

Davray gave me a new instance of pohteness. At some 
Fntrlkh house a foreigner called (nation^ty obscure, I forget, 
something small) wearing what looked like an overcoat. Ine 
hostess urged him to take it off; said it was the custom etc. He 
took it off, and appeared in his shirt-sleeves. Consternation of 
the hostess, especially as other guests were ei^ected. Pre¬ 
sently Laurence Housman came in and was advised pnvately 
of the situation. Housman took off his own coat, and sat down 
also in his shirt-sleeves ; then complained of the cold, md 
demanded from his hostess permission to resume his coat; the 

foreigner followed his example. , • t 

“ C’etait tres fin,” commented Davray. After this i was 
surprised to learn that Housman spoke no French at aH. It 
seemed to me, somehow, that a man capable of that ought to be 

a perfect French scholar. ^ j: -c- r i. 

I had great ideas this last day or two of a chart of Engteh 
literature, chronological; divided in coloured sections showmg 
different groups such as poetry-history, drama etc. . . . and 
showing the ‘ contemporaneousness' of authors and works 

1 'TT-io, 'Wi-vA.c!* Tale.’* 
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exactly, TLiis the years, from ' Summer is y-cumen in ' down 
to H. G. Wells would be marked perpendicularly and the ' con¬ 
temporaneousness ^ shown horizontally. It would be possible 
to see at a glance what poetry, history, theology, etc., was being 
produced at the date, say, of “ Tom Jones ’’ and how “ Tom 
Jonesstood with Clarissa, or “ Hamletwith “ The Broken 
Heartand also the ages of the authors at the dates of their 
various works would be automatically perceptible. 

Such a chart would be extremely useful. A month's work, with 
nothing but Chambers “ Encyclop. of English Literature," and 
the '' Diet, of Xat Biog.," would suffice for it. I would try to 
include all the authors dealt with in the former. I seem to see 
myself doing it, for fun, after an illness, or when I was thoroughly 
e^itausted with creative work. 

The weather is now mild and spring like. 

Wednesday, March gtk 

I finished Le Crepuscule des Dieux " yesterday, and was very 
much disappointed in the book. When we were discussing it 
on Sunday night Davray admitted that it ' lacked life'. It also 
lacks construction. The author thought the theme was big, 
and it isn't. It is only royal. The meant-to-be-big scenes, 
such as the attempt to poison the Due, are absolute failures. 
Further, the symbolism of the title, borrowed from Wagner, 
and the use made of Wagner’s opera at the beginning and at the 
end—^these things are too facile. A really great artist would 
not have employed them. Davray said that Bourges’s style was 
such that it was a pleasure to read it. Perhaps so. Never¬ 
theless I do not attach any importance to Elemir Bourges. I 
can see he is one of the ' idols ’ of a group of enthusiasts—such 
as we have now and again in England. 

Concert of the Nouvele Societe Philharmonique last night. 
Beethoven’s 32 variations the principal item, and a lovely violin 
sonata'by Corelli. In Liszt’s Hungarian Rhapsody No. ii, I 
seemed once, for a few seconds, to get a hint of the joy which 
many people find in these compositions. 

Two curious things I have noticed lately. The Societe Pro- 
tectrice des Animaux keeps spare tip-horses all day at the foot 
of the principal inclines in Paris (e.g. rue Notre Dame de Lorette), 
and caimen can employ them for the ascent for one penny. 
Another thing is that, just about now, there is an eruption of 
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women in the street selling all sorts of veils. They cdjrry their 
light gauzy stock in an open umbrella held downwards. 

Thursdayy March xoth. 

I wrote all day yesterday at '' A Great Man3,400 words. 
And I can now see the end of it. With luck I shall finish it on 
Monday. 

I can see at once that '' Les Liaisons Dangereuses is a great 
wnrk. It has the classic truthfulness and sobriety on every 
page. Letter XVIII in which Cecile describes the covert love 
scene between herself and the Chevalier Danceny is a most perfect 
and marvellous rendering of a young girFs feelings. It seemed 
to me to be one of the most beautiful things of the kind I had 
ever read. 

Smtdayy March x'yth. 

I finished “ A Great Man at 11.30 this morning, ha^dng written 
about ten thousand words in the last five days. I am more 
satisfied with it than I thought I should be. I began it with an 
intention merely humorous, but the thing has developed into 
a rather profound satire. I began the book about the loth 
December ; during two weeks .of the time between then and now 
(Xmas) I put it aside, and during three other weeks I put it 
aside in order to write the play with Eden. So that I have 
been engaged on it nine weeks altogether. It is 60,000 words 
in length, and my eighth novel of one sort or another. 

On Friday and Saturday I had an extremely severe cold in 
the head, but nothing could prevent me from finishing that 
novel. I was in the exact mood for writing, and had all the 
ideas arranged in my head. 

Wednesdayy March iStJu 

I meant to go and see “ L*Etrangere ” at the Franpais on Monday 
night, but was too unwell—a mysterious lassitude. So I bought 

La Petite Roque ” of de Maupassant instead, and came home. 
Yesterday I bought Taine’s Graindorge This book brought 
to a head the ideas which I have had for writing ' impressions' 
of Paris. I find I must write something. I can't lie quite 
fafiow. Moreover I have now been in Paris exactly a year, and 
my ideas are becoming defined. So this morning I started a 
hmk of impressions, with an account of, and reflections upon, 
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the openine of the Concerts-BerUoz, which I went to last night. 
It is probable that this book, if I continue with it, wiU reduce 
my joumal to a naked record. I am worried with an idea for 
placing the impressions serially in various papers. 

Fyiday^ Mdfoh tWi, 

Yesterdav morning I received a letter from Whitten asking me 
to discontinue my “ Log Book ” in T.Fs WeeUy in six weeks’ 
time from now. This rather depressed me. I enjoy domg 
these articles, and I shall have to make up the £165 a year by 
other work— probably fiction. So aU my work wffl be fiction. 

Wednesday, March lyrd. 

On Friday night last “ Le Dedale ”, play in 5 acts, by Paul 
Hervieu. I thought this one of the greatest modem plays I 
have ever seen, especially as to the three middle acts. Coristant 
spiritual action of the piece, and constant drama, conflict of 
emotions etc. rising at times to great heights. The famous 
catastrophe of the precipice in the fifth act did not convince 
me; nor was I convinced of the necessity for any such fatal 
tragedy at all. On the other hand the catastrophe may have 
seemed ineffective because I demanded a scenic effect which the 
stage-manager could not realize, or had failed to realize. the 
sense of a dizzy height etc. . . . When one has been extremely 
pleased with a" work one always tries to reason away what one 
fears may be faults. 

On Saturday morning I went down to Les Sablons to stay 
with the Davrays. W’e went for a walk in the forest of Fontaine¬ 
bleau in the afternoon. I noticed on entering this vast forest, 
intersected with glorious roads, a characteristically French sign¬ 
board : “ General instructions for reading the signposts in the 
forest.” The system of signposts seemed to me to be absolutely 
complete. I found the forest quite up to my expectation, but 
bigger. 

On Sunday Dr. Vallee took us to Nemours, a delicious old town 
witb a castle, ramparts, moats, and the Loing; full of wonderful 
¥iews. Ulme and I went to buy cakes and we all bad tea on the 
paYement in front of an inn j while the landlady and another 
woman sat and sewed near by. Seeking the gargon to pay the bill 
I got into a vast kitchen foil of al kinds of curious domestics 
and copper pans. Passing along the street we saw a tailor, old, 
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in black, white hair, and a strangely shaped head, standing at 
the door of his shop. Davray and I both exclaimed at once: 
“ Balzacian 'h Ursnle Mironet'' is laid in Nemours, .and the 
extraordinary veracity of Balzac's descriptions strikes one ever\’-- 
where. His descriptions were not exaggerated. I was enchanted 
with Nemours. We came back to Les Sablons on the great 
Paris-Antibes road, passing from that to the great Paris-Marseilies 
road, stupendous highways both, straight, mterminable, with 
double rows of trees on either side. 

At night music, and that freedom of speech which is one of 
the joys of France 

On Monday Br. Valee took Mme and I to Fontainebleau. The 
Napoleonic suites of rooms and all the others impressed me much. 
Napoleon's bedroom with the cradle of the Roi de Rome and 
its gold guardian angel (much like the angel on the top of Bursiem 
Town Hall) remains in my mind. 


Thursday, March 2^h. 

I have already received more than a hundred pages of proofs 
of “ A Great Man ", and expect to get the rest by the end of 
the week. Yesterday I did nothing but write letters and correct 
various proofs, and do another sketch for my “ Notes on Paris 

Friday, March 2$th. 

I spent a lot of yesterday afternoon in the Louvre picture- 
galeries tr5ing to get into a frame of mind sufficiently large and 
expansive for the creation of the central idea for my sensational 
romance. The chief result was a bad nervous headache, which 
did not, however, prevent me from eating well. I went to bed 
at 10, and had the idea for the ' scene ' of the book in the middle 
of the night. 

Just now I am spending several days in the utmost tranquillity, 
I have gradually seen that my sensational yam must be something 
remarkably out of the common, and that therefore I must take 
the greatest care over the conception. I found that ideas for 
it did not come easily. I did not, however, force them. Then 
I had the idea for the ' scene ' of the book. Then I thought I 
would buy and read Gaboriau's “ Le Crime d’Orcival", of which 
I have heard so much, and see whether that would conduce to 
a ' flow' in me, as Balzac always does. It did, at once. It is, 
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I think, the best elaborate long detective story that I have read. 
It contains much solid and serious stuff, is extremely ingenious 
and wel planned, and has real imagination. I have been reading 
this during the day, and correcting proofs at nights. My sen¬ 
sational work does not and would not in the least resemble 
Gaboriau's, and yet Gaboriau has filled me with big, epic ideas 
for fimdamental plot--exactly what I wanted. The central 
theme must be big, and it will be ; all the rest is mere ingenuity, 
wit, and skiU. I have not yet finished reading the Gaboriau 
book. I read it, and think of nothing, not asking notions to 
come; but they come, and I am obliged to note them down. 
The weather being extremely uncertain I have been unable to 
go out much, and so my existence has been quite extraordinaiily 
placid. I go to bed one night, and then the next night, and there 
seems scarcely five minutes in between. 

Mmtday, April 4 h. 

Unable to write my journal at all these last few days. All ideas 
of writing 'were put out of my head, and so I suffered obscurely 
from that uncomfortable feeling which a person who lives in a 
groove has when he is shifted out of his groove. Godfrey arrived 
on Thursday morning to spend Easter with me. The presence 
of another man always in the flat disturbed me, especially at 
times of dressing and undressing. He has slept badly on the 
sofa bed. Friday afternoon, while I was resting and Godfrey out, 
there was a ring at the door and Webster appeared. He was 
over in Paris to meet a girl named Lavard. He and she came 
to tea on Friday and again on Sunday ; they left this morning. 
We lunched with them at the Hotel Monsigny on Saturday. 

I finished “ Le Crime d'Orcival ” on Thursday, and it leaves 
me with a high respect for Gaboriau. 

WMnesday^ April 6 fK 

*At Home' at Mrs. Ullman's^ yesterday afternoon. Various 
people there: nephew of Whistler, looking rather like Whistler, 
Yery decent. Also Alfred Sutro and his wife. I had a very 
long talk with a disappointed young American actress, very much 

^ George Uliman, a weE-to-do American painter, associate of the Salon, 
had mani^ .Amold Bennett's friend, Miss .Alice. Woods. They aE 
.became very cl;CBe.., friends. 
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disgusted with the world, and another very long talk with the 
wife, or widow, of a scientist. Everybody was American except 
me. Several of the women were pretty with an American pretti¬ 
ness ; but none of them could be called really intelligent except 
the hostess. 

Thursday, April Jih. 

Thinking about my new serial to-day, and got one or two ideas 
after several hours i but I had a cold all over me, and the weather 
was too wet to walk much. 

Moreno sent me an urgent note to go and dine with them. 
Schwob dined in his bed and we dined at a table at the foot 
thereof, while the Chinaman waited, Herz the impresario, had 
asked Moreno and Coquelin Cadet to do a season in London 
together, but he \¥anted a short play, half in French and haii 
in English, to begin the bill, and he wanted it written specially 
for her and C.C. She asked me whether I wnuld write it if Herz 
arranged terms with me. I said I would. Both Moreno and 
Schwob, with their curious sanguine temperaments, seemed to 
regard the aSair as an absolute certainty, but I think it is far 
from that. Herz hasn't even got a theatre in London yet. 
However, I drove with her to her theatre, and left her there, 
and at that moment she seemed certain that all was smooth. 
She was to telephone to Herz this morning and Herz was to 
me, and I was to write the play, and they were to play it, and it 
was to make a great splash, and the season was to be an enormous 
success, and much money was to flow into all pockets. 

Saturday, April gth. 

I went to Schwob's yesterday, and then took Moreno and her 
precious 'griffon beige'. Flip, in a cab to the Gaite Theatre, 
where we saw Henri Herz, and discussed the proposed play for 
Coquelin Cadet's and Moreno's proposed English season. The 
matter seemed to be arranged subject to Herz getting a London 
theatre. Herz and Morfeo were evidently old friends. It was 
afl ' tu' and ' toiShe cafled him ' mon petit cheri and he 
called her ' ma belle creature '. Very theatrical. I liked him. 
She told me I should. He seemed straight, and rather English 
in affairs of business. The two united to curse M. B., for 
whom they couldn't find adjectives sufficiently bad. It seems 
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he takes aU his mother’s money, with the result that the under¬ 
lings at her theatre are not paid. Moreno gave me a very 
funnv account of how Sarah Bernhardt fooled, and amused 
herself with, an American female versifier whom we both knew, 
who wanted to read to Sarah a drama in verse on the subject 
of Delilali. 

On Siiiiday morning at 9.30 mitten turned up unexpectedly. 

I Iimclieci and dined with, him, and amid acres of interesting talk 
discovered that T.P. was dispensing with my services in order 

to economize. 

A hea\y thunderstorm broke over Paris yesterday and lasted 
from 4 to^ 10 p.m. I was in the Parc Monceau when it began 

with a slight shower only. 

It is extraordinary the terrific npset made by a shower of rain 
in a placid park peopled by nursemaids, children, mothers, and 
old people. Great excitement over perambulators, mothers 
searching for cabs and driving off with the kid, leaving the poor 
nurse to trudge home in the rain with the empty perambulator ; 
crow^ding under inadequate shelters and so on. ' Maternal 
soldtude' is al over the place. 

Davray called in the afternoon. I did nothing but moon over 
my next book* 

Friday, April 

I dined at the Schwobs. She expressed her entire satisfaction 
with the scenario of the play. He was talking a lot about his 
voyage in the South Seas, on Captain Crawshay's steamer. He 
said Crawshay was a terrific swearer, wdth very conventional 
and proper ideas, and he could only read one author—Washington 
Irving. He could not underst.and the craze for R. L. Stevenson. 
He admitted Stevenson was a man of parts, but stated that Ms 
b€X)ks were impossible. 

I spent the afternoon in the Bois, searching for ideas for the 
book, and I really did find some, wHch contented me. It was 
beautifiiliy warm, indeed hot; but close and oppressive towards 
evening, Paris is at its best on these oppressive evenings, when 
afi the caf& axe Ml of crowded languor. I thoroughly enjoyed 
the Joumey by bus and steamer to Schwobs. The voyage from 
the Quai Voltaire to the He St. Louis, just before seven o'clock, 
was extremely impressive. It seemed to me as good as the 
Thanies at, its best. 
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Saturday, April i6tL 

In Claudius Clear’s letter in British Weehly yesterday, I read as 
an actual fact of a case in wMch a man had substituted a wax 
fi^e for a real person in a coiBn. It was just tMs device that 
I invented myself and meant to use in my new serial, I 

shall use it anyhow. It was an immense comcidence th^.! I 
should have read it in British Weekly yesterday, when I was funy 
engaged on the plot. I got the first instalment mto order 

yesterday. 

Tuesday, April i:()th, 

I went to the Concert-BerHoz on Sunday morning. I 
struck by the wonderful cleverness of Saint-Saens. _ It was the 
Algerian Suite, which I knew thoroughly, and yet it seemed to 
appear to me in a new light. I don’t think it is first-lass music 
by any means, but it is wonderful music. I also heard Beet¬ 
hoven’s Eroica. i- i \ 

Yesterday afternoon I went to the Salon (Societe Nationale), 
and though I was exhausted afterwards, I thoroughly enjoyed 
it. The Salon seems to give a perspective of French life evey 
year. I once thought it was on the average no better than the 
R.A.; but it is—a great deal. There is a good de^ of English 
work in it, very distinguished. The virginal simplicity of 
Laverv’s English girls strikes a curious note there, so different 
from mything else. I wanted to write my fuE impressions (not 
artistic, but human), but I saw I could not find time and energy, 
just now when I am beginning a new book. Some tune I will 
cease all creative work for six months, and keep a journal m 
detail of all my impressions. 

Wednesday, April 20th. 

Yesterday I started my new romantic book, “Hugo”,^ with 
great fervour, and much enjoyed the day s work. I hay 
announced to Pinker that it will be infinitely better than the 
" Grand Babylon Hotel ” .• so it will have to be. 

Thursday, April aist. 

I continued to work weU yesterday on “ Hugo ”, in the after¬ 
noon and again late in the evening till 11.30. I went down to 
1 TMs little-known novel, " Hugo; a Fantasia on Modem Themes,” 

was publislied .in 1906 . 
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Montparnasse and had tea with Llrs. Stapley, who had hunted 
up an Empire secretaire for me^ in fact several. Afterwards we 
went to view them. The best one had a mirror at- the back, 
above the smali drawers. I said to the shopwoman that I 
objected to a mirror. " Ah! ” she said. “ But when Madame 

leans over your shoulder while you are writing- 1 '' I bought 

the secretaire and also a clock for 140 francs. 

Friday, April 22 nd. 

Last night. Gluck's 'Mphigenie en Tauride ” at the Opera 
Comique, with Rose Caron as Iphigenie. A beautiful perform¬ 
ance ; a crowded and brilliant house in fact I have never seen 
an audience that I liked better. The whole thing was stupendous. 

I w-orked all yesterday, and my Empire furniture arrived. 

In response to a telegram I went to lunch with Aleister Crowley 
and his ^vife (KeUy's sister) to-day at Paillard's. He had been 
made a ' Khan' in the East, and was wearing a heavhy-jewehed 
red wmstcoat, and the largest ring I ever saw on a human hand. 

I rather liked Mm. He said some brain specialist had told Mm 
that what made a great brain was not the number of facts or 
ideas known, but the number of facts or ideas co-ordinated and 
co-related. I said : '' Of course." 

Wednesday, April 2jth. 

Yesterday when I was in PaiHard's, it occurred to me that the 
difierence between the most excessively chic restaurant and an 
ordinary good one is very slight. Pahlard's has the reputation 
of being the best, or one of the three best in Paris, and therefore 
In the world. Yet it is small, and not in the least luxurious, 
and the waiting is no better than it is elsewhere. The monde 
has no special appearance of smartness. The food was very 
good, and so was the wine. But scarcely appreciably better than 
at Sylvain's, Maire's, or Noel and Peters. And the prices were 
about 25 per cent, dearer than at those other places—^not more. 
In the evening, at a Boulant, I had for 6d. a bifteck and souffle 
potatoes better than wMch could not possibly be obtained any¬ 
where, at no matter what price. When you have thorougMy 
good, wel-flavoured, tender meat, perfectly cooked,—you cannot 
surpass that. 

To-day I finished the final form of the first instalment of 

Hugo It seems good. But my mind has not been at all 
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gay I I should be gayer if aH my friends didn’t hve so 

far off. He St. Louis, Montparnasse, Champs-Elysees, Quai 
Voltaire—they are aU too distant for chance visits. Every 
visit must be arranged beforehand; a nuisance. 

Ffiday^ Apftl 2(^ih. 

I spent the whole of yesterday on the play, “ Christina ”. _ Con- 
structionaUy, I don’t think Eden has improved it. It is pos¬ 
sible he may have spodt the last act through too much clever¬ 
ness. But he has certainly developed the whole thing con¬ 
siderably, and made BarbeUion into a new ‘ stage-type ’. 

With my " Log-Book ” finished, and the play out^^of hand, 

I ought to be able to give myself up almost entirely to “ Hugo . 

Moftday, May 2 nd. 

A crowded and mncli amnsed lionse at Parisiana to see “ Les 

Gaites du Caserne ”, an absolutely fatuous, gross, and stupid 
farce. I supposed that it must be a recognizable caricature of 
barrack life—the people seemed to enjoy it so. _ To me it was_a 
frightful sidelight on the inanity of the said life. I found it 
insupportable, and came out at half-time. 

Thursday, May $th. 

Yesterday afternoon I went to the exhibition of ' Primitifs 
fraii^ais" at the Pavilion Marsan in the Louvre. I was not 
overstnick by the exhibition; what impressed me was the 
colossal interiors of the pavilion, which after al is only a mere 
incident in the Rivoli facade of the Louvre. I also saw one of 
the best dressed women that I ever did see. She was tail, and, 
I think, American. She was wearing a fortune, and in perfect 
taste, too. She set for me a new standard in frocks. 

Just now I am reading the Letters of Horace Walpole, and 
re-reading La Cousine Bette both with great joy., 

Friday, May 6ih. 

Mss Thomasson gave me a dinner at notorious Bohemian 
Restaurant Gamier in the Boul. Raspall, last rdght. Crowded, 
chiefly with Americans. We dined out in the street, fenced 
about by trees in tubs ; and I was introduced to about a milhon 
girls. The food was mediocre—^not so villainous as I had heard, 
the wine was bad, and this morning I had a headache, After- 
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wards at Mss Titomasson's studio, I met Hubert Bland and his 
Liberty-clad young daughter Rosamund. Mrs. Bland ^ was too 
indisposed to come. I also met Sep's friend and champion, 
Bertha Ruck, and some other people. Late, an artist named 

K-came in ; a loud, gross man. He had been dining with 

Johnny Lavery ", and he was full of Johnny Lavery's wonder* 
fui new German model whose portrait is in this year's Salon. 
Told us how she was aged 19, and the rage of Berlin, asked to 
lunch at the Embassies, received 5 proposals in 3 months ; how 
Lavery looked after her, sent her to bed at 9.30 every night; 
how she refused to sit for anyone but Lavery, and would only 
sit even for Mm 2 hours a day, and he had to hire a woman to 
play to her or talk to her the while. 

I left about 11.30. 

To-day I wandered about searching for the final complications 
of instalment 2 of " Hugo I got most of them by 7 p.m. 

Sunday, May Sth, 

I drafted the whole of the second instalment of “ Hugo " yes¬ 
terday, finishing a little after six, and working with difficulty 
through the inception of a liver attack (which culminated tMs 
morning). In the evening, Concert-Berlioz, rather interesting. 
A duet for two flutes with piano, and 3 little pieces for wood¬ 
wind sextet, both by Berlioz. I meant to have heard a Schubert 
Mass at St. Augustin this morning; but too liverish. 

Monday, May gih. 

I dined with Hind,^ who had three hours in Paris, on his way to 
Genoa. He told me that Max Beerbohm lived on the £$ a week 
he got from the Saturday Review. Strange, if true. After a 
great deal of talk about journalism I felt an inclination to go in 
more for journalism. But, as I told Hind, I had contracted an 
almost in^dndble i^fsinclination either to asking for work or to 
do any work that was not directly commissioned beforehand. 

Afterwards, left stranded by Hind at 9.30, I walked down to 
Olympia and saw part of the Austrian comic opera “ Madame 
la iune Although bad, it was not so bad as it might have 
been. It was not absolutely incoherent. Music vulgar. 

^ Well kEowa as a novelist and cMldreii's writer under the name of 
E. Nesbit. , 

^ Lewis Hind. 
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Tuesday, May loth. 

There was a phrase in the newspaper yesterday about the great 
and continual acciimiiiation of unemployed capit.al in Paris . 
Here is an instance, which I know of, of how some people can 
save even in a city where wages are generally low and living is 
generally dear. A widow aged 56, lives alone in a single large 
room in Montrouge, for which she pays 200 francs a year. She 
is a sempstress, and goes out by the day. She is fully employed 
and has often to ' refuse ’ days. Her wages are 3 francs or 3I 
francs and all food. If she does not take dinner m the house 
she gets an extra half franc. In order to net this extra half 
franc she often dines with one of her growm-up daughters. AH 
her clothes she manages to 'make’ out of the sempstress’s 'perks’, 
lawdul or unlawful. She has therefore an income of about 100 
francs a month (for she works Sundays), and practically no 
expenses. I am told she is always buying City of Paris stock 
etc. etc. The thing is typically French. One of her daughters, 
a kreife in quite a smdl way, has saved 8,000 francs in 3 
vears. A son, a picture-restorer, is also continually saving 
money. On the other hand the eldest daughter, a dressmaker, 
with a staff under her, is spendthrift and so is the youngest son, 
just finishing his military term. There must be many families 
like that in Paris, quietly and really prosperous. 

Wednesday, May 11th, 

Mrs. X-telegraphed me to go and dine with her. She has 

got stOl another butler, a bigger fool even than all the others. 
She has been ill with fever, but looks as beautiful as ever. After 
we had exchanged notes on ever5fhing, we began as usual talk¬ 
ing about happiness, unhappiness, and the relations of the 
sexes. She said her life was miserable. I said of course mine 
was. 

Yesterday I sketched out instalment 3 of " Hugo 

There are often signs that the Paris edition of the N.Y. 
Herald is edited by a man wfro has a most peculiar and futile 
sense of the grotesque. This morning there was a reaEy extra¬ 
ordinary sign. Apropos of Stanley’s death,^ the leading article 
was neither more nor less than a brief medical treatise on the 
complaint of which he died. A general treatise, not at all with 
special reference to Stanley I It gave detailed instructions about 

i Six H. M. Stanley, tlie African explorer, had died the previous day. 
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quantities of medicine etc. Yet the news of Stanley's death 
was known early yesterday morning. Even in the news columns 
the subject had not been tackled—merely borrowings from the 
Telegraph, Either the editor had shirked the thing, and in pure 
idiocy had dug up something out of a medical dictionary, or he 
had dug up something out of a medical dictionary from a sheer 
desire to be grotesque and to flout his public. Considering that 
the iV.Y. Herald was the first newspaper to employ Stanley, the 
thing may be regarded as peculiar in the highest degree. 

Thursday^ May laiL 

I walked a good deal about Paris yesterday, arranging instalment 
4 of “ HugoI got down, via the quays, as far as the Luxem¬ 
bourg, and saw the temporary exhibition there of Manet's, 
Monet's, and that school. Manet's Nana" was the chief 
thing. I thought how much more it had aged than the book. 
As a matter of fact I think Manet's conception of Nana " 
rather narrow—^the idea of a man who had not' knocked about' 
enough. The picture would be masterly had he not entitled it 
*‘Nana". 

Then I had tea, and bad tea, on the Boul. St. Michel and 
came home on the omnibus having bought a reproduction of a 
fine sketch by some artist unknown to me for 5 sous. 

At ten p.m. I strolled down to the Folies Marigny. There is 
certainly only one tolerable music-hall in Paris and this is it. 
The performance was rotten, of course, but the audience! 
Crammed, stylish; many women—^some extremely beautiful ; 
many toilettes. I only stayed an hour and walked home. 

To-day I write out the sketch of instalment 4. 

Saturday, May i^h. 

I may now be said to be in the thick of '' Hugo ". I worked at 
Mm an hour in the morning yesterday, an hour in the afternoon, 
and two hours at night, finishing at 12.30. And he has the air 
of being very good. The rest of the time I chiefly wasted, but 
I read a lot of Balzac and Walpole, and contemplated my future. 

The noises of Paris become more and more exasperating as 
summer approaches. A chair-mender who cries every morning 
at 10.30, I should like to destroy; also the parrot who exists 
on a window-sil on the first floor of the next house. The rattle 
of cabs I have grown quite accustomed to. 
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Sunday, May isth. 

,S-came for tea and a literary consultation in the after¬ 

noon. This woman, who has certainly seen the world and men, 
really thinks that she can earn a living by writing short stories— 
and without much delay. Yet she has done practically nothing 
whatever in literature. She arrived here in a highly nervous 
state, owing to a street accident or something, and then she had 
the imprudence to have a heart spasm and a small crisis of ill¬ 
ness. But I walked her off safely at 6.45, and then I dined on 
the terrace of Sylvain's and much enjoyed it. The evening was 
magnificent, and I had a strong desire to write a poem. How¬ 
ever I wrote letters till 11.30. 

Monday, May iStJi. 

The weather continues simply glorious, and all the cage-birds in 
the windo'ws of the maison meublee next door conspire to make 
concerted music. 

I finished the second instalment of “ Hugo yesterday after¬ 
noon, after lunching with C.L. It exhausted me. Then I went 
to view Paris from the top of Montmartre and found all Paris 
there doing the same thing. I went down on to the Boulevard 
after dinner, and began to compose a poem at the Napolitan. 
But it got on my nerves so that I was obliged to leave it and 
come home and write letters. 

Tuesday, May ijth. 

Being disappointed in a rendezvous by women, and Mving 
finished work for the day, I went down to the Salon des Artistes 
Frangais and found it theatrical, depressing and often, repulsive. 
But there were a number of beautiful things there.' Afterwards 
I voyaged on the Seine to Bercy and back, the boats crowded 
with interesting artisans, and the weather suhlime. Miss 
Thomasson, who came up to dine with me, said she considered 
there were as many good things in the old as in the new Salon. 
After dinner she did a night sketch, from the terrace of the Cafe 
Abbaye Theleme in the Place Pigalie. 

Wednesday, May iSth, 

Yesterday was really hot. I had to work in my shirt-sleeves. 
I did so much that in the evening I was exhausted and had to, 
go to bed. 
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I finished “ La Coiisine Betteagain this morning. It is 
magnificent, but there is a ^dld creative rush about it that is 
rather too wild. The trick of leaving out is pushed to its farthest, 
perhaps too far, and though the book is long it contains nothing 
but fundamental stuff. Often, it seems to me, Balzac has not 
given sufficient care to the manufacture of convincing detail. 
He must have been decidedly in a very frenzy of creative impulse 
when he mote it. The scene which remains most clearly in my 
memory is that in which old Hulot comes to Josepha for shelter 
and aid; her part in that has a tremendous brio. Brio is the 
word for the entire book. 

Thursday, May 

To-day '' A Great Man ’’ is published, my sixth published novel, 
and my eighth wnitten novel. My copies of it arrived yesterday. 

I read through most of it in the evening. I thought one or two 
parts were too technical in detail; but on the whole it amused 
me well enough. I was struck by the ease and virtuosity of 
the writing (on that plane of writing) and by the sound construc¬ 
tion. I don't fancy holes can be picked in these aspects of the 
book. But humour is often a matter of opinion. 

Whit-Monday, May 2 yi. 

I have suffered heavily from liver for 4 days. The attack went 
off last night, suddenly, as all such attacks do. I continued to 
work on “ Hugo " except on Friday, when I could do nothing. 
I finished Part I of him last night about ii p.m. I heard dis¬ 
turbingly from Pinker on Friday night that Chatto wanted after 
all to publish Teresa ” and “ Love and Life ", and had bought 
the illustrations for the former.^ For about an hour I was 
nearly telegraphing to Wells that I would go over on Saturday 
to consult him. I couldn’t think of anyone else whose opinion 
in a matter so involved between business and art I really cared 
twopence for. However, I decided to wait till the next morning- 
And by the next morning I had thought of a compromise which 
satisfi^ me and ought to satisfy Chatto. This compromise 
would involve the re-writing of Love and Life ", and I rather 
think I should enjoy doing that, because the fundamental plot 
of it is so good. 

Weather ' showery with bright intervals 
^ ** Teresa of Watling Street was published in October, 1904 , 
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MAY 19~MAY 26, 1904 

On Saturday, the Pilot ceased publication, to my real 
regret. 

Tuesday, May 24th, 

^Irs. Devereux and Ifrs. Laye lunched with me at Sylvain's 
yesterday. “ So youVe started your carriage again ? *’ I said 
to Ilrs. Devereux. Yes,” she said, ” I couldn^t do without 
it. Hang expense,” They had both had the good taste to have 
read my new book and to enjoy it thoroughly. They really have 
a profound sympathy with each other, these sisters. And I like 
to have them side by side and to sit opposite to them. 

Mrs. Devereux said she was at a dinner party the other night 
at which were also W. S. Gilbert and Douglas Straight.^ Straight 
was talking about peculiarities of memory, loss of it, etc. He 
said he could remember incidents when he was in Naples at the 
age of two. But if he was asked where he dined last week he 
couldnT remember. ” No,” said Gilbert. And if you could, 
probably you wouldn’t be able to tell us.” 

Hrs. Laye maintained (not apropos of the above) that men 
didn’t like being made fun of whereas women didn’t mind; she 
said she had been astonished at some men. She told a good 
thing of a very old man on his dying bed giving advice to a 
youngster; ” I’ve had a long life, and it’s been a merry one. 
Take my advice. Make love to every pretty woman you meet. 
And remember, if you get 5 per cent, on your outlay it’s a good 
return.” 

Afterwards we went to the Exposition des Primitifs. I 
enjoyed it much more than I did the first time, partly because 
it really is good, and partly because ]\Irs. Devereux, who is feax- 
Mly keen on primitivism, pointed out qualities to me. By the 
way, I knew she would be keen on Anglada’s decadence at the 
Salon, and she is. 

When they left me I went down to my Empire furniture shop 
in the Boul. Raspail, and bought a book case, a fire screen, a 
suspensoir, and two chairs, which I am eagerly expecting to¬ 
morrow. 

Thursday, May 26th, 

Wells, Whitten and Marriott think that ” A Great Man ” is my 
Ixst book. And Phillpotts is enchanted with it. 

^ Sir Douglas StraigM, editor of tlie Pall Mall Gazette, 1896 - 1909 . 
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Friday, May ayih. 

To-day I am 37. I have lived longer than I shall live. My new 
series begins to appear to-day in the Windsor. My name is not 
on the cover, Anthony Hope's stands there alone. And I am 
37, Comment is needless. 

I have now warned both the Mater and Tertia that I shall 
get married before I am 40. 

Tuesday, May 3xst. 

I went down to Moret on Saturday morning and nearly missed 
the train owing to my servant. I was astonished how, during 
the journey on the Metro, the apprehension of missing the train 
at the Gare de Lyon got on my nerves, though it was a matter 
of no importance as there are plenty of trains. My nerves were 
all raw when I arrived at the Gare, and I was physically ex¬ 
hausted through urging the Metro train to accelerate its move¬ 
ments. When I reached Moret, I found that Davray had mis¬ 
read my letter and had engaged a house for me under the impres¬ 
sion that I was coming for my promised sojourn of a month. 
So that had to be undone. 

In the afternoon I saw the ceremony of the annual Revision 
des chevaux which takes place all over France about this time, 
every horse in France, except certain mares, being at the call of 
the Government for military purposes. It occurred under a tree 
in the open space between the Maine, the church, and Bavray's 
garden. A captain was seated at a small table, and by his side 
the mayor's secretary (the schoolmaster—exactly Mke all village 
schoolmasters, whether in England or France), and a soldier. 
A military vet., another soldier, two gendarmes, and two men 
that looked like gardes champetres were also in the show; also 
a dog that lay under the table. The vet. and another man could 
have done the whole thing easily. Quantities of sheets of paper, 
minutely ruled with millions of lines for statistics, filled the 
table. As each horse of the commune was brought up, the vet. 
looked it over and described it very briefly for the captain to 
write down, and the captain asked questions as to ownership 
etc. At the last moment a young man galloped up on a black 
draught horse, and in answer to some query replied as he slipped 
off the horse: “ C’est un etalon, comme moi." 

The vet. seemed a nice quiet dutiful man, younger than his 
grey hair; he looked as though he had discovered gradually 
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that life mtist be a compromise, after all. He was sad. The 
captain, aged 50 or so, had the narrow, roughly-gay, and intensely 
narrow-minded face of an elderly officer who has failed to rise. 
The whole afiair was eminently French and picturesque too. 

Later, Davray and I walked down to the banks of the Seine, 
which to my astonishment was close by. A beautiful stream, 
broad, and surrounded by fine scenery, and not a pleasure-boat 
in sight. Everywhere, the most superb acacia trees with their 
aphrodisiac smell. Then we went for a walk in the forest. 

On Sunday we messed about, and in the afternoon went to 
a river restaurant (called, of course, ‘ Robinson ) where the 
amoimux of the district forgather and amuse themselves on 
swings. A j>ariie canee of two brothers and two sisters, diverted 
and interested me much i they were so human, and so French, 
and so naive; and the fleeting charm of the girls (neither of 
them pretty) was so soon to fade, and the men were so soon to 
become mature and hite. 

We then w^alked along the canal, and inspected the life of the 
f-anal people. The hovels on the banks, where they live when 
they are in the district, were disgusting. The general landscape, 
viewed at large, and ignoring many small blots, w^as simply superb. 

An TTrigik-h couple (a Liverpool merchant aged 32 and his 
pretty wife aged 24, on their honeymoon) were arrested on 
Saturday for having, or attempting to have, sexual intercourse 
in the Place de I’Archeveche. This struck me as one of the 
funniest examples of crass ‘ Englishness ’ and contempt for 
foreigners that I have ever come across— the funniest. 

Wednesday, June isf. 

Yesterday my femme de menage told me that her husband had 
returned to her, and that they were both going to their native 
district of Auvergne. This origin of ihe femme de menage, I am 
told, explains her singular and astonishing stupidity. _ Yesterday 
she achieved a miracle of stupidity in the way of trying to keep 
milV cool under a jug of cold water,—no doubt to crown her 
career. It would have been an excellent idea for milk-cooling 
if the water had not got into the mflk. 

Thursday, June 2nd 

Neither yesterday nor to-day have I been quite sufficiently 
bursting with health to think seriously of the details of the plot 
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of the second part of Hugo However, I have got the plan 
and the feeF' of it, and also one or two detached episodic 
notions. The weather has been thoroughly wet and rotten. 

I walked dovm to the Louvre in it yesterday, and had a desire 
to commission copies of the Botticelli frescoes on the Barn 
staircase—^in watercolours. It was a great^ day for copyists. I 
saw scores. One old man, who was copying a Raphael head,, 
struck me particularly. He had leaned back against the rail 
to rest for a few minutes. He was old and poor, shabby, rather 
dirty, with shaggy thin grey hair. And he seemed absolutely 
disgusted, hopeless, and feebly bitter. I could not help feeling 
shocked by the sight, for of course this man had started out in 
life with the idea that he was going to succeed as a painter. 

Afterwards I went on to my Empire ” shop and bought two- 
occasional tables, a candlestick, and a flower-glass, all strictly 
Empire. I have now done buying furniture. I only want 
bibelots and things. 

I bade good-bye to my stupid femme de menage this morning. 
She has been here eight months and we have never exchanged 
' general ideas —^not once. 

Friday, June ^rd. 

Some time ago a man named Martin had relations, comme’ 
maquereau, with a courtesan. She found a rich protector, and 
told Martin frankly that she could only see him on the quiet, 
in future, as the rich protector would be jealous. Martin got 
into her apartment, stood behind the door, and struck her dead 
with one blow of a knife in the heart as she entered one night. 
She was only a file, and the affair was considered as a crime 
f assionel, and Martin was acquitted {Doux Pays!). I was told 
yesterday that Martin, handsome and well dressed, frequents 
the Folies-Bergeresand other places, and has relations with other 
women. There are a number of women who are proud to shake 
hands with, to drink with, and to be the mistress of an assassin. 

He killed a woman at one stroke 1 ” In certain circles, Martin 
is the vogue I This is one of the most curious, and yet natural, 
things I have heard about Paris. 

Sunday, June 5th, 

I did collect a few naore ideas yesterday afternoon. Then Miss 
Thomasson came to paint a still-life of some comer of this room, 
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for me to give to the Mater. She talked more than painted, 

but made a good start. , « . 

After diiiiier, we took coffee in tbe Place Planclie, and talked 

there till just eleven o’clock, me getting worse and worse. How¬ 
ever I talked aU the time, explaining at great length my ideas 
on women, sometimes making her laugh at what she considered 
my naive absurdities and then making her suspect that perhaps 
mv absurdities were not so absurd after all. 

Wednesday, June 8 th. 

I got one or two really admirable ideas for “ Hugo ’’ yesterday, 
just as I was recovering from another attack of liver. Miss 
Thomasson came in the afternoon to paint again, and by arrange¬ 
ment I left her here alone for a couple of hours. I went into 
the Parc Monceau to write, and was much preoccupied by the 
spectacle of two English governesses (or nursery-governesses) 
with two small French children, who were both doing everything 
that ought not to be done in the management of a child. Still, 

I expect most children of that class have to struggle through 
the same stupidities and lack of imagination. It is chiefly lack 
of imagination that makes governesses worse than futile. 

Afterwards Miss Thomasson and I went to drive in the Bois, 
and then we dined at Lavenue’s, Montparnasse. A mediocre 
good restaurant. At her studio, later, two Americans came in, 
waistcoatless, and talking very Americanish, “ bully time ” and 
so on. I thought “ What terrible people these young Amencan 
painters are! ” It is a pity that the American accent is abso¬ 
lutely ugly, and not merely strange to our ears. 

Thursday, June <)th. 

I continued slowly to gather ideas yesterday. In the evening 
Rickards arrived. W^e had a tremendous deal to say to each 
other, but we could scarcely begin last night. At first I felt 
rather depressed, as I often do when a long-expected visitor 
comes. There must be some simple explanation of thk, but I 
don’t know what it is. 

Monday, June JSth. 

Lunched with R-chez C. She had taken pains to have a 

lunch more than usually nice. If anyone had told her that she 
was nervous before this young man whom she regards as an 

m 


JOURNAL OF ARNOLD BENNETT 

absolute infant in all really interesting matters, she would have 
laugbed. But she was. She had bought a large new hat, and 
it was nothiag but nervousness that made her suddenly try it 
on me as I sat balanced on the edge of a couch. After discussing 

the really interesting matters for 2 hours, R- left to get 

shaved, or to get a second shave or something. 

We went down to Miss Thomasson's for tea, and sundry most 

interesting persons came in. However, in about an hour R- 

had arranged to spend the following day with Miss Thomasson 
in a river excursion. We were late for dinner because the 
dulest of the visitors failed to perceive, until he was told, that 
he ought to go. 

Tuesday, June 14th. 

I wrote to Sir Douglas Straight the other day to complain of 
a review of " A Great Man ” in the Pall Mall Gazette, It had 
grossly misrepresented the plot, and so I explained my concep¬ 
tion of the negative duties of a reviewer who did not read a 
book. 

Straight's answer is to review the book again, very favourably, 
under the title ''Second Impressions". At the end of the 
review he says, after stating that he has read it twice: " We 
say this the more readily because in first acknowledging the 
book, we recorded what was, after ah, a superficial impression, 
and in making amends now we have said no more than any 
fair-mnided reader wih admit it deserves." This is decidedly 
handsome. But many people will think I am a friend of Straight's 
and that the first review slipped in without his knowledge. 

I finished Walpole's Letters yesterday. To fohow the whole 
of a man's long life like this (the letters stretch over 60 years) 
is quite aSecting. After the naiddle period the letters fall off 
in interest, but towards the end there is a decided renaissance 
both of wit and wisdom. In many letters his character appears 
as really noble and distinguished. On the whole the correspon¬ 
dence has come up to my expectations. 

Sunday, June igth. 

I was thinking the other day, while reading a very sensual love- 
seene in " Le Lys Rouge ", that a novelist never describes the 
deshabille of the.male in. such scenes^; I can't remember an 

^ Snch a scene was afterwards described in “ The Pretty Lady 
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instance where he even hints at it. This shows how incomplete 
' realism ' is. I see no reason why the appearance of the male 
should not be described in a manner to assist the charm of the 
scene. But tradition is decidedly against the practice. 

I drafted the 7th instalment of “ Hugo ’’ yesterday. 

The Uilmans and Rickards dined with me ; Rickards | hour 
late, unman brought out a theory that Wagner, though a 
great man, was essentially vulgar. He characterized as vulgar 
all the stage settings on which Wagner set so much store. I 
would agree as to the “ Ring but not as to the other operas. 
“ Tannhauser '' may be, and is, lovely. So is Tristan He 
said that with the same talent Wagner would have been a much 
fin fir artist had he been English or French ; he was influenced 
by the fundamental German vulgarity. I could see what 
Ti llman meant, but I thought he was chiefly wrong. However, 
he argued very well. 

Later Rickards and I went to the Moulin de la Galette, and 
saw some good dancing. He leaves this afternoon for London. 
Reading '' Le Lys Rouge to-night. The love-scene (Chap. 23) 
in which Therese tries to rid Decharte of his idees noires concern¬ 
ing her absolute fidelity to Mm, is extremely fine in its sensual 
way. It is Just the sort of thing that A. France can do, and it 
atones for much of the ' invertebrate' quality of the book. If 
I can accomplish an3rtHng as good in “ Carlotta ” ^ I ought to 
be satisfied. 

I had idees noires myself to-night. There are certainly times 
when the fact that existence is a choice of evils presents itself 
too clearly. 

I worked from 10 to 6.30 and then dined on the boulevard, 
and went to see '' Cyranowith Moreno as Roxane. It is a 
MgMy elaborate exercise in the obvious, but the verbal and 
structural adroitness of the whole thing is tremendous. It 
amused me; I must say that for Rostand. Moreno was coldly 
distinguished. Her diction and her gestures were exquisite. 
And she had a sore throat and a cough. 

Wednesday, June 22nd. 

After working all day yesterday I went down to Montparnasse 
for dinner, and came across Ifcs. Stapley at the Chat Blanc- 
At least she came across me. She told me how from her window 
^ Subsequently cluistened Sacred and Profane Love 

181 



JOURNAL OF ARNOLD BENNETT 

she had seen workmen emptying vast quantities of bones out 
of a ditch in the Montparnasse Cemetery, mommg after morning. 
She said it must have been either a ‘ potter s field , or some 
part of the Cemetery aUotted to paupers, whose ‘ remains ’ axe 
only given three years. She described the finding of one solitary 
coffin, and how the bottom feU out and a skeleton came to view 
with a few rags of clothes. Her version of these sinister sights, 
as seen at early dawn, was rather effective. Then afterwards 
I went with her to the Cafe des LUas for coffee. And later I 
came across KeUy and others at the Cafe de Versailles, and 
stayed talking some time. The evening outdoor life of Mont¬ 
parnasse, in its circles so exclusively EngHsh and American, 
makes no appeal to me at aU. It seems obviously ^msular^ 
the contented ignorance of these people concerning the real life 

of the citv in which they hve. 

To-day I mote “ Hugo from lo a.m. till 7.15 p.m. and then 
wrote letters from 9.15 p.ni. to midnight. It is a long time 
since I wrote so many words in a day. I have done 10,000 
words of Hugo ” in three days. 

Friday, June 24^/k 

Last night I had a long and very real dream^of a great French 
novelist of the 19th cent, named Valentin Cheri. He was some¬ 
thing in the style of Beyle, but wrote between i860 and 1870. 

I r.aTi no longer remember the names of his best books, but I 
did know them in the dream. And I was astounded to find 
that in all my surveys of French fiction I had invariably for¬ 
gotten Chm. I wondered how soon someone would point out 
the extraordinary and repeated omission and prove that I had 
no business to write about French fiction. Even after I was 
wakened Cheri continued to be real to me and to cause me 
uneasiness on the score of my carelessness and ignorance. And 
it was not tDl I had got up and begim to drink my tea that 
the mists cleared away and I perceived that the whole thing 
was nothing but a dream. I have seldom had a dream more 
real and fuller of circumstantial detail. 

Monday, June zjtk. 

Hind, retumed from his European tour, dined with me last 
night at the HippO'drome. He said he had not talked to any 
one since he saw me last, and that when the tour was about 

182 


JUNE 24-JUNE 27, 1904 

frds thxough lie felt verj^ stale. He had stopped in i8 tows, 
and was mncli struck with Buda Festh, as I expected. 

Afterwards we went to the Moulin de la Galette, and made 
observations to each other about Youth, Desire and so on. 
Nearly al Hind’s ideas are sentimental and wrong, and Ms 
judgements on literature are quite impossible nearly every 
time; but he has a charm. Perhaps it is his naivete—a rare 
enough quality. 

I see at the beginning of this volume I noted an instance of 
the sans-gene —of Montmartre.^ Here is another. On Thursday 
last, at the Restaurant Boulant, a young cocoUe came in with 
two young men and her ^ bonne d tout fuite The bonne was not 
neat or clean, and was in her working dress. They dined all 
together and laughed and talked much. Perhaps it was because 
the domestic cuisine had gone wrong. But more probably the 
cocoUe had only just arrived at the dignity of a bonne and was 
bound to show her off. 

Paris, Monday, June 2']th. 

I had a letter from M. Berquand asking me to go and see him at 
the Hotel Terminus.^ His room was No. 465. I found it with 
the aid of a boy. M. Berquand is getting old. He struck me as 
a man of sincere character, and trustworthy. He said he had 
been mute til the age of 8, and thence til the age of 26 had 
stammered so badly that he was practically incapable of speech, 
and entirely incapable of earning a Iving. He had to be kept 
by his famly. He then studied al the systems, maintained a 
strict slence for 6 months and cured himself in a year. He has 
traveled al over Europe on tours of curing, and has ' orders ’ 
from most European sovereigns. I arranged to go to Aberdeen 
on 1st August. He asked me a lot of questions, and said he was 
quite certain of success in a month or five weeks. In spite of 
the interview mtli him I felt rather depressed than otherwise. 

I went down to Kely’s studio, a very large one, and he showed 
me a lot of Ms work wMch interested me very much. He made 
some good remarks about the present condition of painting. He 
said painters were afraid of making mistakes, afraid of being 
vulgar, and that they never used their eyes in search of material. 
They al painted the same things. He said some artist had said 

1 See page 113 . 

^ This was Bennett’s second attempt to have Ms stammering cured, , 
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to him • “ We paint like governesses I certainly tkonght 
KeEy was doing good and original work, both in landscape and 
portraiture. x4fterwards he took me to dine at the Chat Blanc. 
Stanlaws the creator of the Stanlaws girl was there, a 
terrible American, and also a girl I had previously seen at KeU/s. 
The girl and Stanlaws and the man who was the girl s host threw 
bread at each other, and sang American songs very loudly. It 
was terrible at times. I could not stand such manners and 
customs for long. It is these things that spoil Montparnasse. 
We finished up at the Cafe de Versailles. 

Thursdayy June ^oth, 

I went down last night after dinner to see Mrs. Le Galhenne,^ 
and found she had just been dining with Hind and a Miss Mac¬ 
donald, a beautiful girl whose father and brother are Paris 
correspondents of English papers. We all went out to the 
BouL St. Michel and had coffee at the Cafe Harcourt. An 
enormous crow-d of students and bourgeois, with the orchestra * 
in the centre, and cocottes wandering continuously around the 
circuinference i a warm night. Mrs. Le Gallienne talked to me 
with much freedom about her husband. She said she had found 
she could do nothing more for him, and, as they differed as to 
the desirability of Hfe in New York, she had left him, and they 
corresponded, and so on. She described how charming he 
was when he was charming, and how diverting it was to live 
with such a wayward artistic temperament. There was one 
thing she could say—he had never bored her. However she had 
had enough of the artistic temperament. 

To-day I finished the second part of “ Hugo 

I began to arrange Part III of “ Hugo yesterday, with some 
success. The weather remains warm and splendid. 

Wednesday, July 6th, 

The other evening Mrs. D. said some man had said to her that 
for a first-class man there could be nothing between a cocotte 
and a §^ande dame ; it must be either the one or the other. I 
had heard the saying before. I should say it is very true. The 
only question is whether, for a man ferociously egoist, the 
advantages and disadvantages of the cocotte and of the grande 
dame respectively are not about equal. I think they are. I 
1 Wife of Ricliaxd Le Gallieime. 
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know that when we were dining last night at Marguery’s 
Sking purely personal gossip, I had a feeling of content which 
I should like to have a bit oftener. 

Thursday, July 'jih. , , , 

I took a turn through the Parc Monceau to the Etoile and back 
through the Champs Elysees last night between 9.30 and ii m 
order to clear off a headache. Honest lovemalang in the P 
Monceau. In the Champs Elysees I saw four gwls, aged 14 or less 
—one didn’t seem more than ii or 12, bemg taken about by older 
women for the excitement of senile appetites. Some day soon 
there will be a tremendous outcry concerning procunng ot 
children. The police wiE become suddenly active m arrests 
and then things wiU. settle down again. _ 

There were many pretty and weH-dre^ed women m the 
Champs Elysees sitting patiently on chairs un^r Ike trees 
awaiting some masculine advance. I was astonished how dis¬ 
tinguished some of them were. It was a lovely mght warn and 
starlit. Paris at its most Parisian. The Ughts_ of the al fresco 
music-halls, and the occasional bursts of music and applause 
that came from them, produced an extraordinary effect. 

A fair is preparing on the Boulevard de Chchy. I wand^ed 
in and out among the half-bmlt constructions tte monm^ 
watching the life of this dirty and gipsy-like population which 
wanders from fair to fair. But some of the big roundaboute 
have waggons, vans, and electrical machinery which are truly 
awe-inspiring, and which show how scientific methods and 
scientifically-directed enterprise have changed everythmg except 
the spirit of these undertakiags. 

To-day I drafted loth instalment of “ Hugo . 

Saturday, July gth. 

I went to the Bois yesterday afternoon and had tea at the 
PaviUion Royal. I was finding ideas for “ Hugo ”, but a party 
of women caiie to the next table and ordered tea-wefi-dressed 
mature r«s&s-and stopped me. It is extraordmary how much 

more critical such women are then men. The gargon was aga^nt 
(I had not found him so); the tea was bad, the cakes were bad 
But the women, by dint of not sparing the gargon, got tiie ^ 
that was to be got out of the place. And they gossiped aE the 
time in their cold, pretty, rapid, hard tones. When I left the 
VOL. I. ^^5 ^ 
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place was beginning to be Ml of such parties, with a few men 
here and there. Middle-aged women, weU-dressed, had appoint¬ 
ments to meet each other there. The day was torrid and superb. 
The lake glistened, and the park-men were watering ever 57 where, 
so that there w^as constantly the sight and sound of spirted 
water. A few motors dashing about, and many carriages. 
Everything characteristic of July and the end of the season. I 
walked slowly all the way home, stopping now and then to 
make notes of my ideas as they occurred to me. Before I went 
to bed I had finished '' Hugo '' in my head. 

Sunday, July TOth, 

I went to tea at Mss Thomasson's yesterday and met Hofbauer, 
one of the most famous young painters in Paris to-day. A hand¬ 
some very blond man of about 30, and fuHy aware that he is 
handsome. Vain, and yet charmingly so, and not too much so. 
He spoke scarcely any Enghsh, and had better manners than 
most painters. Afterwards, at the Cafe de Versailles, Kelly told 
me that he was inordinately and devilishly clever, but idle; 
also that his big picture in this year's Salon, “ Coin de BataiHe ", 
bought by the State, was painted quite without models. 

Monday, July 11th. 

Last night I went through the July fair at Montmartre with 
Miss Thomasson. We shot at a shooting gallery. The attendant 
girls w^ere brightly dressed in new pink fluffy frocks, uniformly. 
It seemed as if this detail signified the completion of the pre¬ 
parations for the fair. I have watched its development each 
day for a week—the gradual arrival of shapeless caravans, dirty 
men, and draggled women; the erection of the baroques, the 
emergence of finery, luxurious detail. And last night everything 
was accomplished, and our guns were served to us by da-ms els 
in marvenous pink. We spent 4-I francs in ten minutes. 

Wednesday, July 

I have written 12,500 words of Hugo ” in three days. On 
Monday I utterly exhausted myself in writing between 3 and 
4,000. Yesterday, between 10 a.m. and 12.30 p.m. I wrote 
over 6,000 without much exhaustion. 

The secret is to take a little ' recess ^ every 2 hours at most. 
To-day I wrote 2,500 words between lunch and dinner, and am 

186 


JULY lO-JULY' 14, 1904 

tired I felt I owed myself a prize for all this virtue so I went 
out and bought seven volumes of fiction-d’Amevdly, Balzac, 
de Maupassant. I have long wanted Les Diabohques . 

The Tuly Fair has been in full swmg smce Sunday, md I have 
examined it in detail. Last night I saw a gingerbread stall take 
fire I was within a yard of it, but I watched other people put 
out the flames. The woman in charge behaved ve^ 
the thing was quite finished, and then she nearly famted wMe 
waiting for a glass of eau-de-vie. A stout, heavy, clumsy, ^ 
ro^-eiily-movld woman, shabby-not in the least Parisian 
The entke fair might have been burnt dmvn. But of course 
one gets used to carrying one’s life m one s hand—especially m 

Paris. 

Thursday mornings July I4ih. 

Although I rested weU last night, I heard “usic of the 
each time I wakened, so at 4 a.m. I persuaded myself to get up 
and take a look at it. There was one roundabout gomg m the 
Place Blanche. Everything else was closed. A bright hot 
morning. All the great resiauranis de mat were shut, hut one 
cafe, the Coquet, next to the Cyrano, was open and bad t Jles 
in the street. The stout lady in the cash-desk seemed ]ust ^ 
usual The ‘place’ was thick with serpenfms. A few cabs 
waiting about, and a few idlers like myself. The :women on Ae 
roundabout screamed just as they always do. They did not 
look very tired. There were four on one pig. 

I then went down towards the Opera. I saw that the foot¬ 
paths were swept by women in blue—wi& magnificent canine 
Ld figures. I suppose that is due to the magnificent gest^ 
of the broom. On the Boulevard des Itahens, three of them 
abreast were sweeping the broad frottotr.^ It was a toepight 
. At the Opera a large crowd for the mahnee gratmte had already 
gathered—some hundreds ; policemen to keep order. ^ 

This was the real people-dirty, stinking, brutal, importu¬ 
nate ; the scum ! Nearly aflmen,but just afew women Some 
persons were lying asleep on the pavement. I noticed ^y 
other early-morning items, and fete-day items: such as omni¬ 
buses passing, fuU of policemen in spotless wMte trovers, 
cavalry officer in full splendour walking to his rendezvous 
many people beginning the day’s enjojment on their W 
railwaystations etc., the women dozmg m the newspaper kiosks 
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awaiting the morning papers ; a yontli walking along the middle 
of the road smoking a pipe a yard long; a dnmken man trying 
to get up a fight with a harman concerning a small tricolour which 
he carried. Many bars were open. I returned home at 5.5 and 
wrote this at once. 

Sunday, July njih. 

Yesterday at 7 p.m. after a week of slogging, I finished Hugo 
which I think is my eighth novel. I have got that off my mind 
and now this morning I lose a front tooth, just to be supplied 
with a new worry. 

Thursday, July 2.1st, 

Last night Dr. Mackenzie brought Robert Barr to the Chat 
Blanc. I had not seen him for several years. 

Barr has known most people, including Mark Twain. He 
said Mark told him that his average expenditure was 35,000 
dollars a year, and that once when they got short he and his 
wife went through all the accounts and found the only things 
on which they could economize were Harpe/s Magazine and a 
cheaper doset-paper. He told me he knew of Mark having 
offers of 50,000 dollars for a series of lectures from Pond, and 
52,000 dolars for 52 weekly artides from Hearst of the N.Y, 
Journal, 

Barr gave a lot of his own experiences as a journalist in America, 
which would have been very interesting and amusing if Bairds 
mind had any actual distinction. 

Monday, July 2^th, 

I went down to Davrays on Saturday morning. We had tea at 
' Robinson's' on the river in the afternoon, and I have never 
been hotter than I was when walking there. Towards evening 
we motored with the doctor to Barbizon and dined at " Les 
Channettes A fair dinner, bad wine, and the usual rotten 
sort of crowd of guests that one finds at such a pension. Women 
who are determined to make you perceive that they are old 
habitues of the place and can use it as their own homes, children 
behaving likewise and men merely fatuous. The drive home by 
moonlight, in and out of the forest, especially that part by the 
banks of the .Seine, was wonderful. 
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I have read three stories out of the six iu d’Aurevilly s Les 
Diaboliques They are extremely fine: proud, lofty, Spanish. 
“ La Vengeance d’une femme ” has the best Balzacian rommtic 
quality in it. It reminds one of “El Verdugo”^or “Les 
Maranas ” or “ Les Memoires de deux jeunes manees . These 
“ DiaboHques ” reahy are oses, one can understand why on them 
original publication public opinion should have insisted on their 
being softened down. As a matter of fact only a great artis^ 
can be extremely and revoltingly improper. The achievement 
of the obscene is never the reward of mere perverse audanity. 
D’Aurevilly was a great artist and he decidedly wrote_ a book 
compared to which the average pornographic production m a 
devotional exercise. He is always tremendously distmguished. 
Certainly “ Le Rideau Cramoisi ” and “ Le plus bel am^ de 
Don Juan ” are among the most perfect and most powerful of 

short stories. 


Sandgate, Saturday, July 30th. 

I came here by the 4 o’clock express from_ Paris on Friday. 
Wells and I walked the whole of to-day out in the country and 
lunched off bread and cheese at the second highest “ Kent. 
We talked shop and women most of the day. He told ^ he 
had written a little humorous novel on the lines of " The Wheels 
of Chance ”, and had been trying to persuade Halkett to take 
it for the Pall Mall Magazine. Halkett protested he w^ 
delighted with it personally, but as to his public—weM, the 
‘ range of the story was rather narrow ’. WeUs defended it, and 
instanced Jacobs as a proof that the public did not object to 
narrow range. “ Yes,” said Halkett solemnly, ‘ but Jacobs is 
a humourist.” Wells was evidently very dissatisfied witt his 
position. He talked seriously of gambliag with six months of 
^ time in order to try to do a couple or so of plays that would 
possibly bring in a fortune. He said he wanted £20,000 as a 

capital basis. ^ ™ t>j,. 

I wrote my story "A Dog in the Five Towns for T.Ps 
Weekly Xmas number; finished it Thursday afternoon. 


Sunday, July 3 ^^- 

I had a lot of curious sensations on returning to England after 
an absence of seven months—especially on wakmg up in an 
•Rnpligh house—shaking off France, and readjusting my per- 
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spective of England and finding how fine England was and how 
I was full of sympathy for it, and all that sort of thing. But 
I was too tired and too idle and too busy with WeUs to bother 
about putting them down. Nearly all Wells’s conversation 
would make good table-talk and one has a notion tha t it ought 
not to be wasted; it is so full of ideas and of intellectual radi¬ 
calism. It seems a pity that it should not be gathered up. 
But after all there is a constant supply of it. You might as 
wen be afraid of wasting the water from a brook. I read the 
proofs of ‘‘ The Food of the Gods ” these last two days, and gave 
him my views on it. He was very keen and restless and nervous 
to hear them. 

Talking of education he said there was a particular time in 

human growth when each particular thing should be taught_ 

before which it would be too soon and after which it would be 
too late. 

The Rationalist Press Association would have liked to issue 
a 6 i. edition of " Anticipations However, Watts broke it 
gently to Ylells that God was mentioned several times in 
the book and their subscribers would not like it. “ Of course,” 
said Watts, “I know you only use the word figuratively!” 
“ Not so figuratively as all that,” said Wells. 

Mr. ^d Mrs. Wells gave me between them a history of Gissing’s 
tragedies. Gissing lived connubially with a French woman. 
Wells gave me an account, full of queer details, of how he went 
over to St. Jean de Luz when Gissing was dying. Gissing’s 
mouth had to be wiped out with lemon water, and his body 
sponged over with absolute alcohol. Wells did this. The 
woman was incompetent and stupid. The alcohol gave out, 
and he had to use methylated spirits. There was only one 
towel. One comer had to be used for the mouth-washing, 
another for the methylated spirits business. The comers got 
^ed up. Gissing, delirious, resisted. Then Wells had to 
msMi!, the woman objecting, on handkerchiefs being used; she 
raid me handkerchiefs would get dirty at once—etc. etc. similar 
incrediHe stupidities. 

Mmiay, August i$th. 

I have read " Mark Rutherford ” for the first time, and found it 

good, especialy the style. To-day I finished writing a humorous 
short stoiyr begun, last week. 
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Paris, Sunday, September 2$th, 

Ever since I left Paris I have wanted to come back. I came 
back on Friday and I am satisfied. I think I have never enjoyed 
the return to any place so much before. I could not keep my 
journal in England; there was no calm. And I was too busy 
with the Berquand treatment, which has yet to prove whether 
it will ultimately be a success. 

Monday, September 26th. 

My absence has had the effect of showing me how well I am 
established in Paris. Wherever I go, in restaurants and shops, 
I am recognized and greeted with the warmest cordiality. In 
three places to-day I have been the subject of an ovation. You 
would not get the same treatment in London under any cir¬ 
cumstances. My books and my pictures (a few of each) have 
safely arrived, and I have bought a new bookcase and some 
other things, and I feel much more at home in Paris than ever. 

Wednesday, October Sth, 

My flat is repapered, my books shelved and pictures hung, and 
to-day I resumed my normal daily existence. I wrote about 
3,000 words of the second story in the comic “ Jack Stout 
series. I am just getting over influenza and colds. To-day :also 
I received my fox-terrier pup Fly, and took it to the restaurant 
for dinner. 

I am now certainly settled down in Paris. I was reading in the 
first two volumes of my Journal to-night, and found to my 
astonishment that I began it eight years ago. Some of it is very 

young 'h But it was all enormously interesting, and some of 
it remarkably good. 

I continue with L’Assommoir It is not on the level of 
''Nana''. It seems all very earnest and meticulous. Yet in 
the scene where Gervaise is brought to bed of Nana, described 
wdth, the fullest detail, no mention is made of the presence of 
Gervaise's elder child. But the presence of that child in such 
a small appartement must surely have been a considerable item 
in the ^affak. Also the scene in which Coupeau falls off the roof 
is distressingly forced and clumsy, wdth its artificial ' prepara¬ 
tion h 

My hand trembles as I write; it has trembled all day. .And 
I seem to remember noticing the same tremor very frequently 
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this last few weeks. I certaiiily cannot write my old fine 
hand” 

Sunday, October gth. 

To-night I revised all the stnfi for my book of stories, “ Tales 
of the Five Towns ”, to be published in January. In reading 
over x 4 Letter Home ”, which I must have written about 
1893 J I was a little surprised at the technical skill of it, seeing 
that it was the first story of any real decency that I ever wrote, 
and I W'as not in the least surprised to find it sentimental and 
conventional here and there. However, I only altered one 
word in it. 

Wednesday, October 1.2th. 

I wrote the third ” Jack Stout ” story in two days, finishing it 
last night. It is a bad story well done. 

Tuesday, October 18th. 

Just recovering from a very bad cold. 

I can easily understand the violent prejudices, and the wish 
to be deceived ii peoples when altercations are in progress. I 
want Japan to win ii the war,^ and because I want Japan to wm 
I find myself, in spite of myself, naiaknizing every shred of 
Russian success, and magnif^g every success of Japan. I 
know that my attitude in reading the news is prejudiced, and 
yet I cannot alter it. All I can do is to admit that it is pre¬ 
judiced. 

Wednesday, November 2nd. 

I got so busy finishing " The Adventures of Jack Stout ” before 
F. and F's arrival that I couldnT trouble to make even the 
smallest notes in a journal. Then Frank and Florrie® came, 
and they left on Saturday momiag. On the Monday of their 
arrival (24th) I lost my little dog Fly. I went down to Moret 
on Saturday afternoon and returned yesterday afternoon. I 
liked the country so much that I determined to go there a great 
deal more, and I arranged to have a little first-floor suite in the 

^ Piihlislied in the Yellow Book of 1895 , see p. 6 .. 

® War had broken out between Japan and Russia in Febraary. Russia 
had had a temporary gain at Sha-ho on October 16 . 

■ ® His brother and sister. 
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house of a gardener named Lebert at the rate of 2 frs. a 
day whenever I wanted it. The forest was magnificentiy 
tawny. 

Thursdayj November ^rd, 

I dined with Lewis Hind and Charles Marriott, the author of 

The Columnlast night. Marriott, a youngish-looking man 
with a rosy face and a bald head. Aged 35. He looked as if 
he had been a schoolmaster, and now I come to think of it I 
believe he has. His chief outward characteristic was rawness. 
However, he had the air of being fundamentally decent 
and I liked him. 

Just as I was writing tMs, Marriott called on me. We talked 
about literature and prices, and then went for a walk through 
the upper parts of Montmartre, and then lunched at Boulants. 
I liked him more and more. He had been, not a schoolmaster, 
but a dispenser. 

Friday, November 4ih. 

I saw Liane de Pougy last night for the first time, in a little 
ballet at the Casino de Paris. She still looked young, and, 
though she was too thin, hke Cleo de Merode, I thought her 
better than most Parisians will allow. I mentioned her name 
to Davray and Valee to-day, and they both gufiawed. 

To-day I came down to my new lodgings at Les Sablons. The 
bed-sittingroom is large with a bare polished floor and a portrait 
of Melan^thon (in a fur coat) on the walls. Antoine Lebert 
and his wife, the householders, have lived in Paris 31 years, and 
are retired here. They keep a large garden and grow grapes 
on long walls. Bunches still remain on certain vines which are 
covered with a kind of coarse muslin. 

The rooms face south and the weather is cold and lovely. I 
went for a walk in the forest, which was magnificent, but I felt 
suddenly tired and came back and fell asleep over Butler's The 
Way of all Flesh " in an armchair which at first I had thought 
to be extremely comfortable. 

“ The Way of all Flesh " is exceedingly good in parts. WTim- 
ever the author is satirical he is excellent. And now and then, 
he gets a sudden sharp effect of pathos. He is very careless in 
details of construction, writes without dignity, and has a ten¬ 
dency to moralize at length. But I read the bookwith real zest, 
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which is rare. There is a vast amount of naked truth in the 
hook. 

Saturday, November 

I am very well fixed here. The old couple are so decent, such 
braves gens ; they exhale such an atmosphere of a life's effort 
nearly accomplished. They may he narrow, but they have 
w^orked honestly and lived sanely. They like being praised, as 
all right minded people do. And they are so simple. Imagine 
taking to a garden after 31 years of railway work in Paris 1 

I walked into the forest this morning. There was a foggy mist 
everywhere, and on all sides could be heard the dropping of 
water from the drenched trees. And looking into the depths 
of the forest one could conjure up the magic of ‘'As You Like 
It" and “ Midsummer Night’s Dream ”. At intervals cavalry 
trotted past towards Fontainebleau. One officer read a news¬ 
paper as he trotted along. For the second time in eight days 
the Government was in danger of falling yesterday. 

Davray told me this morning that when a French newspaper 
was unable to live on its own it was bought up by a synfficate 
that exists specially for the purpose of buying moribund dailies. 
This syndicate prints every day one newspaper under various 
titles. Thus the Rappel and the Radical are the same thing 
under two titles. This is done for the sake of keeping the sub¬ 
scribers for a time. 5,000 or 500 subscribers may not be sufficient 
for a paper standing alone, but the syndicate can make such a 
number pay. And they get free passes for everything (and sell 
them). And when an enterprising person wants to start a 
paper he may buy a well-known title, and a list of subscribers 
more or less long, from this syndicate. 

I was thinking tMs morning that the United States Republic 
has substituted an aristocracy of commercial cleverness for the 
old forms of aristocracy. It is said that every man has an equal 
chance in the U.S., and he has. But commercial aptitude, with 
as little honesty as possible, is the only thing that wHl be of use to 
Mm. And everything is so arranged that the ‘ risen ’ can trample 
on those who have not risen. 

Tuesday, November SiL 

I went out with Dr. Yallee in his little motor-car yesterday after¬ 
noon. He visited sundry patients of the peasant class. He 
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told me how inexpressibly dirty some of the interiors were which 
he had to visit. Then we went on to Monterean, a little in¬ 
dustrial town where sugar and pottery are manufactured. The 
sole charm of this terribly provincial little town is the rivers 
Yonne and Seine which pass through it. 

It was night when we arrived. He put me down at the prin¬ 
cipal cafe. I put my head inside; the interior was full of 
citizens pla57ing cards and billiards, and of dogs and of smoke. 
I ordered tea on the terrasse. Then I walked with Mm through 
the town: dark, petty, sludgy, typically provincial; one could 
feel that there were no ideas moving in this town. He had lived 
there once for some months and he told me how there was 
nothing there, no movement, no anything. But there existed 
an extraordinary number of pretty girls who "worked in the 
pottery: tMs cheered me somewhat. He said that on Sundays 
the people put on their best clothes and merely walked about 
the streets. Then we crossed the Yonne, an impassively broad 
stream, mysterious in the night. A few steps further and we 
crossed the Seine, much smaller than the Yonne and running 
parallel to it, or nearly so. 

Friday, November iiih. 

Davray told me a curious Mstory about Heran the artist. When 
the latter first came to Paris from Germany he could not speak 
much French and was incapable of inventing the legends for 
his drawings. He did a drawing of a woman and two niggers 
(something he had seen in a cafe) for a small comic weekly, and 
the editor added a legend wMch led to a prosecution for indecency. 
Heran, the editor, and the proprietor were colectively fined 
2,000 francs. That is, each was liable for the whole sum. Heran 
was told that it would be all right and that of course the paper 
would pay. 

Between two and three years afterwards, H^an was sum¬ 
moned out of bed one mommg by two police officers and taken 
to prison. The hour was 7 a.m. He had had no warning of 
any sort. The fine had not been paid. He wired for Davray. 
Davray went to see the “ Receiver of Fines who was sym¬ 
pathetic but said he could do nothing. At length he said he 
would order Keraii's release on payment of 666 fr. 66 centimes, 
and that Heran must then petition the President of the Republic 
to be freed personally from the remainder of the liability. 
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Davray spent several days in collecting the money by means 
of subscriptions from Ms own friends. He told me how when 
he went to Anatole France, Anatole France, after hearing that 
an artist was in prison, would wait to hear no more, but immedi¬ 
ately gave bim some money and sent him off to the next place. 
At length, after very great difficulty, the money was collected, 
and Heran set free. Afterwards, the necessary petition was 
signed by Anatole France, de Heredia, Berthelot, etc. and 
instantly granted. 

I went for another ride, this time exclusively in the Forest, 
with Yallee yesterday afternoon, returning in darkness. I leave 
here to-day. I have been almost happy, and have worked well. 
Quite half of the work on An Angel IJnawares ” we have now 
accomplished. The first act stands complete. I must have 
written 8 or 9,000 wnrds in the week. Further I have got quite 
an insight into modem French poetry. 

Paris, Monday, November 

I spent the whole of yesterday en ville. I went to UUman's 
Sunday morning reception at Ms studio, and foimd some magnifi¬ 
cent pictures, and much praise of my books. 

At 6 o'clock, I left. I went to the Cafe D'Orsay, and had a 
vermouth-cassis, and then I walked all the way by the Seine to 
Schwob's. He was alone, and the Chinese servant had been ill 
and looked sickly. Moreno was away on tour. We were 
intensely glad to see each other and shook hands with both 
right and left hands. He was much better, and Ms interest in 
books had revived. Books were ail over the place and he had 
got a lot of new ones. Ting watched over us while we dined, 
and Schwob gave me the history of his transactions as to plays 
with David Belasco. Then he asked if I cared to go out as the 
carriage was at Ms disposal. The carriage proved to be a 
magnificent Be Dion cab, and I suppose it belongs to Moreno. 
We whirled off to La Scala. It was hot and crowded. 

Schwob said he enjoyed music-halls and frequented them, 
and he certainly enjoyed tMs. Some of the items were very 
gcx>d. He has the habit, wMch one finds in ah sorts of people, 
of imidly but constantly insisting that a thing is good, as if to 
convince himself. If I began by saying that a thing was not 
g(X>d, he at once agreed. His taste, though extremely fiine, is 
capridous ; it is at, the mercy of Ms feelings. 
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He whirled me home in about two minutes. I tremendously 
enjoyed the evening. He was absolutely charming, and Ms 
EngHsh is so good and sure, and he looked so plaintive and in 
need of moral support, with his small figure and Ms pale face, 
and Ms loose clothes, and Ms hat that is always too large for 
Mm. Yet I don’t know anyone who could be more independent 
and pugnacious, morally, than Schwob. I have never seen 
him so, but I know that he would be so if occasion arose. 

Friday, November i 8 th. 

I spent Wednesday evening with Emile Martin He explained 
to me pretty fMly the financial working of Ms club, the Cercle 
de la rue Volnay. It has i,8oo members who pay 150 francs 
each. But the expenses are 600,000 francs a year ; the rent is 
100,000. The deficit is cMefly made up by the club’s profits on 
baccarat. He seemed to be au courant of everything. 

Last Mght. Brieux’s “ La Petite Amie ”, in 3 acts, at the 
Comedie Mondame. It was astonishing how tMs play ' got 
hold ’ of the crowded audience. Tears and violent applause were 
plentiful. It is not a good play, but it is tremendously effective, 
and sometimes extremely true. 

Sunday, November 20th, 

On Friday night I^Irs. Devereux told me a fine retort of a pressing 
lover to a refusing mistress. “ Bah! ” she said. With people 
like you, love only means one thing.” No,” he replied. It 
means twenty things, but it doesn’t mean nineteen.” 

Tuesday, November 22nd, 

Yesterday I finished the second act of '' An Angel Unawares ”. 
The third wiR be very easy to do. So to-day I began to plan 
out in detail the first part of Sacred and Profane Love I 
walked all about Moret tMs morning, and got somewhat lost 
in the forest this afternoon. Then I read S'^viabume. 

The first part of '' Sacred and Profane Love ” is going to be 
entirely magnificent. I outlined the plot to Davray. I don’t 
think he was very struck by it, and he asked whether the British 
public would stand it. However, from a crude outline he had 
nothing upon wMch to judge. 

^ An intimate personal friend of Arnold Bennett, who introduced Mm 
to many aspects of life in Paris .and helped Mm to settle there. 
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came down the legal hour for music had passed, and we were all 
three strack by the ghostly feehng of these merry-go-rounds 
revolving, brilliantly lighted, but quite silent. 

I tried to find a leading idea for the concert scene in “ Sacred 
and Profane Love ”, but could not. I read late, and dreamed 
about the scene all night, and got it all mixed up, and generally 
wasted a vast amount of energy with no result at all. 

Tuesday, November 2 gth. 

Dinner at Mrs. Devereux^s last night. Schwob there. We 
talked a good deal about Meredith, and Schwob showed an 
extraordinary knowledge of the byways of English literature. 
He said Meredith was certainly the son of a tailor, and quoted 
a passage from ” Peter Simple ” where two characters go to 

Meredith the tailor ”, and he said this was George's father. It 
appears that Meredith now talks in a loud voice, but continually 
interrupts the conversation by talking to himself, mere senihty 

^ Herself a weli-Imowii actress as Audrey Ford. 
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of course. He lias ' ataxy' or sometMng of one leg and Bmps 
and always tells any visitor tliat lie had the misfortune to hurt 
his ankle that very morning. Schwob heard this from Oscar 
Wilde and didn’t believe it. However when Schwob called on 
Meredith, sure enough he had hurt his leg that very morning. 
Schwob’s enthusiasm for Meredith’s last book was magnificent. 
He looked ill, but he was in his best form, and speaking beautiful 
English. 

Itirs. Devereux had been to hear the trial of a crime passionel, 
A man had cut his wife’s throat with a razor from ear to ear, but, 
through some fortunate movement of the woman, had only 
severed the skin. '' A close shave 1 ” said Schw^ob at once. I 
could see he was extremely pleased with this really admirable 
comment. He beamed after he had said it. 

I searched after that idea for the concert chapter of “ S. and 
P.L.” all day with no success. I stayed late at Mrs. Devereux’s, 
and then read a lot afterwards, and I didn’t go to bed till nearly 
2. I dreamed of the chapter all night and woke up at 6.30 after 
which I didn’t go to sleep again. To-day, I received the “ Fan¬ 
tasia ” of Chopin from Tertia. This is the clou of the chapter, 
if only I can make it so. 


Wednesday, November yoth. 

I met Emile Martin by appointment at the Palais de Glace 
yesterday. A large circular place : curiously ghostly effect of 
the electric light on the powdery surface of the ice. This is 
evidently the resort of high-class cocottes, rastas, and rich wast¬ 
rels. Some of the women w^ere excessively chic. 

I spent another day yesterday in searching for the idea for 
my next chapter, and I found it towards evening. 


Thursday, December Tst 
I worked yesterday. 

In the evening ' L’Escalade ’ by Maurice Donnay, at the 
Renaissance. This is quite a minor piece, with insufficient 
material, and what material there is, not too wel arranged. It 
is surprising to me how a man like Donnay could let such a 
work go out of the manufactory. Guitry and Brandes were 
magnificent, full of distinction ; Guitry’s son had also his father’s 
distinction. 
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Saturday, December 3rd. 

I dined at the UUjnan's and played Beethoven, Schubert, and 
Grie- mth him. And got up this morning with a peculiax sort 
of a headache. I finished the concert chapter yesterday. 

Sunday, December 4^h. 

Madame Comillier took me to see Madame Debraux yesterday, 
li^ht at the other end of Paris. Immediately she began to talk 
I^'saw again how wonderful she was.^ There was a young poet 
there who was pessimistic and disillusioned to the point of 
being rude, but a good fellow fundamentally. Madame Debraux 
wiped the floor with him in argument. 

I remember that Schwob said at hirs. Devereux^s: “ You 
English care about the end of a play. I mean your cultivated 
opinion. It may end sadly or happily, but the end must be 
good, logical, and strong, if the play is to satisfy you. We 
French are not particular about that. A weak close does^ not 
annoy us if there has been sufidcient good stuff in the play. I 
recognize the truth of this. But how strange that the French, 
so preoccupied with form, should be like that! 

Wednesday, December jih. 

I came down to Les Sablons yesterday. A magnificent tempest 
began about noon and is just now dying. When I went out 
this morning in my big overcoat into the rain and wind, I felt 
how splendid it was to be in the country. Last night was 
absolutely black. I went to have tea with Mrs. Spear and 
found afl her three daughters there. The two eldest, aged 
about 18 and 19, are charming. There are, I suppose, no such 
French girls. The French girl is sacrificed to the French woman 
—and no doubt the French woman is worth the price. I had 
an extraordinarily rich tea of home-made jams and cakes. I 
was very facetious, I donT know why, and I made them laugh 
continuaJly. It is very satisfying and contenting to make young 
girls laugh by simple means. I stayed two hours. 

I went on pretty well with S. and P. Love to-day. 

Saturday, December Toth, 

X—— described the general sensations of being weE drunk as 
munificent, splendid, ‘‘ But he says, ” you mustnT set out 
to get drunk. It must take you unawares."'' He told me that 
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when sober he frequently lost umbrellas, but when drunk never. 
He made a special point of retaining Ms umbrella then in ^ 
hand • it became his cMef concern in life. Once he got badly 
drunk at Maximus. He just had sense enough to take a cab 
to the rooms of a mistress he had then. She received Mm and 
undressed Mm and put him to bed. But he would not; leave 

’’ of Ms umbreha during the process. He passed it irom 
hand to hand as she divested him of his coat, waistcoat and 
shirt, and he took it to bed. And he said : “ She became very 
angry with that umbrella.'' ; 

I was extremely pleased with what I did yesterday oi^ 
and P.L." but when I read part of it this morning my enthusiasm 
was a little damped. 

Wednesday^ December ijsfh, 

I worked at S. and P. Love ” tffl 11.30 Monday night; begin¬ 
ning at 3.30 in the afternoon, and I recommenced early on 
Tuesday and had got to the end of the first part by midday. 
I slept a long time after lunch and woke up with the first head¬ 
ache I have had for months. I went down to Rachilde s recep¬ 
tion at the Mercure de France to meet Davray. He took me 
to an old bookseller's named Lehec, in the rue St. Andre des 
Arts. We could scarcely get into the shop for books. Lehec 
told us he had a hundred thousand; the place smelt of damp 
rsaner. He was an oldish thin man, wearing a hat and a black 



in 1750 and the author made the great snm of £ 10,000 from 
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Davray and I went back to the Mercure and met the usual 
crowd. But Henri de Regnier, tall, thin, grey, severe, and 
looking quite the Norman aristocrat that he is, was there- 
talking to Georgette Leblanc. The latter is decidedly very 
beautiful. Davray told me that to have de Regnier dangling 
his legs from the comer of a table and talking obscenities in his 
/-alTn exquisitely polished way, was a delightful experience. 
Rachilde gave me some madeira which did not arrange my 
deranged stomach. Davray was depressed, so I asked him to 
come and dine with me and Emile Martin. We met Martin at 
the Cafe Riche, where I had an absinthe. I could not judge 
whether or not it did me good. We dined at the Restaurant 
Italien in the Passage des Panaromas: a plain-looking place, 
with a bad atmosphere but a magnificent cuisine and good 
Chianti. We ate enormously, and drank also, and the whole 
bOl was 17 fr. 30. Martin, who is tremendously au courmt, 
puts Notta’s, Laperouse, and this restaurant as the best in 
Paris for a moderate purse. 

Afterwards we didn’t quite know what to do, and Martin 
suggested that we should go down to the Port Maillot and see 
the cafes frequented by chauffeurs and their mistresses. Qa 
nous changeya un .pcu. We went, wandering down through the 
Palais Royal and then taking the Metro. We got a good cafe 
but it was empty, and we saw only one chauffeur and he hadn’t 
a mistress. 

Thursday, December i-S^h. 

I dined at Schwob’s. Moreno had returned. She was dressed 
in black with gold jewellery, and was more captivating than 
ever. I immediately forgot her capriciousness and my small 
grievances against her. She still remains without any pose; 
and she stffL constantly says things of the most extraordinary 
penetration and delicacy. Raphael,^ the Paris correspondent 
of the Referee and the Sketch, was invited to meet me. A pro¬ 
nouncedly Jewish face. Very polite and pleasant. We went 
in Moreno’s car to the Bouffes to see du Bois’s “ Rabelais ”. 
The house was not half full. Moreno left at 10, creeping silently 
out of the box and then having a noisy accident with the door, 
because she had a reciting engagement at Versailles. At the 
end of the second act Schwob said he couldn’t stand any more. 

T J. N. Raphael, journalist and playwright. 
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I couldn’t either, and as Raphael had already seen the piece we 
left. Raphael and I sat in a cafe in the Place Blanche tiU 12.30 
or more talking about London journalism and serializing. 

Sunday, December xSth. 

I finished the last act of “ An Angel Unawares ” this morning. 
Tea at Mrs. Devereux’s on Friday to go on to a concert with 
Mesdames Debraux and Comillier. The former looked more 
beautiful than ever I have seen her. It was a concert given by 
a music mistress in a rez-de-chatisee ; full of women and girls , 
too hot, with a salamandre in full blast. Not bad as a concert 
but too long. I asked Mme Debraux to dine with us on Sunday 
night, but she had another engagement. However, she said 
she would try to break that. I called on her yesterday after¬ 
noon to know what she would do, and after we had talked half 
an hour on books and music, she said “ Eh, bien, je vous donnerm 
la reponse—Oui.” I should have been desolated if she had said 
No. I went to Laperouse on Friday night and dined there and 
ordered the dinner for Sunday. 

On Friday Raphael came to lunch with me. He did the 
reporting of the Dreyfus case at Rennes for the Daily Mail, 
while G. W. Steevens did the descriptive stuff. He astounded 
me by saying that Steevens, after arriving at Rennes with a 
perfectly open mind, came at length firmly to beheve that 
Dreyfus was guilty. 

Monday, December i<)th. 

I sent off the last act of “An Angel Unawares” yesterday 
morning. In the afternoon I went to have tea with Miss 
Thomasson; I was slanging H. as t3^ical of aU that w^ 
most repugnant to me in the Quarter, and a moment afterwards 
he and his wife called in, and outstayed me. I thought that 
H., though insufferable, was perhaps less so than I had 
imagined. 

December s^th. 

I left Paris last Wednesday week, and stayed two_ nights with 
Wells. I read the typescript of the first part of his new novel 
“ The Comet He said that his financial position was_ becom¬ 
ing more and more secure. I came to Burslem on Friday. I 
1 " In the Days of the Comet” was publish^ in 1906 . 
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ought to have gone to PhiUpotts’s to-day, but was stopped by a 
wire yesterday. 

Walking through the town yesterday I saw two clulds’ funerals 
exactly of the same kind; a procession of 5 or 6 pairs of women 
in black with white trimmings; two pairs carried the small oak 
coffin which was covered with wreaths and which they held by 
white cords over their shoulders. Immediately behind the 
coffin, the chief mourners, in one case a man and a woman. The 
coffin occurred about the middle of the procession. These little 
forlorn smug processions ambling towards the cemetery were 
very curious. 



England, Tuesday, January znd. 

Last year I wrote 282,100 words, exclusive of re-wnting. This 
comprises two plays with Eden PhiUpotts 
“ An Angel Unawares ”, the greater part of A Great Man , 
the whole of “ Hugo ”, and one-third of “ Sacred and 
Love” ; also a series of facetious short stones entitled ihe 
Adventures of Jack Stout ” and one other short story. I don t 
think I ever did anything like so much creative work m one year 
I made no particular advance commercially. I had several 
grave disappointments including the result of my visit to Scot¬ 
land," and the result of “ Christina ”, the loss of a dog ^d a 
pocket-book, and the commercial failure of “ A Great ^Man. 
On the other hand the artistic success of “ A Great Man was a 
genuine surprise to me. I firmly decided to marry. 

I came down to Torquay last Friday. Eden and I have 
worked on “ An Angel Unawares ”, and to-morrow it will be 
completely finished. 

Tuesday, January 3rd. 

To-day we put the last touches to the play. I am frankly rather 

optimistic about it. Eden is too, but not frankly. It is the most 
saleable thing I have ever done, either alone or m collaboration. 


Thursday, January 5th. 

I went with Mrs. Phillpotts to tea at the Findlaters. A spmster- 
ish house. A mother aged over 80, rather fee, keen hberM 
politics and the Scottish Church crisis. I hked her. Then the 
Sree daughters. Mora the oldest is the housekeeper, non-hterary 
aged about 43 ; a sort of Cinderella, certainly made ^e of and 
squashed by the other two. The other two are Jane Helen an 
To be cured of stammering. 
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Majj^ aged from 36 to 40, better dressed than Mora, positive 
in their opinions, quiet, refined, and above all things canny. A 
nice Scotch tea with good old silver spoons and admirable 
scones; literature discussed rather from the business side. 

Wednesday, January 11th. 

To-day I recommenced the actual writing of my novel. 

On Wells’s recommendation I have been reading Henry James’s 
” The Ambassadors ”. I have read 150 pages out of 450, and I 
have given it up. It certainly does contain, as WeUs said, some 
wonderful little pictures of Paris, and the Anglo-Saxon colonies 
there. The writing, though difficult, is amazingly adequate. It 
is merely perfect. But I found the plot clumsily managed, and 
a very considerable absence of passionate feeling. I came to the 
conclusion that the book was not quite worth the great trouble of 
reading it. 

Friday, January 2jth, 

I have recovered from a bad attack of influenza—three days in 
bed. AU my work upset. I find I can’t recommence writing 
without a change and I am going to London a week earlier than 
I meant.^ I have read a great deal in Mark Twain’s ''Life on 
the Mississippi ”, a fine amusing, interesting work quite new to 
me. Also Balzac’s ” Rivalites ” with much gusto. 

I went through Frank Beardmore’s works yesterday. The 
throwing was the most interesting. The thrower, a man thick 
and grey with clay, working in a filthy mess, proved to be a 
Town Councfllor of Longton. 

Paris, Monday, February 6th. 

I am now settled down in Pans again. I had five days in Putney 
^d London and practically negotiated the sale of plays to 
Hamson and to Legge, had one talkative evening with several 
men at the flat, md came over here on Friday. The first thing 
I noticed on landing in France was the thin and exiguous " feel ” 
of the folded French newspaper compared to the English. I 
went down to see Mme Bebraux on Saturday evening and found 
her fl anything ra.ther more fine than before; then I dined at 
me That Blanc with the Montparnasse crowd. I lunched with 

eily on Sunday in his new studio up in the heavens ; had tea at 
the Comilliers. , 
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Saturday, February nth. 

Schwob told me tbat when he ardently wanted a book his voice 
always went hoarse in asking the price' of the bookseher. 
bookseller sufficiently acquainted with human nature, he said, 
could take advantage of such a symptom; and some did. He 
instanced Rahir of the Passage des Panoramas whom^ he called 
one of the three greatest booksellers, if not the greatest, in Europe, 
The other two would be Rosenthal of Mumch, and Quaritch, ^ He 
said that he was dining mth M. L. of the Fran9ais the other night. 
She has a wealthy lover and keeps a considerable state. Though 
very ignorant of literature, she has just ' taken to ' collecting 
books, and she described to Mm her feelings when looking at a 
..fine book. They were the same as those of a woman tempted 
by lace, jewels or a man. The desire was imperious and must 
be satisfied. • * . And this in an ignorant woman 1 

Monday night, February igth. 

To-day I really recommenced work and I worked all day. Idle¬ 
ness is a very bad thing indeed for me in every way. 

Tuesday, February 

I went to the new Bal Tabarin last night. I think it is the only 
ball in Paris that is open every night. I saw the famous “ La 
Goulue ” there perched on a Mgh chair at the bar ; a round vulgar, 
rather merry face, looking more like a bonne than a dancer and 
a dompfeuse des lions. With an expenditure of 7 francs on drinks 
with another ex-dancer, I learned something about the life of 
the paid dancers in public balls. They get four francs a night, 
et elles peuvent irouver de hons amis/' said the ex-dancer, whose 
younger sister, a fine big girl with a clear complexion, was. 
dancing the quadrille reoMste on the floor. This sister I was told 
made 5,000 francs besides her pay as a dancer during the short 
season at the Jardin de Paris last ye.ar. 

Thursday, February 16th, 

“ Tristan and Isolde ” at the Opera last night with Mrs. Devereux. 
Everybody and everything thoroughly bad, except Alvarez, and 

even he frequently sang through his nose. 

When I told Mrs. D. how surprised I was to learn from the 
newspaper that A. B. WalHey was married, she said that his 
marriage was one of the cardinal facts of his life. 
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]\Irs. D. said that perhaps I should not at first care very much 
for WaMey; that he united a very broad mind with a good deal 
of superficial conventionality, was prim, precise, very difficult 
to please, and ferociously ironic etc. 

Tuesdayf February 28th, 

While I was lying in bed yesterday morning I read in the Figaro 
that Marcel Schwob had died on Sunday. He dined with me 
on the i6th and seemed vivacious enough. Since then I had 
heard nothing. I lunched with the Davrays yesterday, and 
Davray cried in talking about it. He had just been to the house 
and seen Maurice Schwob. In the evening I received from 
Maurice Schwob, via Philippe Champion, a request that I should 
communicate with MarceFs English friends. Moreno is only 
supposed to arrive in Paris this momiag. I had some excellent 
ideas for “ S. and P. Loveyesterday and Sunday. 

Thursday, March 2nd. 

I went with Raphael to Schwob’s house yesterday morning. We 
arrived late and the cortege had gone ; so we signed our names 
and departed. The concierge, moved, told us that Moreno was 
excessively fatigued and that her brother was “ in the article 
of death ’L This phrase on the lips of a concierge was striking. 

I dined with Raphael at the Cafe Zimmer in the building of the 
Chatelet. 

Raphael told me a good story about Tree, Tree came to 
Paris and went down to the Frangais to demand free tickets. He 
was knocked about from one official to another till he found the 
light one. ‘ A quel titre, monsieur ? ' asked the official. 

Je suis M. Tree,’' said Tree. 

“ Mais k quel titre demandez-vous des billets ? ” 

“ Je suis M. Tree, Tacteur de Londres.” 

'' Ah, vous savez, si nous donnions des billets a tons les acteurs 
de. Londres . . . i " 

Friday, March ^rd. 

Somerset Maugham came up for tea. He has a very calm almost 
lethargic demeanour. He took two cups of tea with pleasure 
and absolutely refused a third; one knew instantly from his 
tone that nothing would induce him to take a third. He ate 
biscuits and gaufrettes very quickly, almost greedily, one after 
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the other without a pause, and then suddenly stopped. He 
smoked two cigarettes furiously, in less time than I smoked one, 
and solidly declined a third. I liked him. He said he had sold 
a play to Liebler through Fred Kerr, on the terms of down, 
and /loo every quarter until they produced it—^in advance of 
roj^aities. I asked him if he liked the Quartier Montparnasse and 
he said, “ Yes ; the atmosphere of it is rather like Oxford.” He 
said that as soon as he could he should spend 3 years in travel. 

Saturday, March ifli. 

Raphael and Co. dined with me at the Place Blanche and then 
we went to the Alhambra, and I was introduced to the manager, 
a young and extremely English man who could scarcely speak 
any French. Houdini (an American) the " handcuff king,” was 
the principal attraction. It appears that this man really has 
a gift for getting out of handcuffs and pickmg locks. He cer¬ 
tainly did some extraordinary things last night—including one 
in which Raphael’s overcoat took a share. _ Raphael told me 
■that Houdini ” had got out of all the principal prisons in^the 
world.” In Germany he challenged the police to put him in a 
cell that he couldn’t escape from. They took the challenge and 
he won. But they denied that he had won (from motives of 
policy). He brought an action against them which lasted three 
years (costs £1,000) and ultimately gained the day. 

Mmday, March x$th, 

I broiigM Kelly down to Les SaMons on Friday. Bavray told 
Mm, in talking about Meredith, that Meredith had told Mm that 
the preface to the Egoist is merely a series of imitations of 
various authors that Meredith knew, one after the other. Mere¬ 
dith read aloud this preface to Bavray, vocally imitating each 
author, and Bavray said the effect was astotmdiag. 

Thursday,, March x^th. 

Yesterday I finished the second part of Sacred and Profane 
Love The book so fax is over 6,000 words longer than I had 
anticipated, and I think the second part is rather "^tter on the 
whole than I expected it would be when I started it. 

I have read Oscar Wilders Intentions and found it really 
very good, better than “ Be Profundis 'L I read in ** The 
Importance of Being Ernest and found, that admirably witty. 
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The French are a stuffy'' nation; but they do hang their 
bedding out of the windows in the morning to air. This is more 
than can be said of the English. 

I go to Paris to-morrow, with some regret. I could easily 
become a countryman completely. 

Saturday, March lUh, 

Kelly gave me a notion for a dramatic situation the other day: 
two people married who find themselves brother and sister. I 
saw I could turn it into a good unprintable short story. While 
I was talking to Davray on Thursday at tea, the thing suddenly 
presented itself to me as a play for the Grand Guignol, and 
changing the conversation abruptly, I told him I had a subject 
for a play for the Grand Guignol. I saw the whole play, in 
two acts, like a flash, and I described it to him. He said; '' We 
ought to do that together.'* At 6.30 I began to write the first 
act. I had to meet Vallee ^ at dinner at 7.30. I worked from 
10,30 to 11.30 p.m., and yesterday for 25 minutes, and I had 
finished a full draft of the first act. I read it to Davray last 
night at the Nouvelle Athenes in the Place Pigalle, and he was 
much struck by it. I propose to write the second act to-day. 
Davray will re-write it in French. I have written it part in 
French, and part in English. 

Sunday, March 19/^. 

I finished the play, Que Faire ? " yesterday afternoon. At 
night I went with Raphael to see Therese Raquin ”, withAimee 
Tessandier as the mother. She was certainly very fine. Most 
of the rest of the performance was ignoble. Raphael, who lives 
in the same house as she does, told me that she started life in 
Bordeaux. The play is a good play spoilt by clumsiness. I 
didn't go to bed till 2 o'clock, and then had to read The Times. 

Tuesday, March 2xst. 

I went to see Docteur L. yesterday. He has a fiat on the en¬ 
tresol in the rue Marboeuf, en plein quartier chic. The door was 
opened by a rather agreeable, but not excessivement cMc, girl, 
who politely picked up a pencil which I dropped. She showed 
me into a fairly spacious waiting-room horribly and character¬ 
istically furnished. A crimson plushy carpet all over the fioor, 
^ His doctor friend at Fontainebleau. 
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a set of chairs and a sofa all in their housses ; a modem Lotds 
XVI table richly gilt and fairly well made, bearing old copies of 
UIllustration and La vie en plein air. A huge lamp-standard in a 
comer; a piano with draped back; a column surmounted by 
a specunen of art-nouveau statuary; to wit a mthered tree, 
with a huge rock near it, the rock cut in the form of a face, as 
big as the tree—^this in bronze. Two pairs of double doors 
heavily draped. Odd statuettes and signed photographs of men. 

The doctor surprised me by appearing through doors where I 
had not expected him. A man about 30, Mrisse, hair and beard 
sticking out; slightly stiff in manner, but improving later. 
Beyond muttering the word Vallee ” he made no reference to 
the extremely empresse introduction ivliich I had to him. He 
evidently sprang from the lower middle-class and was unable to 
rely on his manners. 

He took me into Ms consulting-room, a room more frankly 
and awfully art-nouveau than the waiting-room, but less distres¬ 
sing, because it was all in one scheme and showed some sense 
of design. I soon found that he knew Ms business; but with 
that he proved to be somewhat vain and self-important. He 
vTote out his ordonnance at excessive length, with premierment, 
deuxiemement, troisiemement, and so on. He drew me the design 
of a canule, and he couldn't help referring to that design twice 
afterwards, as it were fishing for praise of Ms ability to draw at 
all. However, he was extremely practical. I should say he 
would be a brute in a hospital, and a brute with women. He 
looked a brate. But in some ways I did not dislike him. He 
is an arriviste, and quite young. 

Friday, March 2^h. 

Yesterday I had the idea of translating Verlaine. I did the 
“ Chanson des Ingonnes ”—rather well, I thought. Anyhow it 
got so into my head, that I was quite unable to proceed with 
the excogitation of my sensational plot for Tillotson's serial. 

I also began to write, or rather sketch out, some ' maxims h 

Monday, March ajth. 

I dined at Mrs. Devereux's last night. Numerous people there, 
including a RoumaMan, Vaschide,^ who is an official specialist 
here in Paris on Experimental Psycholog}^. He told me he was 

^See page 261. 
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thirty. He looked like a free gargon of a pronounced type, and 
I was astounded to hear that he was a married man with a 
family. He seemed rather mad himself, but very interesting. 

After dinner some amateur players came in to do a sort of 
repetition generate of a revue. The jeime premier, had exactly 
the face and bearing that a similar person would have in England, 
but more grace. The reme was amateurish in confection, but 
played with enormous entrain and a good deal of skiU. I was 
not surprised to hear that the jeune premier was famous in ball¬ 
rooms. 

Ks I came home I called at Graffs for a milk, and Raphael 
was there, with Lonergan, of the Daily Telegraph. 

AH last week I devoted myself to the sensational serial and 
succeeded fairly well in planning it out. 

FridayMarch ^ist 

I went around with Vahee last night to see some of his patients. 
One was at Champagne—^what is called a Cite Jardin, built for 
the employes of the Creusot Steel Company. The population 
must certainly be over a thousand, and is probably much more. 
We arrived when it was nearly dark. Vast blocks of houses 
four or five stories high, of dark stone, and fearfully ugly and for¬ 
bidding. A place here and there, and plenty of vacant plots. 
It was extraordinary how a four-or-five-storied block struck one 
as being out of place in the country, where land is plentiful. 
The houses were a cheap imitation of Parisian houses. No 
Mghts on the stairs, no lights in the streets, but windows lighted 
here and there, giving hints of mean interiors. He stopped in a 
narrow street (why narrow I cannot imagine), quite short, 
containing, however, three cafes—all pitchpme and zinc and a 
too cheap simplicity. It was Mi-Careme and the air was full 
of the sounds of uncouth instruments. A little troupe of mas¬ 
quers arrived from the outskirts, where the -large residences of 
&e Creusot managers are, and'passed into a cafe. The whole 
impression was terribly forlorn, ugly, and dispiriting. It was a 
beautiful evening, .with a warm, caressing wind, and flashes of 
Ightning, 

Saiufday, April Mi. 

I saw Mbs Le Quesne yesterday at the Ulhnan’s. I had not 
seen her for about ten years. I should not have known her. 
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She did not know me. In fact she did not even remember 
meeting me. When we went together afterwards to cal on 
l^Irs. Le GalHenne, and Mrs. Le Galienne was away in London, 

I was surprised how eagerly Mss Le Quesne played wdth the 
Le Galienne infant, arranging with her to go into the Luxem¬ 
bourg gardens the next day and so on. She committed the 
usual feminine indiscretion of saying in the child's presence 
that the little thing looked pale etc. 

At night Ms. Devereux dined vdth me at Noel and Peters. 
For the first time in the history of our acquaintance she was 
prompt. At least not prompt, but in front of time. ^ Women 
are never exact. I was exact, and so she had to wait. 

Saturday, April Sik, 

I have been ‘ driven' this week, and have not been able either 
to practise the piano much, or to keep this journal. On Tuesday 
I got all my ideas together for the third instalment of the serial. 
But I dined with Misses Thomasson and Hergersheimer in the 
evening, and Miss Thomasson spent an hour from 7.45 to 8.45 
in her studio, lighted by a single small lamp, in making a mayon¬ 
naise. Consequently the dinner was 75 minutes late, though 
excelent. The mayonnaise succeeded admirably. I ate too 
much of it, and what with this and the dinner being late, 
I had a bilious attack the next day, the first for about a 
year. 

I have had our French play t57pewritten. The typist brought 
it herself this morning. She told me, incidentally, that French 
theatrical managers were very conservative and had a prejudice 
against typewriting. As a matter of fact they are not in the 
least conservative. They are rouiinier, which is not the same 
thing. 

Sunday, April gth, 

Comillier called yesterday morning, and I was telling him about 
a good early picture by Tissot ^ that Ullman had bought for 
200 francs. He said that a long time ago Tissot had a mistress, 
TOth whom he had continued relations for a considerable period. 
He decided to break the liaison, and he wrote one letter to Ms 
mistress, giving her the gentlest possible hint that the affair, 
must ultimately come to an end, and another letter to an intimate 
S. J. S. Tissot, the genre painter.. He died in 1902 . 
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Mend, a man, saying brutally that he was sick of the thing and 
wanted to marry. He mixed the letters up, and the mistress 
received the wrong one. She committed suicide. Tissot was 
deeply affected, regarded himself as her murderer, and became 
ievoL This was really the origin of his journeys to Palestine, 
and the ruin of his art. 

In the evening I went with Ullman to Antoine, and saw Les 
Avarids 'h which is an extremely good sermon, and an extremely 
bad play; and '"La ParisienneI was more enthusiastic 
than ever about the latter. I can recall no portrait of a woman 
which is at once so true and so brilliant. But what a storm it 
would raise in England i I enjoyed myself. And as I walked 
home, I thought how fine Paris was, and that in old age, or even 
earlier, if I quitted it, I should look back on these days and 
perceive that I had been happy. 

Wednesday, April 12th. 

I received Wells's book “A Modem Utopia", and I called in 
at the Cafe de la Paix and read 50 pages of it to the sound of 
music. 

It is the unpleasant people who make the world move, seldom 
the pleasant. 

Tuesday, April i^th. 

It is extraordinary how enthusiastic and graphic Davray always 
becomes when he talks of Oscar Wilde. This afternoon he 
finished an article on him, and at tea began to talk. He re¬ 
counted lots of things. Here is one. After coming out of prison 
Oscar became Mendly with Esterhazy, very friendly. Davray 
protested, and said Esterhazy was a craptde and all sorts of 
things. Oscar agreed. But", he said, I must make my 
society of thieves and assassins now." (This is a translation 
of the French phrase.) '‘If Esterhazy had been innocent I 
should have had nothing to do with him.” 

Gmd Friday, April 21st. 

Yallee dined with me last night. Afterwards the doctor and 
I motored to Fontainebleau. Moonlight in the forest. We 
visited the two cafes chantants of the town, which were like cafes 
ckmtanis are ever5rwhere ; yet rather surprising to find them in 
the midst of the forest. What interested me much more than 

■214 


APRIL 12-MAY 1, 1905 

the singing cocottes was the old, old, ugly women who played the 
piano at each place. Finished women 1 They looked as they 
never could have been young and gay. 

Adolphe Ratte, poet, came in, wearing cordmoy and carrying 
an outlandish dagger-cane. He has grey hair and a seanied 
face. He showed me his last book of stories, which was sticking 
out of Ms pocket. He has actually written some ten volumes 1 
He recited Verlaine and Baudelaire admirably. VaJlee said he 
knew by heart over io,ooo lines of Hugo. 

Thursdayj April 2yth. 

I couldnT concentrate my ideas yesterday. 1 met Miss 
Thomasson at the Salon in the afternoon, and dined with the 
Raphaels at night. It is about a fortnight ago that I began 
to keep a notebook of observations upon women and the rela¬ 
tions of the sexes, and this notebook is and will be apt to take 
things away from this journal. 

Saturday, April 2gih, 

Morrice came and dined with me last night. He is an old hahitue 
of the quarter. And though he had not been here for years, the 
old waiter at the Jouanne tripe-shop, where we diaed excellently, 
remembered him and how he liked his tripe. Morrice plays the 
flute charmingly. He performed Bach, etc. At eleven o'clock 
he said he must go. But he stayed till one o'clock. 

I found bim a most distinguished person, full of right and 
beautiful ideas about nearly everything. He said a number of 
brief things that were like knocking holes into the receptacle 
of Ms philosophy and giving glimpses of the treasure within. 

Monday, May ist. 

On Saturday I dined \¥ith Martin at the Restaurant Italien, and 
then we went to Buffalo Bill. Most lugubrious, for besides bad 
weather there was bad lighting, and little to see. We left almost 
at once and went to the Bal Tabarin in “ the ball of the models 
of the two salons." 

Towards -midni ght there was a colossal crowd. Indeed I have 
never seen such a sight at a ball. A group of middle-aged married 
men on the loose like boys were near to us, and also a group of 
American girls in charge of a man. When the dejdlS^.hegsii it 
was : impossible to move on the ground floor; the air was full of 
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serpeniins, and the band was deafening. The cocoites were 
perhaps not worthy of the occasion. 

I left Martin there at 1.30, after having drunk more champagne 
than was absolutely necessary to sustain life. I got to Les 
Sablons at 12.30, dead. 

Saturday, May i^th. 

The Mandotts left yesterday morning, after an uneventful visit. 
I finished the second part of the “ City of Pleasure ” on Thursday. 
Though I have dined out every night I have found nothing of 
special human interest, except about women, which I record 
elsewhere. I was telling Martin on Wednesday night at the 
Folies-Marigny how depressed I was on Sunday and how to 
cap aJl I suffered horribly from jealousy in the evening, and he 
said: “ Mais qu'est ce que vous voulez ? Qa, c'est la vie ! Mieux 
9a qu'une vide ? Moi, je n'ai jamais ete plus heureux que quand 
je me trouvais malheureux! ” This somewhat profound obser¬ 
vation, exactly agreeing with what I have been preaching for 20 
years past, coming from the son of a pork-butcher, surprised me, 
though I had always known that Martin is a delicate observer 
of himself and of others. I complimented him on it several 
times during the evening, 

Tuesday, May iStK 

Morrice dined with me and stayed till i a.m. He has the joy 
of life in a high degree, and he likes living alone. “ I enjoy 
everything,'’ he said. “ I got up this morning, and I saw an old 
woman walking along, and she was the finest old woman I ever 
did see. She was a magnificent old woman, and I was obhged 
to make a sketch of her. Then there was the marchand dequatre- 
saisons. His cry is so beautiful. I began to enjoy myself imme¬ 
diately I got out of bed. It is a privilege to be alive.” And so on. 

■Thursday, May iSth. 

Miss Thomasson said last night one of those picturesque things 
that only Americans do say. Of a Frenchman whom we know: 

He learnt to dance much more slowly than you do. He’s 
nervous. If you look at him he fancies you are counting his 
1 ^ and I’m sure he thinks he’s got about six.” 

I finished (and began) the 12th instalment of the '' City of 
Pleasure” yesterday. 
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Friday, May 26th. 

At Helene Berthelot's yesterday. A perfect museum of Chinese 
art. I saw some stereoscopic photos of Chinese tortures. They 
made me feel queer, hfme. Berthelot told me a curious thing 
about them. When he took them the young photographer was 
so occupied .with his work that he thought nothing of the scenes 
he was witnessing. But when he developed the negatives and 
printed them and saw what he had witnessed, he fainted. 

Friday, June 2nd, 

I finished the “ City of Pleasure'' on Tuesday morning, being 
heartily sick of it. Everybody is in Paris now, and I have dined 
with friendS' every night for weeks past. I met an operating 
surgeon on Wednesday night who told me a lot of interesting 
things about the mental state and the tricks of surgeons at 
wwk, but I was too idle to write them down. I have, however, 
kept up my notes on women. 

It was with intense pleasure that I turned back to " Sacred 
and Profane Love ” after The City of Pleasure 'h 

Wednesday, June 2isi, 

On Sunday I returned from a sbc-day trip into Auvergne to see 
the Courses Eiiminatohres for the Gordon Bennett Cup. Un¬ 
fortunately, too idle, and too preoccupied with S. and P. L,"' 
to describe my sensations. 

Last night I dmed in the Bob with Ochs,^ the financier, and 
Mrs. and Blanche Devereux. A lovely evening. I found Ochs 
an extremely agreeable and rather iuteligent man—a little 
nervous under his worldliness. I went to his rooms at the Hotel 
du RHn afterwards, and he promised to come up here. 

Monday, July lyih, 

I came down to spend the summer at Les Sablons. I still had 
5,000 w’ords of Sacred and Profane Loveto write, and I 
finished the book yesterday morning before lunch. I wrote the 
third part with less verve than the other two parts, and was 
doubtful of it several times, but, when the thing was quite done 
it seemed to me al right. During the last week or two I was 
unable to thi-nk seriously about anything else, and I couldn't 

^ Adolpli Simon OcUs, American newspaper proprietor, and cMef 
stocMiolder of The New York Times, 
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make notes or keep journals or anything of that kind, though I 
had to worry myself during two days over a suggested alteration 
of the comedy An Angel Unawares 'h Now that the novel is 
done I hope to return to journalising. 

Saturday, July agth. 

Dined last night with Barnard,^ the American sculptor, down on 
the banks of the Doing at Moret. He is doing the sculpture for 
the facade of the Capitol of Pennsylvania—a building i,ooo feet 
long and 450 feet high. Chiefly two enormous groups containing 
33 heroic figures, feeble in sentiment and academic in design. 
What interested me was the intense absorption of the man in 
his work, and his energy. He is a little man with staring black 
eyes (one queer) and the deep strong voice of a very strong man. 
He has a huge old stone bufiding by the river, rather like a 
church but not one; and it was curious to see this statuary for 
an American State being quietly produced here. 

Tuesday, September igth, 

I resumed work last Saturday, after the longest holiday I have 
had since I can remember. Except a few hours’ work on a play, 
I had done no work for over two months. On Saturday, Sunday 
and yesterday I wrote a story called “ The Murder of the Man¬ 
darin 'h and I posted it at once to the t5q)ist. In the evenmg 
I rode over to Marlotte and dined alone with Mrs. Devereux. 

IVIrs. Devereux told me about Frank Harris.^ She said he 
was 43 when she first met him in 1895. He then had a fixed 
idea that he should die at 44. He had a marvellous voice. 
Lamperte offered him 5 years' tuition if he would only study, 
free, and said he would be the greatest bass that ever had been. 
His eloquence was astounding. He made a political speech, 
and was adopted as Conservative candidate for one of the Ridings. 
No dinner party was complete without him, Carlyle had thought 
ve^ highly of him, and this opinion was echoed by a later gener¬ 
ation. Lord R. Churchill thought him the greatest man he had 
ever met. John Walter of The Times believed in him long after 
most others had ceased to do so. 

^ George Grey Barnard has won great fame in America. In addition 
to tlie groups here mentioned, lie executed the huge bronze statue of 
Lincoln in Cincinnati (1,917). 

® He was then 39. He died in 1931, aged 75. 
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He bougM the Saturday Review for £5,000 and sold it for 
£30,000. He was never mean. He was tlie sort of man wlio 
would stab a person in the back and rob Mm of aJl he possessed, 
and then give the entire proceeds to another person. He was 
easily influenced, .and easily into-xicated by his. own eloquence. 
During the Boer War, he was at a luncheon party, and began 
to talk about the sufferings of the Boers in such a manner that 
the entire party, including a general returned from South Africa, 
and anti-Boers to a man, was literaly reduced to tears. Finally 
he burst into tears himself, jumped up and left the house. 

Wilde offered Mm the leading idea of “ Mr. and ]\Irs. 
Daventry^ and he bought it for £100, and afterwards gave 
Wilde two further sums of £50. Harris wrote the play, got it 
produced, and made £4,000 out of it. 

Wednesday, Septemher 20th. 

I have been re-reading Kipling, and thought Without Benefit 
of Clergy'' fine, aU'd yet perhaps not great. Other things pretty 
good, but certainly not great. Also W^iEiam Watson, as to whom 
I am obliged to re\dse my estimate. If he isn’t sometimes a 
great poet, he comes near to being one. And now I am re¬ 
reading "W^Mhelm Meister” after about tw^enty years, 

Wednesday, Septemher 2 yth. 

I finished another.short stor}^ to-day, The Long Lost Uncle ”, 
and sent it off to the typists. I went to Paris on Monday and 
returned yesterday, and again felt very strongly that a few 
months of Paris would suit me, , I read Phillpotts’s new book of 
stories, “ Knock at a Venture ”, and wrote to Mm aboutit to-day, 
and to-day I received a. long letter from Mm about my book. 
His praise is very simple and detailed and notable, but on the 
whole I am inclined to think he doesn’t .like the book as well, as 
** Leonora ”. Altogether I must have written 4,000 words 
to-day. 

Thursday, October $th. 

I came back to Paris 'On Monday, lea^dng Les Sablons in a storm 
of rain,. Tuesday evening I spent at the Standard offices and 
assisted at the telephoning to London, and then I w^ent with 

1 Produced by Mrs. Patrick Campbell, at fhe Royalty Theatre, October; 
25, 1900. 
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iVtkins ^ to a restaurant and watched him eat, and talked solid 
candid sense mth him till 12 p.m. 

Saturday, October ^tK 

Maugham, Kelly and I dined together chez Liseux last night. 
They came in here afterwards, the two of them, and I enjoyed 
them. 

Friday, October lyth. 

J. B. Atkins lunched with me. He told me that Pearson had 
bought the Standard cheap, and that his ambition was to run 
it as a serious organ. When the question of a Paris correspondent 
came up, Guyane, the editor, and Pearson himself each said that 
they had a man in view. Each had Atkins in view. They 
tempted him off the Manchester Guardian by a much higher 
salary than he was getting or could have got there, etc. We had 
a very agreeable luncheon. 

During the last week I have thought persistently over “ Whom 
God Hath Joined'', and have had very good luck in finding 
ideas. So much so that on Tuesday night even, I was able to 
relate the whole plot to Madame Jane. Since then I have begun 
to sketch an outline of the first 30,000 words. 

Saturday, October 21st. 

I wrote the fourth of a series of Five Towns short stories complete 
on Wednesday; nearly 5,000 words. With the result that I had 
a violent colic after dinner, and a bilious attack yesterday. 


Sunday, October 22nd. 

I dined with Raphael and Madame last night. Went to bed ill 
and got up ill. This morning I went to Mrs. Devereux's by 
appointment and was told we had to lunch with Ochs at Chevil- 
lards at the Rond Point. Ochs was waiting for us. Francis de 
Croisset came in, kissed Mrs. Devereux's hand twice in about 
3 minutes and left: a young dandy, very young, and not quite 
quietly dressed. We then, after lunch, went to the Autumn 
Salon just for a quarter of an hour to look at the Rodins. It 
was the first time in my life that Rodin's work has appealed to 

^ J. B. AtHns, a prominent journalist and special correspondent, at 
tiiat time Pans correspondent of the Standard. For many years lie was 
assistant editor and editor of the Spectator. 
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me. Then to the Colonne concert, which was crowded and bad. 
But the No. 2 Brahm’s s^nnphony pleased me very much. After 
the concert Ochs and l\vent for a w^alk along the quays, and 
then he came up here to have tea with me. 

Tuesday, October yisL 

On the previous Friday, after the first performance of Der 
FrcKchntz at the Opera, I met Maugham in the street with 
Violet Hunt and another and much younger girl named Ripley, 
very pretty. I went to Constants with them. The two women 
came and had tea on Saturday. 

Thursday, November and, 

“ Carmen on Tuesday night with J. D. I thought it as fee as 
ever. Yesterday was All Saints’ Day, and I walked in the 
Montmartre Cemeter^u It was rather Hke a City of the Dead. 
Cert.ainly as much a relic of barbarism as an5rthing one is likely 
to see in P.aris, with its tons of flowers and ugly wreaths orna¬ 
menting the most deplorable monuments and houses of copses. 
Vast crowds of people, m.any in black, but not aJl; many, if not 
most, out for an airing: moonstruck crowds before certain 
monstrous mementos of surpassing vulgarity. A very few 
women here and there with moist eyes. A file of soldiers (sea¬ 
soned) at the gates, made to supply the absence of an iron 
railing to separate iacoming from outgoing crowds—and natur¬ 
ally looking stupid. Also policemen and officials. In the street 
flowershops and stalls, and wreath shops and .stalls and quantities 
of cabs. 

At night I went to Calvocoressi’s/ and met Vi^es^ the 
pianist, an extraordinary enthusiast for Russian music and an 
exceedingly fine player. The two first played a duet, and then 
Vignes had the piano to himself. What struck me was^ the toe 
pure quality of the ple.asure we obtained, afl of us, the simplicity 
of the enthusiasm ; and yet what years of cultivation had gone 
to provide it, in all of us. Calvocoressi s mother sat upright, 
on an ordinary cane chair, half bMnd with cataract, and en¬ 
couraged our enthusiasm. I expressed my pleasure. Mais 

^ M D. Caivocoressi, weU-kno'^wi musical, critic and lecturer. He 
subsequently settled in London. Author of “ The Principles and Methods 
of Musical Cri.ticis.ra" (1928), etc. 

2. Ricardo Vignes, one of the leading pianists in Paris. 

221 



JOURNAL OF ARNOLD BENNETT 

croyez-votis que nous ne somines pas heureux comme tout, tous 
ies quatre!'' said Calvocoressi, his face beaming. 

Vignes, having played a piece, would usually turn back the 
pages to find some particular passage and would end by playing 
the whole thing again. When explaining the beauties of pas¬ 
sages while he played them he became quite incomprehensible 
to me, what with his bad accent and his rapidity. Yes, what 
struck me as I came away was the singular “ purity'' of it all, 
the absence of sex, of anything in the nature of an after-taste. 
It reminded me of fine musical evenings in London. 

Sunday, November ^th. 

I finished the seventh and last of my short stories yesterday, and 
have now the prospect of nothing to do but my novel during the 
next four or five months. In that time I ought to be able to 
finish it. 

I dined with Martin last night and at dinner we suddenly had 
the idea of going to hear Risler play five Beethoven sonatas at 
the Sale Pleyel. It worked out excellently, much better than 
a theatre. Then we went down to the Cafe Viennois for drinks, 
on a muddy night, and saw the most awful viveurs and women 
at the cafe. Awful 1 Bald-headed, foul persons 1 

Tuesday, November ^th. 

I have just finished reading “ L'CEuvre It has taken me a 
long time, because I left it in the middle to read Weis's'' Kipps 
What a colossal affair it seems by the side of “ Kipps ", so serious, 
tremendous, and imposing. The middle parts seem rather care¬ 
lessly done; the detal pled up without sufficient attention to 
the form. But the final scene between Claude and Christine— 
the fight between love and art—^is simply magnificent; it moved 
me; it is one of the finest things in Zola. It is overdone, it goes 
farther than the truth; but purposely ; Zola has stepped into 
the heroic in this scene, as he does now and then. A 1 the close 
of the book is most affecting, 

Thursday, November gih. 

Yesterday I formaly began to write Whom God Hath Joined ", 
and at ii p,m. to-night I had written a thousand words. To-day 
I lunched with J. B, Atkins and his wife at their flat in the rue 
des Beles Feulles. A large flat, but with a strange mixture 
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also published by Taucbnitz. It appeared serially in To-day, 
and the second serial rights were bought by Tillotsons. 

I wrote: 

1. The 2nd and 3rd parts of “ Sacred and Profane Love 

2. “ The City of Pleasure ”, a 60,000 serial for Tillotsons. 

3. The first 30,000 words of “ Whom God Hath Joined.” 

4. Eight or ten short stories, all about the Five Towns. 

5. A new series of ” Savoir Vivre ” articles for T.PJs Weekly, 
which began on December ist. Also some articles for the New 
Tribune. 

6. A little French play in two acts, translated by Davray. 
Title : ” Que Faire ? ” 

My total of words was slightly over 200,000, much less than 
usual, but then I took two months clear holiday in the summer. 
On the whole not a satisfactory year. Genuine success seemed 
as usual to delay and postpone itself. But I find that I am much 
less interested in money than Phillpotts and Wells. 
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Thursday, January TMh. 

To-day a contract was definitely fixed np %vitli T.P’s Weekly for 
a serial by PhiUpotts and me at the price of £450. The first 3 
instalments to be delivered by 20th February. 

I bought three books this afternoon, having gone out in very 
bad weather to get theatre seats, and it seemed as if I had 
begun book-coUecting again. I certainly wanted to have some 
books bound, and the idea of fine simple severe bmfegs seized 
hold of me. But one cannot buy bookcases, and bibelots, and 
sterilized plants, and cigars, and jewellery, as I have been domg 
la^teiy—and indulge in bookbinding too. 

Friday, January Tgfh, 

Having no engagement, I went down to dine at the Chat Blan^.* 

Only O’Connor and Stanlaws were in the private room. They 
bad not left Paris for Christmas, and they seemed rather sad 

and bored and deserted. Some general talk about the English 
elections,! but they didn’t know enough to make it sufficiently 
interesting for me, so I turned the chatter on to the transport 
of part of my library from London to Paris. Stanlaws rdated 
his theatrical experiences, and I related mine, which were very 
similar. And then we began to talk about whether pictures that 
were really first class could be got for 500 francs, and the opinion 
seemed to be that they could. We kept on chatting tiU after 
10, when the restaurant was deserted, and then we drifted out 
into the cold squally night. The other two went on to the Cafe 
de Versailles I expect, and I took the electric car and the Metro, 
home, reading Le Temps all the way, though I had “ King John ’ 
in my pocket. 

I'Rie General Election that returned Campbell-Bannenuan and the 

liberals witb. a sweeping majority. 
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Saturday, January 2 ofh. 

After having dined with Raphael on Thursday night, I called 
at the Uweau de iaiac opposite the Opera under the Grand 
Hotel to huy cigars and cigarettes. The paironne, a stoutish 
powdered agreeable woman of 50 or so was in charge, with a 
young girl apparently her daughter. There is also a patron ; 
quite a family affair. '' J'aime beaucoup mes clients/' said the 
patfonne, and one could see that she ^^^’ilove not only her regular 
clients but the whole business. I told her that I called in nearly 
every night to buy a Mexican cigar, and yet she had not recog¬ 
nized me. '' That’s because I’m not here at the time you call,” 
she said, which was true. '' But I’ll come down earlier to see 
you. I shall know you in future.” There was a charming air 
of intimateness about the whole place, despite its extremely 
central position and fluctuating cosmopolitan clientele, and this 
air I noticed for the first time. I also noticed for the first time 
the immense variety of stock which the French Government offers 
to its customers. It appeared that the manufacture of the flat 
Jupiter matches had recommenced, and I bought some for my flat 
matchbox. We have ordered ten thousand,” said thepatronne, 

Sunday, January aSth. 

Late to-night I finished the first instalment of “ The Sinews of 
War ”, as the T.P’s WeeMy serial is to be called, and thought 
it very good. It took me two days’ hard work. George Uilman 
and I dined together at Boivin’s, and had a quite exceptionally 
fine dinner. Then he came here, and I began to play the piano, 
and to my surprise roused him to enthusiasm. He thanked me 
again and again. He left at 11.15, when I wrote the last para¬ 
graphs of the instalment. 

Monday, January zgth. 

After having written my T.P’s W. article to-day I went out for a 
strol through Paris, meaning to reach a bookshop on the Quai 
des Grands Augustins. I went down the Rue Notre Dame de 
Lorette, which I think is the street that pleases me most in 
Paris—and I bought Arsene Houssaye’s “ Souvenirs de Jeunesse ” 
which I have been reading to-night. In the Passage Jouffray 
where I frequently find a book, I found nothing, and when I get 
to the Grands Augustins the italage of the shop was already taken 
inside, it being 6.30. 
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I do enjoy these slow walks through Paris on fine winter after¬ 
noons : crowded pavements, little curiosity shops, and the 
continual interest of women. I walked back to the Chatelet 
station of the Metro, and went to the Concorde and thence 
walked to the Place de I’Opera, stopping at the Trois Quartier 
shop, w’here there are some very nice things. Then I rrent to 
the Standard office, and Raphael came out and dined with me. 

I got home at lo. I have had several days of regular unhurried 
work lately, interspersed with such strolls. I have come to the 
conclusion"that this is as near a regular happiness as I am ever 
likely to get. 

Tuesday, January ^oth. 

I went do^vn, partly on foot and partly by omnibus, to the Quai des 
Grands Augustins. It was a perfect morning. I had the itch 
to buy a book or two, and I gave way to it. I bought, on the Quai, 
the two “ C ar dinal ” books of Halmw^^ a Moliere in two volume 
(Didot), Jouast’s edition of “ Le Mariage de Figaro”, and 
Albert Wolfi’s “ Memoires du Boulevard ”, the whole half bound 
in various calfs, for twelve and half francs. I lunched frugally 
in a comer at Laperouse’s. I read WolH coming home in the 
omnibus, and, in my armchair, “ Madame Cardinal ”. The 
former is amnsing ; the latter is a masterpiece. I felt I had 
thoroughly enjoyed myself. I had also collected my ideas for 
the second ins talm ent of the serial, and between 3.30 and 4.30 
I wrote 500 words of it. 

Friday, February 2nd. 

I went with the two Ullmans to “ Fidelio ” at the Opera Comique, 
last night. The usual slightly hurried dinner and general excite¬ 
ment in order to get seats. And, the seats being got, the usual 
exit before the performance to have a cup of coffee in a neigh¬ 
bouring bar. The usual disgraceful physical conditions of ^e 
seat—^bad air, talkative neighbours, and a very imperfect view 
of the stage. I was inclined to change my opinion of the libretto, 
and to give Beethoven credit for having chosen it not so badly 
after aH. There are situations in it that are heroic, but which 
less fine music might have rendered footling. The constant 
grand beauty of the music is what chiefly affects one in memory 
after the performance. It was a wet and very muddy night. 

1 “ Mme et M. Cardinal ” and “ Res petites Cardinals". 
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Blit we walked home because we had such need of fresh air after 
^he poison of the theatre. 


Thursday, February 8 th. 

I half expected O'Connor to-night—kept the evening free for 
him—^but he did not come. So after some hesitation I deter¬ 
mined to spend it by myself, just to see how I got through with 
it. The restaurant was too full, and the service slow, and I didn't 
enjoy my dinner, and I ate too much, and read the Tribune all 
through. I came home at 9.30, and read a little of Voltaire’s 
Candide ”—I bought a nice edition of his “ Contes ” yesterday, 
half bound, for two francs, and enjoyed it very much. 

Then I meditated on the serial and got one or two notions. I 
was very gloomy at first, but got cheerful about eleven. I tMnk 
I could accustom myself to reading in longer spells, and to 
spending evenings alone fairly comfortably if I tried. 

I am reading George Moore’s “ The Lake ”. It is so smoothly 
written, and so calm and beautiful that I can enjoy reading it 
without even taking in the sense. Frequently I have read hali 
a naa^e without mrasnine- the meaning at all. or trvina to arasD it. 
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in boots on uncaxpeted floors. I asked what the monsieur was 
by profession, and was told that he was manager of a large 
business office, and that he sang at the Opera (presumably in 
the chorus) three times a week. This seemed to me Yeij Parisian,. 

Tuesday, February 20 fh 

Opera masked ball on. Saturday night. The Atkinses supped 
with me at the Place Blanche. We got to the restaurant too 
soon, and found all the waiters asleep in odd comers, and the 
room darkened. It was like going into an enchanted palace. We 
woke it up, and lighted it up, in an instant. By the time we 
left, 12.30, there was a noisy band playing, and a crowd of guests. 

We got to the bal at 12.45. Already an enormous crowd. 
Great cohorts of men in silk hats. I should say the men out¬ 
numbered the women by 5 to i. The people who looked really 
well were the chorus girls etc. from the opera who were thoroughly 
used to fancy dress and knew how to walk and how to dine. 
Outside these, and a few professional men, there was almost no 
fancv dress; but plenty of dominoes. The coup d^cstl in the saUe 
was ^superb, and the orchestras (3) fine and deafening, as they 
ought to be. 

There was, relatively, very little dancing. Not a single weE- 
bred Frenchwoman there, so far as I could see, and ver^’-^ few 
toilettes worth a damn. But the general efiect was dazziingly 
immense. And the cohorts of men, all on t,he look-out for some¬ 
thing nice, seemed to lurch from time to time in one direction or 
another, as crowds do, bodily, and sometimes even to stampede. 
There w’as something undignified in these masses of masculinity. 
The waiters and ouweuses seemed politer and gayer than usual. 
We le,ft at 3.15. Many people had preceded us. 

I was a wreck on Sunday, and the noises of people overhead 
got on my nerves. However I wrote a brief account of the ball 
tor the Standard, rather sardonic, and took it down to the 
office. 

OGonnor dined with me last night. He still slanged Sargent, 
and he said that Renoir was a master. In Iterature, \with. Ms 
usual charming violence, he cursed Conrad's style (very cleverly! 
and was enthusiastic about Thackeray. W e came back here 
and went through a lot of my books. He proved himself at 
once a fairly accomplished bookman. But late in the evening, 
when we were talking about religion, Malthusianism, etc. I' 
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discovered that in some matters Ms ideas were a strange mixture 
of crudity and fineness. 

Thursday, March isL 

To-day I finished one half of the serial The Sinews of War ”, 
and to-morrow it begins to run in T.P’s Weekly. I have kept 
my contract with myself, and the stuff is good of its kind ; but 
I am slightly oven¥orking. I sleep badly and digest not w^eii. 

Wednesday, March aSth, 

I only keep tMs journal sufficiently to prove that I am still not 
keeping it. 

I finished the 17th instalment of “ The Sinews of War ” to-day, 
W'Mch leaves three to do, and this evening, on my return to Paris 
from Moret, I received in a letter from PMilpotts an adumbration 
of the plot for our next serial in collaboration. 

Lately, besides having the influenza, I have been occupied 
in putting my Moret flat into an artistically habitable condition. 
Yesterday morning in a second-hand shop in Moret I found a 
Louis XV commode in carved oak in excellent condition, and 
bought it for 45 fr, without bargaining. I also bought a rather 
\¥om Empire bookcase for 20 fir. Impossible to keep my journal 
wMe I am so preoccupied with the serial and with questions of 
cretomies, carpets, and the arrangement of old furniture and 
purchasing of fresh. 

Sunday, April xst. 

Reception at Mrs. Devereux’s last Thursday. She told a story 

about young H-, wMose father left all his money to build 

churches in uninhabited districts, instead of to Ms relatives. 
Speaking to a professing Christian the son said: ''I wish I had 
3?oiix sure belief in hell.” On being asked why, he replied: 
'' Because I should be certain that my father was there.” 

Last night I was with Martin at the Opera Comique—^the 
third performance of Erlanger's Aphrodite ”—a rotten thing; 
but Mary Garden was good. Miss Gr. told me to-day that there 
was a regular tariff for singers who wanted to make a start at 
the Op^a Comique, It cost 30,000 frs. to appear as ** Carmen ” ; 
cinly 10,000 frs. to appear in '' Lakmd ”, Calve paid 30,000 fir. 
She explained how some of the greatest artists were absolute 
frosts at the beginning. Jean, de Reske was hissed off the stage 
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etc. From tMs slie drew liope for tier own career, as ste quite 
expected to fail at the start. She said that Mary Garden was a 
great success from the first night. The soprano of Charpentier's 
“ Louise broke down suddenly one night (in health I think) 
and Mary Garden was among the audience. She presented her¬ 
self for the role. Carre asked her if she had ever sung with an 
orchestra. She said she had, but it was a lie. Cert.ainly when 
I saw her again last night I was much struck by her ease of 
maimer on the stage. She seemed bom to it. 

Thursday, April 12th, 

I finished the writing of “ The Sinews of War ” on Saturday last. 

Thursday, May ^rd, 

A week last Friday night I went to England, reached Waterloo 
on Saturday morning and Burslem on Saturday afternoon. 

Impossible to make notes. 

I went to have tea with Mrs. G. She said that there were 
things in “ Sacred and Profane Love that she thought no man 
could possibly have known. She asked me how I knew these 
things, and whether women had told me. I said that women 
had not told me those things, and that I merely felt that those 
things must be so. 

I left the mater^s on Thursday m a snowstorm and went to 
London. I hurried ofi to the St. James’s Theatre to see His 
House in Order ”, and found a theatre organized and worked 
with the perfection of a battleship. An air of soldity, richness, 
cleanliness, decorum ; punctuality, short entr’actes general care 
for the public. Such a difference from Parisian theatres. The. 
only t.Mngs that were bad at the St. James’s were the play and 
the acting. The play, which is a great .success, and has been 
seen three times .and written, about three times by Wm. Archer, 
and praised by WalMey and Jo Knight, is most certainly a 
thoroughly pretentious, sentunental, and duH play. It never 
convinces. It is badly conceived in its very essence, and in 
exe.cution the sMlfulness is only episodic. Some trifling passages 
of dialogue are absolutely tme to life, startlingly so. And I can 
only account for them by the supposition that Pinero has over¬ 
heard them and dragged them bodily into the play. Five- 
sixths of the acting was mediocre and worse. And I was struck 
by the funeral gait at which English plays are * taken . 
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However, I enjoyed the whole evening because it was so 
English and I was observing so interestedly the whole time. I 
walked home. 

I left London for Paris on Monday night. I said I would 
be in Paris- for the May Day troubles, and I found nothing but a 
Sunday calm. 

Saturday, May ytK 

To-night, at Antoine^s, ''The Wild Duck^^ An interestiug 
experience, to see how one^s ideas have developed 1 There was 
something,' after all, in the old cry against Ibsen that he was 
parochial. The play still seems clever ; it is sometimes brilliant. 
But it never strikes one as beautiful. And it does seem fearfully 
Norwegian. The symbolism is simply deplorable, even in its 
ingenuity. If anyone had hinted such ideas to me about Ibsen 
15 years ago, I should have accused them disdainfully of an 
inability to appreciate masterpieces. Yet now I ^ pretty well 
convinced that Ibsen is not a writer of masterpieces. And he 
is stagey! He who was supposed to have rejuvenated the 
entire technique of the stage, has become stagey in 15 years I 
I was several times bored by the pla,y, but nevertheless, a most 
interesting evening of historical retrospect. 

Sunday, May 6 th. 

And yet I was thinkin g this morning in bed that perhaps I was 
too hard on Ibsen last night. We owe him a great deal after 
all. He made one of those steps towards realism which alone 
constitute the progress of art. He is very able; he is in no 
sense an amateur, but a thorough expert; and if he doesn't find 
actually much beauty, he shows us where to find it. 

At the Comillier's to-day, some talk of Rodin. Henri Havet 
stated definitely that he was going mad, was in fact mad. Of 
Erotomania. He said also that he did pieces of sculpture and 
then deliberately broke them. 

Someone remarked that an artist had the right after all to 
break up a piece that did not please him, 

“ Yes,” Havet explained, " but not to send it broken to an 
exhibition, in imitation of the Venus de Milo, etc.” A Madame 
N., a very pretty woman, who knew Rodin personally, gave a 
curious experience of his peculiarities. He is in the habit 
of showing Mttle erotic pieces to lady-visitors. He took her to 
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one sudi, a woman seated or bending down, in the middle of a 
plate. “ Le snjet etait .assez clair/' she indicated. 

He asked her what she would call that, by way of a title for 
it. She said politely “ La source de volupte.'' Splendid I ” 
said Rodin, and scratched the title on the plate. The very next 
day her sister was at the studio, and was shown the same piece. 
“ \'^Tiat would you call that ? ” Rodin asked her. The 
Water Fairy/" suggested the sister. “ Splendid !"" said Rodin, 
and wrote the title on the other side of the plate. Someone said 
that he got his titles like that, by asking everyone and then 
choosing the best. 

Comillier said he once sat next to Rodin at lunch, and hap¬ 
pened to say that a certain w^oman w^as not pretty. “ WTiat! 
cried Rodin solemnly. '' It has happened to you sometimes to 
meet a w'oman who was not beautiful ? I have never met a 
woman who was not beautiful.” 

I remembered, then, Rodin"s dictum, published somewhere, 
that ever3rfching on earth is beautiful. With this, in a ivay, I 
agree. 

Thursday, May loth. 

On Monday night, when I was atL"Enfant Cherieby Romain 
Coolus, with Miss Green, I had most distinctly the sensation of 
being shocked. It was in the last act. An old man has been 
abandoned by Hs mistress, who has found another lover. The 
old maii"s daughter tries to get the mistress back for her father, 
as he is mortally struck by,grief. There is a scene between, the 
two women, in which the daughter urges her father"s mistress to 
return to him. “ Look here,” she says, in effect, even if you 
’ can"t go to him altogether, you could surely see Mm one or two 
afternoons a w^eek."" ,I suddenly felt myself shocked; other 
people were in the S:ame case. I can't at the moment remember 
ever having been shocked before. The experience gave me an 
idea of how pious Philistines must often feel, and was therefore 
useful. My being shocked was absurd. At the same time the 
scene was clumsy and bad artistically- Had it been good, 
should, I have been shocked ? 

Sunday, May 

A month ago the French inland postage was altered from to 
I happened to see the notice of the change received as, 
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instructions to tlic postmistress 3.t the locsl post-office 3 .t Lcs 
Sablons. I don't know how many post-offices there are in France, 
but there must be 50,000 at least. This notice was not printed. 
It had been written in violet ink in rather cramped irregular 
calligraphy, and then multiplied on one of the old-fashioned 
hektograph' machines, as we used to call them. At the same 
time as the change of postage, a new carte-lettre at zd, was 
introduced. I asked for one of these cartes-lettres yesterday at 
Les Sablons, but none had yet been received. 

I came down to Les Sablons yesterday. It is summer. The 
garden ful of sun and flowers ; the roads humming with insects. 
The chestnuts in front of the house ' snowing' all the time. 
Bright blue sky, with a border of “ capricious towering " white 
clouds. I walked up to the ' grand entrance ' to the forest this 
morning, and it was so beautiful and so imposing that even 
Henry Ward Beecher’s siEy remark about a tree being finer 
than a cathedral seemed for the moment to be not so idiotic and 
meaningless after aU. 

Thursday, May 24th. 

I finished another section (of 10,000 words) of the divorce novel 
on Monday night, having written it in 8 days. 

I spent this afternoon with Eleanora Green. She told me a 
saying of her little brother who was taken by his mother to see 
the central meat markets: “ Maman, il doit y avoir pas mal 
d'accidents ici." As an unconsciously horrible remark of a 
child's, it wants beating. 

We went to the exhibition of Gustave Moreau's paintings. 
An artist, but not a great painter. Magnificent conceptions of 
literary subjects, well but not adequately treated. His pre¬ 
occupation with the story of Salome is singular. We noticed 
one small painting where Salome was holding the head on a 
charger high up out of the way of a little dog who was yapping 
and leaping after it. Plenty of people in the large stuffy room. 
Then we drove to the Bois to have tea at Armenonville. Vast 
holiday crowds (this being Ascension Day), much dust and 
movement. We walked about the fortifications . 

Friday^. June 

At 5 p.m. on this day in the forest of Fontainebleau I became 
engaged to marry Eleanora. 
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Friday, August yd. 

At II a.m. on this day, at Caniel, my engagement to Eleanora 

was broken off. • -r j 

In tbe meantinie I bad, with the utmost difficnlty, finisbed 

my novel: Wbom God. Hatb Joined . 

FEleven months passed before Arnold Bennett resumed Ms 
diary, the next entry being dated July 19, 1907. He was 
married to Marguerite Soulie at Paris on July 4,1907. Editor.] 
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Les Sdblons, Friday, July xgth. 

I only noticed yesterday that the mark of the aged female 
peasant in this -^age is a cap (I suppose it would be called a 
mob-cap—^but I don’t know what a mob-cap is at all), which 
is drawn very tightly over the head, very tightly indeed. It 
is apparently formed out of a cotton handkerchief, for there are 
the ends of bows to be seen at the top-back of the head and also 
below. These aged creatures are almost without exception 
deformed, chiefly by vast deposits of fat. They wear very 
short skirts (always some shade of blue much washed out) ; 
and, like the majority of peasant women of no matter what age 
in this district, they have exceedingly unpleasant voices. 

But an even more extraordinary specimen of the sex passed 
along the high road last night while we were dining. This was 
an old woman harnessed to a small cart containing merchandise 
that I could not distinguish. On either side of the old woman 
was harnessed a dog about as big as a pointer. An old man 
stalked majestically behind at a distance of several yards, 
carrying a very long staff, and uttering at regular intervals a 
mournful cry of a few syflables which doubtless referred to his 
wares. The woman was, in the accepted phrase, 'little more 
than a brute and there was no doubt about, no concealment of 
it. They did not belong to the district. Probably they toured 
Mke that through a whole department, or several departments, 
and as Madame Bergeret suggested, might be in easy circum- 
stances. 


Talking about eating, Madame Bergeret said that in the Midi 
(neighbourhood of Toulouse specially) there used to be men 
who prided themselves on enormous powers of eating. They 
did not usuafly eat a great deal, but on occasions, when put to 
it, they would perform terrible feats such as consuming a whole 
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turkey. The result sometimes was that they were very ill. 
The method of curing them was to dig a hole in the muck-heap, 
strip the sufferer naked, put him in the hole, and pack him 
tightly with manure up to his neck. The people who did this did 
it with gusto, telling the sufferer what an odious glutton he was. 
The heat generated promoted digestion in a manner almost 
miraculous, and next day the sufferer was perfectly restored. 

Saturday, July 20th. 

There was a repercussion on me last night of the Lever v. Associ¬ 
ated Press libel case. After all, even in an ultraplutocratic 
newspaper office like Hannsworth’s a verdict of £50.000 damages 
must cause some friction, and probably a good deal of mor^ 
suffering on the part of the personnel. The spectacle of Lord 
NorthcMe in a rage is quite human and touching. In my 
present series of articles for the Evening News on buymg a 
librarv, there were two articles praising and blaimng m detail 
various cheap reprints. The first was printed without the least 
comment. Then (the next day) came the Lever verdict against 
the Daily Mail and the Evening News, and last night I received 
a verv apologetic letter giving every reason but the right one 
why the second article should be shortened and modified. One 
phrase in the letter (which was impeccably polite and m good 
taste) struck me as very naive and funny: “ It is almost impos¬ 
sible for one who is outside a newspaper office at the monien 
quite to judge the relative position of affairs.” Je te crms 1 i 
wrote at once and gave them a free hand. 

Yesterday and the day before, in two walks in the forest and 
by the Seine, I constructed completely the first three acts (fom 
scenes) of the play which I am taking from " Anna” for the 
Stage Society. 

Monday, July aand. 

On Saturday morning I walked for two hours in the forest, and 
completely finished the construction of the Five Towns play. 
I saw a big, strong deer that crashed fiercely through thick 
bushes like a stag out of Sir Walter Scott, stood watching me 
some time, and then crashed and crackled off again. Once^I 
sat down to rest on a feUed tree, and a squirrel appeared. It 
bounded to within a few yards of me, then sprang up a tree, 
hung to the bark like a fly for several seconds, and finally ran 
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liigher very rapidly, at tlie same time taking to the side opposite 
to me so that I could not see it. The tree was not a large one 
nor had it either many branches or much foliage, but I 
could not find the squirrel, though I walked round and round 
it and searched most carefully. 

One might well call it a solitude, the forest! Yet at the end 
of a very long avenue one suddenly sees a puff of vapour arise 
and slowly disappear. It is the dust of an automobile flying 
down the Route Nationale which cuts through the centre of the 
forest. 

In pursuance of my new invention of Sunday, I did no work 
of any kind yesterday. I trifled with the art of fllumination, 
and read the greater portion of Jeanne Mami’s Pierre 
Tisserand''—chiefly to please Madame B., who is aunt of the 
author. Some of the dialogue in it is truly admirable. But all 
these novels of sexual sentimentality are altogether too narrow 
in outlook: they lack nobility: they do not arouse a single 
realy fine emotion. This is what there has got to be in “ The 
Old Wives' Tale "—a lofty nobility. I got it now and then 
in ''Whom God Hath Joined", but in the next book I must 
immensely increase the dose. 

During the last day or two both Marguerite and I have definitely 
decided that we prefer living in the country. I had settled that 
we wanted a small chateau^ in this district if possible, where 
there is forest and river and heaps of other scenery. And we 
were to have an auto and a small yacht on the river, and to give 
up the Paris flat: this change was to occur in about two yearn’ 
time when my lease of No. 3 rue d'Aumale would expire. Before 
dinner we went for a walk to St. Mammes where the water was 
busy with great barges. And I had suddenly the great idea of 
abandoning my deep ambition for a sea-going yacht, and having 
a barge as big as their barges, fitted up as a luxurious houseboat, 
with a small motor attached. This would serve as a complete 
moving home in summer, and we could go all over France in it. 
(We should keep the flat.) Indeed we could go all over Europe 
in it. This scheme took hold of me so strongly that I thought 
of nothing else all the evening, and became quite moody. 

Jui^ 23 f£i. . 

I began to see yesterday how my ' fine writing ’ and illuminating 
must develop. I saw that I could only advance with any hope 
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approaching the carpet; and ii there is any certainty in the 
theatrical world at all (which there is not) my Five Towns play 
is assured of production. And yet I do not seem to have any 
real faith in the production of any of these pieces. 

Sunday, July 28th. 

Goethe on the craft of poetry, “ Beware of attempting a large 
work. It is exactly that which injures our best minds, even 
those distinguished by the finest talents and the most earnest 
efforts. I have suffered from this cause and know how much it 
injured me. IVhat have I not let fall into the well ? If I had 
written ah that I weh might, a huncffed volumes might not 
f'nnt ai'n it. The Present will have its rights , the thoughts and 
feelings which daily press upon the poet will and should he 
expressed. But, if you have a great work in your head, nothing 
else thrives near it, all other thoughts are repelled, and the 
pleasantness of life itself is for the time lost. ... If you have 
erred as to the whole, ail your toil is lost; . . . Thus for aH 
his toil and sacrifice the poet gets, instead of reward and pleasure, 
nothing but discomfort and a paralysis of his powers. But if 
he daily seizes the present, and always treats with a freshness of 
feelingwhat is offered to him, he always makes sure of something 
good, and if he sometimes does not succeed, has, at least, lost 
nothing. . . . The world is so great and rich, and life so full 
of variety, that you can never want occasions for poems. But 
they must all be occasional poems ; that is to say, reality must 
give both impulse and material for their production. A par¬ 
ticular case becomes umversal and poetic by the very circum¬ 
stance that it is treated by a poet. All my poems are occasional 
poems, suggested by real life, and having therein a firm found¬ 
ation. I attach no value to poems snatched out of the air.” 
{“' Conversations with Eckermann ”, 1823.) 

The Marriotts came on Friday night. I found I was so excited 
that at dinner I could not eat slowly, and I was indisposed after¬ 
wards. Marriott and I went for a ride yesterday morning, and 
he was most enthusiastic about the countryside. 

I began a poem on Thursday morning. And in the evening I 
was deeply impressed by the extracts from Goethe which I have 
copied out above. Calvocoressi came down for the day yesterday. 
He had just been to London. He said what struck him about 
England, and especially London, was its extraordinary con- 
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vmiience. The same thing strikes me about Paris. He gave 
reasons. I gave reasons. But Hs were better than mine. 

Monday, Jtdy 2gth. 

I spent an hour and a half yesterday morning in vniting four 
lines of verse, and another three-quarters of an hour in sketching 
out four more lines. At this rate, according to my present 
spare time, I should accomphsh one short poem in about six 

weeks. 

Marriott said it was the hottest day he ever remembered. To 
me it was merely hot. I did * fflumiiiatioii all aftemooii.. 

After ■dhmer we walked by the Seine and then up the escarp¬ 
ment to Ezy, "where there was a fete ; at 9.10^ there waS' nobo^ 
there, certrini}^ not more than 10 onlookers in the whole 
Hobby-horses, shooting galleries, spice-stals, all stood as^ if 
enchanted under their oil-lamps, on the grass. The dancmg 
tent was being lighted up. The smal handstand in the centre 
of the tent \¥as empty, and a card bearing the word Mazurka 
hung from one of the thirty brass chandeliers. The manager of 
the tent and his wife were putting the lamps slowly into the 
chandeHers, she seemed extremely gloomy. A wraiter with a 
napkin round his neck, and a boy-\¥aiter, stood talking to some 
Mends at a trestle table in the part of the tent reserved for 
drinking. I spoke to them. The waiter turned, glanced at us, 
and then resumed Ms^ taEc with Ms Menck. We sat down at a 
table just outside the tent and after a time the boy came md 
sensed us. Two or three more wanderers came and peeped at 
the tent and departed., Then a whole family, including a little 
boy of 5 or 6, came and sat down in the ^drinking part of the 
tent. Two young girls with bows in their hair ran along to the 
tent horn the shooting-galery, skipping and leaping, .and then 

back to their business. , 

A few more people arrived .and made remarks about the empti¬ 
ness and deadness of the tent. Most went again, but some stayed. 
Then the music of the hobby-horses, wHch we could not see 
from our table, began. We left, crossing the field. The hobb3^ 
horses were moving, scarcely anyone on them. Half^ conceal^ 
in the centre, a wMte horse was dragging the machine roun^ 
A man standing on the revolving platform held the horse s 
bridle with Ms left hand and turned an organ with his., right. 
A numba: of very young men had just arrived. One said to 
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manners. Then our wives arrived, and we climbed ^ to the^ roof 
of the donjon and tasted and savoured the famous view of town 
and country from the top, the conntiy^ riinning right up to the 
to\’im as Hardy describes it at ^ Casterhridge b Then we got 
separated, and Marguerite and I went to look at canals and biiy 
cakes, and we had glimpses of the Mamotts now and then 
across the square going into a church or something. Lastly we 
had tea (our own) at the Ecu, and the women went back to the 
station, and Marriott and I rode home through Episy and 
Ecuelles, one of the most beautiful pieces of simple highway 
scenery that I know. And not a motor-car 1 Then we came into 
Moret, and to the Paiis-Marseiles Route Nationale, and were 
immediately enveloped in the dust and fumes of cars. 

At night" Marriott was talking of the greed of cert.ain f^oiis 
painters. He said that at a pension table d hote on the continent, 

when the fish came round, F-would help himself to two whole 

soles, of course quite regardless of the rest of the company. 

Siiniiar tales of E- who must he an inconceivable boor. 

MTien the round did not begin with B-, and he saw the dish 

travelling from person to person, he would cry out aloud Ms 
fears that not sufficient would be left for himself. On the other 
hand when the round began with him he would take so much 
that the waiters, perceiving Ms greed, would next time begin 
so as to serve hiTn last. Marriott has also told (and Mrs. M. too) 

numerous .almost incredible stories of B-'s tymimy over h^ 

wife—under the guise of being utterly devoted to her. That is 
to say, he passes Ms life in forbidding her to do, to eat, to enjoy 
things that he considers dangerous for her. The attitude has 
become a -martia. ; it springs of course from a purely selfish fear 

of losing her. Without knowing B-, I have acquired quite 

a violent distaste for Mm: and each fresh tale that I hear of 
hi.Q monstrous egoism gives me a sort of morbid pleasure. I 
thought I might use him up as the husband of the stay-at“ho.me 
sister in The Old Wives* Tale **. 

Friday, August 2 nd, 

I went out .for a walk yesterday afternoon and stayed out 
two hours and a half. It rained about half the time. I meant 
to try to finish .my poem “ A Love Aff a i r **, and by good 
I finished it. Nearly all the time I was walking very .slowly in. 
the forest. I. was so tired in the evening that I could scarcdy 

243 


JOURNAL OF ARNOLD BENNETT 

keep awake Marguerite also was tired, through the strain of 
listening all day to English as it is mumbled by the English. 
Afterwards I wakened up. when I wanted to go to sleep, and 
explained to Marguerite the inadvisabffity of being jealous of 
my verse. 

A LOVE AFFAIR 

Down flow tiie sliaft of tli6 god, 

Barbed with miraculous change. 

Struck-—and a woman emerged from a clod. 

TMs was strange. 

Eyes and a month it had owned. 

Movable head that wonld nod, 

Waist and a bosom agreeably zoned— 

But a clod. 

Now when her eyes met the male s, 

Flame from them wrapped him in fire; ^ 

Breath of that bosom overwhelmed Mm in gales 
Of desire. 

Stung by the flattering wave. 

Proudly Ms manhood he spent. 

Rare was the gift of her soul—for she gave, 

But he lent. 

Wit she had none to amuse. 

Knew not the trade of a wife, 

Heard not the voice of the muse. Now the muse 
Was Ms life. 

Weary, he called on Ms God : 

“ Quench me tMs woman I’ve kissed ! ” 

Lo! In due time she returned to the clod. 

She was missed. 


Saturday, August 

Yesterday I finisbed the full draft of the second act of the play, 
being thus one day in advance of my programme. I have not 
yet spent on it, in any one morning, more than an hour and a 
half. The fact is that aE the imagmative work in it seemed to 
be, and really was, done before I started. 

Last night I had a letter from Pinker enclosing for signature 
a most unsatisfactory contract for “ The Statue . I 
mrreelf that this almost certain loss of money, at a time when 
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partictilariy want it, did not disturb me for^more tban a few 
nunntes. Thanks partially to my dfligence in daily absorbing 
Epictetus. 

Tuesday, August 6 fK 

It was really hot and heRYj yesterday. After dinner we sat 
a longish time under Chinese lanterns in the garden, and after 
the women had. gone to bed I began to try to explain to Marriott 
the philosophy of the Stoics, the inferiority of ambition as a 
motive, and of glory as an end etc. But I doubt if he under¬ 
stood what I meant by control of the mind and its conseg^nences. 
''Well/' he said, “let’s continue tMs conversation ^another 
night.' I’m going to bed.” I was specially interested in philo¬ 
sophy, as understood by Marcus Aurelius .and Epictetus, because 
during part, of the day I had been trying, without much success, 
to put it into practice in my relations vith Madame L. 

Thursday, August Sth. 

By gi\ing half an hour a day to it, I am slowdy getting through 
d’Annunzio’s “ li Piacere I could read it without a diet, 
quite as well as I read “ Fromont jeune et Risler aine without 
a dictionary 17 or 18 years ago ; but I am learning Italian more 
conscientiously than I learnt French. What strikes me ^ in 
the novel itself is the extraordinary narrowness of the ' observing 
outlook ’; the thinness of the texture; and the obvious fact 
that the larger part of it is nothing but slightly poetized auto¬ 
biography. Occasionally a description is .good, but the . whole 
affair seems to me to be much too facile and siender. 

Saturday, August lOfL 

At last I t liiTik I have .got into a fairly “ formed ” formal hand 
for “ fine writing ”, and for the writing of my next novel in 
particular. I wrote a letter in it yesterday and gave it to 
Marriott to criticize. He found no fault mth it at all. Indeed 
he was very enthusiastic about it and sent Ms wife up to look 
at it. He said it would puzzle Johnston,^ the author of the 
text-book on writing and illuminating., to produce anything as. 
good in the way of ordinary quick calligraphy. Also that if. I 
wrote a whole book keeping up to the standard, it would be 
unique in the world. When I lamented that one could not get 
31 Edward Johnston, antlior of ‘'‘Writing and' IIliiiiiinatin.g., 
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a reallv Hack ink that would run through a fountain-^n he 
said he preferred the sUghtly greyish tint of cordon ink. He 
dissuaded me from doing the novel in double coWs. 

Yesterday I seemed to pass an entirely satisfactory day: 
Italian, piano, my play, writing finely, excmsion with my uje, 
good meals, and reading my own stones at mght m the g^den 
to the Harriotts, who laughed contmuahy as people to 

laugh at such stories. I also had news of the sale of The 
Ghost ” 1 in Germany-not that the sale of that book gave me 

much pleasure. 

Tuesday, August 13th. ^ 

It was a near thing yesterday afternoon whether I should idle 

aW the time in dalliance, or make a start with my new poem 
“Town and Country”. However, as M. was employed m 
miracles with a cycling sldrt, I went off down to the of 

^ Seine and composed ten lines, while men caught fish from 
pnnts and women crossed in the ferry their coloured blouses 
reflected in the water, and fish jumped, and a tug strap e 
upwards with 5 barges—until the clock at Champpne struck 
S, when I stroUed home in the stiU strong ranstaie, vaMy 
attempting to find a rhyme to “ faith ” other than wrait . 

Wednesday, August i4ih^ ^ 

After two days’ work on the final writing of tp play I now 
perceive that it will be a great strain to finish it at the rate o 
two acts a week. I gave nearly four hours of concentrated 
desk-work to it yesterday, and over three hours to-day, r^mg 
to-day before six o’clock. Some months ago, at interva^, 
seemed to detect a very slight temporary deterioration of my 
eyesight. Then I noticed nothing. To-day I was consaous of 

a certain uneasiness in the organs. Several times there w^ a 
mist before my eyes, as there is now—a mmt which I < 1 ^ k 
"by a strong effort of tlie will, but which returns. ^ ^ ^ 

whether this is the end of my hitherto magnificent eyesight. _ 
whether it is merely due to my having got up too early t 
morning. 

J-Tbis had been published in England in Janua^, 

= “ Cupid and Common Sense,” produced by the Stage Society, - • 

I'9o8. 
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August 20th, 2ist and 22nL 

Martin lent me tlie recently published 4tli volume of Taine’s 
Letters. These letters are full of prejudice, of praise of the 
past, of distrust of the present and of the future; of distet 
of the people. He seldom loses an opportunity of ^spraising 
the present, of showing his profound pessimism. It is difficult 
to read “ Graindorge without thinking that the author was a 
first-class man, and it is just .as difficult to think that the writer 
of these letters was a first-class man. As for his literar}^ judg¬ 
ment, what can be said of a critic who enthusiastically places 
Macaulay's speeches above Pascal ? 

On Sunday morning I had an idea for writing a book about 
the village to be called “ In a French tillage . So I .may as 
well begin, it at once. Here is the opening: 

People who pass, at various rates of speed, along the high 
road that runs through this village, imagine that it is one of your 
“ one-street ” villages. They are vrong. The houses and 
gardens which border the high road are not even characteristic 
of the village. They have suffered contact with the w’orld and 
so lost some of their local qualities, like a native who has 
travelled. The villagers living on the high road have become 
sophisticated. Even the sight of a flying automobile whose driver 
is quite unaware that the rear portion of his vehicle has caught 
fire and is. a mass of roaring, leaping flame, does not move them 
to a shout. They calmly watch it go by, and, when it has dis¬ 
appeared into the forest, smile, .and chatter in an..ordinary tone. 

The real vilage les back from the road, in the form of a rect¬ 
angle to the north and of a semicircle to the south. Some twelve 
hundred persons live in and about this rectangle and this .semi¬ 
circle. The semicircle, though superficially smaller, is the more 
important and the more densely populated. And the curving 
street which binds the semicircle (the high road being the chord) 
.is the genuine village street. You turn intO' it from the high road, 
and never seeing more than a few yards in front of you bear 
consistently to one hand, until with surprise you discover your¬ 
self in the high road a.g.aiQ. No automobile penetrates into this 
nameless street except the automobile of the doctor .(driven by 
the doctor), and the little noisy fus.sy automobile of the “ Vener¬ 
able of the Germinal Lodge of Freemasons^—(driven by the fat 
white-coated Venerable who has friends in the street). It is a, 
street of white cottages, large and small, some with foreco.iirts> 

247 







JOURNAL OF ARNOLD BENNETT 
some with gardens carefully half hidden behind walls and 

"^?ne spot the close line of property defence is broken to let 
forth a narrow lane that leads to a comer of the forest At 
another the street bulbs out into a wide space which oughtdo 
be styled the Grande Place (but is not). From this space another 
street escapes, parallel to the high road. Here are a ^ocers 
shop and a cafe whose very names axe unknown to Ijh^c 
persons who hve on the high road. As we aproach the hi^ 
road again, the shops mcrease. There is f-b^er s, a saddler s, 
a caninter’s There are also two large-ish houses facmg eaA 
other One is occupied by the ex-postmaster. Occasionally, 
bv luck, the great doors are open and one has a gkmpse of a 
vast vague, VersaiUes kind of staircase (the adjectives hpe a 
relative vdue only). At the comer of the curmng street and 
the high road is the ex-post-office, where sabots, chocolate, 
Hterature. cheese, ink, plasters, and Chinese Imtems are sold. 
Here is the Piccadffly Circus of the village. The cipnng peet, 
having skipped over the high road, straightens itself af ^ b^ns 
Sine^rf bounding the rectpgle. Here - the cffie W 
(telephone, private dining-rooms, banquetmg-h^—fp the Free- 
masL), another hotel, a cafe, the fruiterer s, tte chief b^s 
and the barber's; the butcher is near, but to have the cobljr 
and the new post office and tobacco shop you must descend the 
high road into the residential portion of the vill^e. _ 

W chief impression of Semicircle Street (it must be ctotened) 
is one of white walls, immense iron gates painted a spe-^ey, 
and large patches of green on the walls. The size md sohdity 
of the ^tes would indicate behind them winding dnves temim- 
ating in palaces. But in many instances, supposing that^u 
blew a trumpet seven times and the gates fell bapwar > J 
would lying flat, about cover the demesnes they protect. 
Opened wide they would admit the passage of traction-en^es 
and caravans; however they are never 
emdgingly swing a few inches and a woman or a child sups m 

S^dtt.y!wingteck. They are provided mthautomte 

clarion bells, so that as the villagers pass upon their ways m 
air is fall of brazen melodies. , 

The patches of green have usuafly a curious effect of bet^g 
nature. You see vine leaves, which have arranged ttems^vra 
in impeccable oblongs or squares on the walls, flounshmg ncniy 
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from no stem. You must look more closely to detect where the 
stem comes through the wall from the secret garden behind. 
But many other vines spring openly and without fear from 
unprotected strips of ground that in a town would be footpaths. 
They rise leafless for several feet—^perhaps six—the bare stems 
being covered with a rough lattice work, and then burst suddenly 
into a rich fury of foliage. Hundreds of such vines tempt the 
dishonest in September; yet, to such a point has public opinion 
been educated, the dishonest never yield. Here in this \dllage 
we are on the edge of the district which produces the finest table 
grapes in France. We are near .immense vElages w'hich exist 
in, for, and by grapes, where a pecular quality of grape-nourishing 
soE is so precious that vines are planted in it ever37v^here, even 
to both sides of eveiy^ street. I have been told, and I do not 
hesitate to be,iieve that in those regions land may be worth over 
a thousand pounds an acre. Naturally, there one may steal- 
anything, except a grape, just .as in cert.aiii United States one 
may steal an^uhing except a horse. And the public opinion of 
those \Tllages has extended to us. 

’^^Tien one has accustomed one’s self to this sight of desirable 
and lusty vines in public thoroughfares, one may notice in Semi¬ 
circle Street the high rose-trees, where roses spy on attic 
windows in December, the wooden perches which sundry in¬ 
habitants fasten to their front wals for the convenience of wild 
birds, and the beautiful shapes of the iromvork of pump-handles 
and cellar gratings. 

Thursday, August 22nd, 

In the night the temperature fefl to 15° Cent, [59*^ Fahr.],, in. my 
bedroom. I went out for a walk at 9 a.m. It seemed like 
autumn, with a mEd cloudiness, and damp, clasping cold. And 
eveiydMng seemed very beautiful and strange. I thought what 
a pity it would be if I could not spend the autumn in the country. 
I walked by the little field-paths about the vEiage ' allotments % 
where one or two men and women were working and a dog 
pointing. I went far enough to see the view of Moret, and then 
returned, calling at the barber’s. “ Fait froid,*’ said, the barber, 
rubbing .his hands. 

Play progressing %veM. I said to-day that my health had 
become so <lsconce.rtingiy good that I .felt .as if I ought to go and 
see a doctor .about it. 

. VOL. L 249 , R 


JOURNAL OF ARNOLD BENNETT 
Sunday, August 2Sth. 

The village is now ‘ full ’ for the season. And in the morning 
out of the windows of cottages comes the sound of women 
gfnOT-ng to cheap pianos. Bad songs, false sentiments, false 
notes, out of tune. It has a ‘ shocking ’ effect on the ear in the 
midst of a beautiful landscape. All the painful, artificial, idle, 
vicious mediocrity of Paris seems to surge out of the windows. 

I had the idea to-day of introducing a French pubUc execution 
scene into the second part of “ The Old \^ives Tale . 

August 26th. 

We bicycled yesterday through Montigny, Grez, Villiers-sous- 
Grez, Larchant, and Nemours. And I exhausted myself in 
pushing Marguerite about ten nfiles altogether against a head 
wind. We had tea at ViUiers, just a straggling village without 
any attraction except that of its own life. During our rneal the 
drone of a steam-thresher was heard rising and falling continually. 

Tea in the street; they brought out and pitched for us a table, 
also vast thick basins, which we got changed for small coffee- 
cups. But we could not prevent the fat neat clean landlady 
from serving the milk in a two-quart jug which would have 
filled about a million coffee-cups. We sat in the wind on yeEow 
iron chairs, and we had bread and perhaps a pound of butter, 
an d a plate of sweet biscuits which drew scores of flies. Over 
the houses we could just see the very high weather-cock of the 
church. Everything was beaten by wind and sunshine. From 
the inside of the little iim came hoarse argumentative voices. 
Curious to see in this extremely unsophisticated village a Parisian 
cocotte of the lower ranks. She was apparently stajdng at the 
inn. With her dog, and her dyed hair (too well arranged), and 
her short skirt, and her matinee (at 4.30 p.m.), and her hard eyes, 
she could not keep from exhibiting herself in the road. _ The 
instinct of ‘exposition’ was too strong in her to be resisted. 
She found fifty excuses for popping into the house and out 
again. _ 

Then we rode through woods 5 kilometres to Larchant. You 
know that the cathedral at Larchant is a show-place because the 
post-cards are 2 sous each. Then the 8 kilometres of straight 
Imt atrocious road to Nemours, whence, having deposited our 
wives at the station, Marriott and I rode home at 121- miles an 
hour. 
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One of tliem near tHs garden, or in it, makes a noise of absolute 
regnlarity—a long note and a very short pause—for hours and 
hours. 

I notice that in budding here—there is a house going up in the 
main street—^when the workmen finish a chimney they do as is 
done in England, they stick a flag on it—the tricolour. 

Yesterday morning at 6.30 when I looked out of the window 
the forest wd.s half hidden in mist. In a few minutes the mist 
had roUed over the village, and m another few minutes all was 
clear. The day developed into heat. 

I finished the play, definitely, giving all the stage directions, 
etc., and then we rode over to Fontainebleau to lunch with the 
Martins. 

Monday, September 2nd. 

Yesterday I recopied certain scribbled pages of the play, and did 
the title page, and packed up the whole thing for England. This 
manuscript is certainly by a long way the most ambitious and 
beautiful I have ever done. 

Tuesday, September yd. 

Yesterday I wrote a short story, asked for for the Xmas. No. 
of the Sketch, entitled “ The Widow of the Balcony ”—another 
‘'Vera/' story. 3,000 words; and I began to think seriously 
about my novel. 

[Arnold Bennett went on a bicycling tour from September 
3rd, 1907, to September gth, 1907, travelling through Chamy, 
Vezelay, Vermenton, St. Juhen, etc.— ^Editor.] 

Monday, September gth. 

Yesterday we rode home from St. Julien. It was very hot, and 
once we were misdirected. Also the first part of the journey 
was very heavy. We arrived at 5.30, after about 70 kilometres. 
I drank 2 glasses of soda and milk, then four cups of tea, then 
two more glasses of soda and milk. Then nearly a bottle of 
white wine and half a siphon; then two cups of hot camonnle. 
By this time it was nine o'clock and I had got the better of my 
thirst., ■ 

We did a little over 300 kilometres in our six days ; and the 
total expenses were 119 fr. 70 centimes. Deduct from this a 
miiimum of 65 francs which we should have spent had we 
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'' the profoTondest of all infidelity—the fear lest the truth he 
bad Even such acquaintance as I have with Spencer has 
enabled me to perceive the inconceivability of at least two news¬ 
paper interpretations of the new theory of matter in Gustave Le 
Son's new book ^; viz., that matter is quickness, a form of 
movement. In my pre-Spencer days I might have been capable 
of accepting such rot as at any rate suggestive. (I don't know 
if Le Bon is as silly as his critics.) 

I bought Taine's “ Voyage en Itahe ", and was once again 
fired to make fuller notes of the impressions of the moment, of 
chases vues. Several good books by him consist of nothing else. 

I must surely by this time be a trained philosophic observer— 
fairly exact, and controlled by scientific principles. At the time 
one can scarcely judge what may be valuable later on. At the 
present moment I wish, for instance, that some schoolmistress 
had written down simply her impression of her years of training; 
I want them for my novel. The whole of life ought to be covered 
thus by '' impressionists ", and a vast mass of new material of 
facts and sensations collected for use by historians, sociologists 
and novelists. I really must try to do my share of it more 
completely than I do. 

Saturday, September 

I worked from 6 to 7.45. Then after breakfast I read Epictetus 
and Spencer, did my Italian and my piano. After lunch I read 
Conrad's new book "'The Secret Agent", then went out and 
collected ideas for my novel. After tea I wrote letters and 
took a stroll with my wife. After dinner more piano; and 
French poetry; then this journal. In short, a damned virtuous, 
high-minded day. 

Monday, September T^th, 

We went out m the morning with a bottle of wine and a pasty, 
etc., attached to our bicycles and lunched ten miles off in the 
woods of Champagne, on the roadside, near to a large-ish pro¬ 
perty, preserved for game but arranged with a lack of taste and 
of i:gnity impossible in England. A ridiculous ornamental 
water, of irregular shape, in front of the house. This water 
passed by a tunnel under the road and terminated in a pool of 
di^usting filth. In the centre of the water was. an island 
^ L'evolution de la mati^re.'’ 
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rocker}’, and on this rockery a large vase, about 3 feet high,, 
gilded all over, with a plant on the top of it bearing pink .lowers. 
The effect was lacerating. 

Liincliing modestly thus by the roadside, shut in by these 
two estates of wealthy people, it was impossible to crush al¬ 
together the snobbish" feeling that one ought to despise one’s 
self for the crime of being simple and unwealthy. I cert.ainly 
have a liking for domestic display and large.nes.s fo.r their ovm sake. 

I have almost decided to take this house from the Leberts, 
and there is no doubt that it is quite adequate to our needs.. 
Yet because it makes no display, because it is ob^dously not the 
conventional residence of a man of means and manners I think 
I am making a mistake. Nevertheless I reaii.ze most clearly that 
the problem of domestic memai service must become more .and 
more acute, and that the utmost diminution of such service is^ 
not only right but expedient. 

I have got Conrad’s '' Secret Agent and Smollett’s '' Travels 
in France and Italy The latter is very good and very like 
Fielding’s '' Lisbon 

I could not sleep wel last night, nor the night before; and 
not ail Epictetus and Marcus Aurelius could ensure cheerfulness 
and perfect equanimity. However I worked as much as usual, 
and now after tea, as I write this in the garden, with my feet 
cMlled and the first breath of Autumn Moving on me, I am 
recovering command of the forces. 

Thursday, September xgih, 

I recovered this morning from a mysterious malady which 
resembled mfl.uenza in the intestines. It did not prevent me 
from working every day. In reading Smoflett’s,' Travels ’ it 
has occurred to me that I go .about very blind, wrapped up in 
myself. 

Yesterday I saw a strange machine containing a boiler aii.d 
apparently a sort of distilling apparatus, by the roadside in front 
of a house. To-day I saw .it in front of another house. It 
evidently perambulates at this season. I only learnt vaguely 
by a chance question that it was for extractiog alcohol from fruit. 

To-day I fin.ished the construction of the first part of ^ The 
Old Wives’ Tale”. I also conducted a sort of preliminary 
treaty with the Leberts and their architect for getting this house 
altered and. taking .it on a lease. 
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Sunday, September 22nd. 

I suppose I have been too busy to notice things for my jonmal. 
I finished the ist Act of “ The Sole Survivors ” on Friday, and 
on reading it over yesterday I found it much better than I had 
expected. Yesterday I perpended on the second Act. 

Monday, Septemher 2'yrd. 

Young men marched about the village yesterday to the accom¬ 
paniment of one grotesquely-sounding brass instrument— 
difficult to imagine an3dhuig ugher or less dignified than this 
music, to which even portly, grave firemen in uniform will 
consent to parade themselves. I asked the barber what the 
noise was about, and he explained that it was the young con¬ 
scripts who had on the previous day received their marching 
orders (feuilles de route) and were being merry (no doubt facti¬ 
tiously) previous to their departure a fortnight hence. Immedi¬ 
ately afterwards entered another customer, a middle-aged man, 
who put the same question as I had put. '' C'est qu'ils ont re^u 
ieurs feuiUes/' replied the barber; these were his exact words, 
I think. The enquirer's eyes questioned for a second or so, and 
then he understood. Several middle-aged men began talking 
about the shortness of service nowadays. They were aU agreed: 

Deux ans—c'est rien." 

Lately I have several times seen grown men and women 
holding cows on a rope in a field while the cows pastured. This 
morning I saw a man and a woman and a boy entirely occupied 
with five grazing cows. Economically justified, this means, must 
mean, that any device for tethering the cows (granted the 
absence of hedges and of trees suitably placed for tethering) would 
cost more than the value of the labour of these three persons. 
Smollett would enquire as to this. On the opposite side of the 
road were several cows tethered in an orchard. The absence of 
hedges in France has certain inconveniences. 

Wednesday, September z$th. 

A certain amount of reading has been done lately. Conrad's 

The Secret AgentA sort of sensationalism sternly treated 
on the plane of realistic psychology. A short story written out 
to the length of a novel. Nothing but a single episode told to the 
last drop. The Embassy scenes did not appear to me to be 
quite genuine, but rather a sincere efiort to imagine events for 
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wMch tlie author had nothing but psychologic.al data of a 
general order. But the domestic existence of the spy, and the 
character of Ms wife—^the “ feel'' of their relations, ver^^ masterly 
indeed, also the invention of the idiot brother-in-law for the 
doing of the crime. On the other hand, the contrivance of the 
mother-in-iaw’s departure, though the departure in itself was 
excellent, seemed clumsy; and the fin.al scenes between the 
wife .and the anarchist after her husband's death rather missed 
fire in their wildness; they fad., not in the conception but .in 
execution. On the wMole, coming after “ Nostromo ”, the book 
gives a disappointing effect of shghtness. 

Smollett's “ Travels in France and. Italy A fine splenetic 
book, thoroughly interesting. The kind of book that a few men 
might, and. probably do, cherish .as a masterpiece too special in 
its flavour to please the crowd. It gives the impression, of a 
sound, sincere personality, not very cultured in the arts, but 
immensely w’ell informed, and breathing a hard, comfortable 
common sense at every pore. A doctor’s personality, and yet 
still more the personality of a police magistrate; slightly less 
doux, and more dowmright, than that of Fielding. One 
leaves tMs book in thankfulness that one is not an eighteenth- 
century traveller. 

Spencer's ” Genesis of ScienceA long essay, superb 
example of Ms power of building a solid superstructure on the 
basis.' of a,single axiom. Continuous reading of this kind is like 
.a series of physical exercises and cold baths—^invigoratmg. 

Having no more philosophy at hand, I turned to Lessing's 

Laocoon ” to taste for a change the pMlosophy of art. 

Uliman came. We went for a walk by the rivers. .A pinkish- 
mauve flower was in bloom everywhere. It is called the ' fleur 
d'Mveris s.aid to be very poisonous, and to herald the colder 
weather of autumn. 

Thursday., September 26th 

All day the drone of a threshing machine near by, rising and 
faffing, with an occasional high shriek of a whistle to signal a 
stopping or a starting. A hot heavy day, with undecided hints 
of a storm. For several days the fine weather has shown a 
disposition to be capricious. Yesterday afternoon there, was 
.a boisterous wind, with a few drops of rain to threaten .my 
beautiful wMte hat. Night feD. to its howling. But later it 
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died away, and this morning the sky was as pure as ever. It 
grew hotter, and I had to change, first into a white waistcoat 
and then into a different suit. The temperature in my rooni 
was 22^. Then cloud came, full and dark and ragged, only to 
disappear completely and leave the sky without a mark. 

After lunch I stood at my open window and watched two bees 
visit every flower on a bush, entering completely hidden into 
each blossom and emerging after a few seconds. I was surprised 
at the certainty, rapidity and thoroughness with which they 
exhausted the bush of perhaps a hundred flowers. Then I sat 
down and wrote the first of twelve articles for the Evening Nms 
—1,000 words in ij hours. M. was asleep all the time. 

Saturday, September zSth. 

To-day I finished the second act of the “ Sole Survivors “ and 
wrote the second of my Evening News articles. It rained 
definitely, and in the rain I went for a walk in the forest. Sum¬ 
mer is now over. Yet ail day the temperature in my room has 
been at 20''. In a conversation with Lebert I seemed to gather 
that they had finally decided to alter the house in order to retain 
me as a tenant. 

Tuesday, October isjf. 

Yesterday I schemed out Act III of the play, and wrote the 
third article of the Evening News series, and my Italian, etc. 

After working from 5.45 a.m. to 4 p.m. I went out for a walk 
in the rain. It cleared up at once, and I did about 10 miles by 
the Seine as far as Effondre, and home again by untried paths 
through the forest at 6.30. During most of this time I elaborated 
the opening of my new novel. I was tired in every way. 

Madame Lebert has ascertained for me that a threshing 
machine, with 12 men, will thresh 60 sacks of wheat in a day at 
30 frs. the sack; that the men get 5 frs. each and their food, and 
that the machine costs 50 francs ,* that altogether the work runs 
to 2 frs. a sack. 

Saturday, October %th. 

Curious example of wit in Wordsworth; I should imagine it 
to be rather rare : The description of the old pack of cards in 
the &st book of '"The Prelude”, pp. 17—18 of the Temple 
Classics edition. I am now reading The Prelude ” with intense 
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pleasure. I haYe abandoned several other books in order to 
read it.—“ Travels of Wilhelm Meister TaiR^'s Voyage en 
Italie'', and Lessing’s LaocoonI have just read half of 
Proctor’s Primer of Astronomy ”5 and now for the .first time 
understand how not only the vaiydng lengths of but the 

seasons, are caused by the plane of the equator not being the 
same as the plane of the ecliptic. Simple enough! Perhaps 
one day I may comprehend the precession of the equinoxes. 

I had a headache for three days, but I did my daily portion 
of The Sole Sumdvors ” and .finished the thing, which I have 
damned a hundred, times, yesterday morning. This is the last 
play I wil ever touch, until I have a play produced. 

On Tuesd.ay I begin my novel. , 

Recently I have taken to long walks in the forest. On Wed- 
nes.day I discovered the Malmontagne, with wide views of the 
forest. In nature it is large spaces, bkak, with simple outlines 
and Ittie noticeable detail, that appeM to me most strongly. I 
am more ' srunpathetic ’ to Dartmoor than to any other spot on 
earth. Next to that, the sea. Here, what chiefl.y appeals to 
me is the forest seen in the mass from a height, and the long 
smooth stretches of the Seine betw-een St. Marame.s and Mon- 
tereau. With such things I class in my memor}^ the panorama 
of the x 4 penn.mes, spotted with hill-towns as. seen from the 
first range behind. San Remo, 

On Thursday it rained nearly ail day and I walked two hours 
in the rain. The horse chestnuts in the road are dropping their 
fimit Mke heavy. ammunition, and. people are gathering it for 
cattle-food. 

Lee Matthews ^ WTote me yesterday that .Professor Gilbert 
Murray, one of the reading committee of the Stage Society, was 
delighted with “Cupid, and Commonsense'k This .gaY'e me 
much pleasure. It now begins to look as if this play would 
re.aliy he produced. 

Paris, Tuesday, October 8th. 

I went to Paris yesterday morning at 7 o’clock. Bad W'eather. 
It being Monda}^ morning the train wms crowded. I got to the 
Rue d’Aumale on foot and by omnibus. And in the omnibus, I 
noticed that two of the three horses had sore feet. 

1 Aa mtimate persona! friend, member of the Stage Society and closely 
connected with the theatrical world. 
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lie could easily find a woman and return with her in a short 
time. 

When I left it was fine. I walked along the Rue de Rivoli, 
and saw my books on sale, then took the Metro, to the Rue 
Hamehn for tea. Roy Devereux, just returned from Italy, was 
mwel and gloomy but resigned. She gave me Elinor Glynns 
‘' Three Weeks ” to read, as she wanted my opinion. She said 
it was vulgar, but she Hked it. I read it in the train back. Naive 
and worthless, utterly. Its naughtiness, which has caused such 
extraordinary protests in England, is merely childish in its 
imitative conventionality of viciousness. A rechauffe of 
" Ouida 


Wednesday, October gth, 

I have often thought, during the last year, upon the uselessness 
of ti^g to describe faces in literature. No vision is raised by 
particularization in words. I now find this minutely explained in 
Lessing s Laocoon, ’ ' which is certainly a most useful and illumin¬ 
ating treatise for the writer. Homer, it seems, never described 
Helen. He merely said she was beautiful, and kept insisting 
on the fact, and showing the influence of her beauty-^—as on the 
elders. This is the way to follow. Lessing^s theory of the 
propriety of describing ugliness is ingenious, and perhaps good 
The choice in subjects of a painter like Delacroix will not justify 
itself under Lessing's philosophy, and Lessing is imdoubtedly 
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of this. Bnt he died of tuberculosis in the ganglions and of 
dehberate over\¥ork. \^dien I saw him at the opera in June i 
almost foretold Ms death. He was a worker, a madman, and 
obscure both in thinking and writing, a wild enthusiast who 
would have made a mess of Ms life even in a Utopia, and withal 
a very lovable person of no real importance. 

I have now written 7,000 words of the first chapter of the 
novel, and am still far from the end of it. Regarding it objec¬ 
tively, I do not see that it is very good, but from the pleasure I 
take in doing it, it must be. 

Nothing but rain. I walked 4 miles in 59 minutes this morning 
in the rain. And tMs afternoon I went with Marguerite to 
Moret in pouring ram. A promenade on a thorougMy bad day 
in autumn is the next best thing to a promenade on a fine late 
spring morning. I enjoy it immensely. I enjoy splashing 
waterproof boots into deep puddles. Now it is dark, and I 
write tMs by my desk-lamp (after only i| pages my eyes feel 
fatigue) and it is still raining on the window. 

Friday, October j.Mi, 

Calvocoressi said that you can cah a man anything in Marseilles 
except ' mobile Call a coachman a ' mobile ' and he will get 
down from his box and try to kiH you. The majority of the 
Marseillaise have of course no notion why they object to being 
caked ' mobile h The explanation is that during the Franco- 
German war Marseilles enrolled a regiment to go to the rescue 
of Paris. This garde mobile got as far as Avignon where, some¬ 
one shouting ' Prussians it threw down its arms and ran back 
home. Calvocoressi is a native of Marseilles. 

Sunday, October 20th. 

A curious instance of avarice from Calvocoressi. An old lady 
living in a 9,000 fr. apartment in the Avenue de la Grande 
Aimee, who pays two servants 150 fr, per month each in order 
to induce them to stand her avaricious ways. There is a story 
in this. If a piece of mutton was bought that was too much 
for one day and not enough for two, she would say to the servant: 

Supposing I don't eat any to-day will there be enough for to¬ 
morrow?" “Yes, madame i" And she would starve. If 
her son was reading the paper in the evening she would say: 
“ Anjrthing iaterestmg in the paper ? " “ No, notMng special," 
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Then let ns tnm off the Ight, and sit in the dark and talk,,” 
^^dien alone in the evening, in order to save the electric 
light, she would spend her time in promenading on the stair- 
caseT 

Mmday, October 21st. 

To-day I finished the second chapter of my novel. I seem to be 
rather imeasy as to its excellence. The date of the first part 
worries me, as my owm recoflections don't begin til ten years 
later than 1862. However, the effect. of the novel wdll be a 
cumulative one. 

Lately I have been overworking, in spite of all resolutions to 
the contrarj^ I rise at 6.30 or so, and after reading Italian, 
one hour's walldiig etc. I begin on the novel at 9.30 and work 
til! 12.30. Then my afternoons are often taken up vith articles. 
I had meant to keep m,}r afternoons quite .free of composition. 
Nevertheless, my health, thanks to walking 4 miles in an hour 
each morning, is simpty admirable, and I sleep well. .But my 
eyesight is we.ak€mng.. 

Wednesday, October 2^rd. 

In reading Stendhal's unpublished journal in the Mercnre de 
France, it seemed to me that in my Journal I waste a great deal 
of time in the proper construction of sente,nces. Quite unneces¬ 
sary to do this, in recording impressions. 

Still, much rain,. A perfect baptism of damp this morning in 
the fore,st, though not actually raining. The forest all. yellow 
and brown. Leaves falling continuously. Horse-chestnuts 
quite yelow. Sound of water occasionaly dislodged from the 
trees by wind. 

I have written over 2,000 words of third chap, yesterday and 
to-day. I planned the chap, perfectly yesterday morning in 
the forest. 

Saturday, October 26th, 

The forest is now, for me,, at nearly its most beautiful... Another 
fortnight and the spectacle will be complete. But it is re.ally 
too close to our doors for us to .appreciate it properly. If we 
had to w.alk 5 miles instead of $00 yards in order to get Into one. 

1 TMs inforraation was nsed by Am.old Bennett ten years later, wbea 
writing “ Riceyman Steps **. 
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and treaclieroiis as a day of spring. In four days I .have \¥ritteG 
probably about 10,000 words. 

Monday, November 4^/1. 

Calvocoressi came down on Friday. Stayed 30 hours. We 
sent through my scenario of x 4 ntony and Cleopatra ” and he 
was entirely delighted with it. “ J'en have he exclaimed to M. 

F-came on Saturday, I got Mm on to theatrical gossip. 

He regarded Waller as a mere irresponsible boy, always sMrking 
business, always losing money to Ms backers. As an instance 
of business methods of running a theatre: dress rehearsal of 
some ' Waller play' was simply awful. Waller stopped it and 
drove off to Comedy Theatre to get hold of Louis Calvert. L.C. 
wouldn't come. L.W. begged and prayed, .and at last L.C. 
yielded, giving orders that the waiting company should go out 
and eat or rest, and be back sh^arp at midmght. He began sharp 
at midnight, made the company first of all play the piece through 
as it stood, and refused to allow even Waller to comment on it. 
TMs took 6 hours. Then i hour’s rest. Then he started over 
again, and began to cut heavily. People complained that he 
had left out all the first half of the first act, that everyone was 
lost etc., but he carried through the autocratic role, got the parts 
re-typewritten etc., and finished about ir a.m. There was no- 

other rehearsal. F-said L.C. ought to get £100 for the work. 

He said Alexander persistently used the same scenery over and 
over again. He said Alex.ander was a good business-like man.ager, 
but very “near". 

I finished ist half of ist part of "" Old Wives' Tale 8.30 to 
II wa,lk by Seine and in forest. Thinking about .next chapter 
of '' Old Wives Tale 

Sunday, November Tjth, 

We went to Paris on Friday for a dinner at Roy Devereux's, I 
bought Octave Mirbeau's “ La 628~E8", and read it 'with 
immense .gusto. It reinforced the impression that has been 
growing o.n me for some time that I waste a vast lot of .ideas and 
.impressions because I have not quite got the trick of throwing 
them into form instantly and of intensifying them to a degree 
sufficiently poetical. If I forced myself to exert the necessary 
energy, and. skill for a short time I should arrive at it. 

Both Taine's various travels and tMs book of Mirbeau's -are. 
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nothing but impressions simply pitched together ; and much of 
their charm and verity lies in that. I made the experiment 
on returning from Paris yesterday of writing my sensations of 
the morning. I did about i,ooo words, of heightened stiig in 
about 40 minutes, and thought it pretty good. But it must be 
dashed down, written with the utmost possible rapidity. There¬ 
fore I fear I should have to abandon this format of page and 
this handwriting for something larger and more cursive. And 
this I should regret. 

Leberts and Siege of Paris, November igth. 

The Leberts in the little shut-off room in kitchen. Just room for 
3. Fire burning in comer. Lebert with newspaper that he 
glanced at mechanically, with his cap on. Mdme. half seated 
on comer of something. Cat. 

I ask them details of siege of Paris. 

It seems to have left no particular mark on their minds. They 
thought more of accident just before, and they had a lot of 
potatoes. They had 3 children (went to school as usual). At 
first meal 125 grammes each per day (but only 30 grammes later). 
Had 3 bans de pains every other day (i lb. each person per 
day). As employe of railway, he was requisitioned for ambulance 
work when necessary. On field of battle when a horse fell the 
man leapt on it, and cut it up and carried it off. He was in 
Garde Nationale (i fr. 50 per day). Exercise every day. The 
different companies of G. N'aux usually traversed Paris with 
their musique. 

Personne ne iravaillait. 

The cold. The waiting on the greens. 

Rice requisitioned specially for soldiers. 

Convinced that Govt, did tricks with food towards the end, 
so as to induce the people to acquiesce in capitulation. Descrip¬ 
tion, expres, of food. 

When capitulation announced. Garde Nationale {300,000) 
jaisait des poiins. Govt, accused of treachery. 

Black bread, horse-chestnuts and avoine. During 10 or 15 
days this bread quite uneatable. It destroyed stomach unless 
cooked over fire. 

He bought wood at 5 frs. the 100 Mlos. 

When the Germans entered by Ch. Elysees, only Bonapartists 
and Ro5mlists (among Frenchmen) were there. Republicans 
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kept away. Cafes closed. One alone w.as kept open, and was 
afterwards sacked by the mob. 

Prussians confined to C. Elysees, Cour la Reine and Place 
de la Concorde. Those who tried to ‘'forcer la consigm ” were 
roughly handled. One kifled. This pride of Parisians in keeping 
away during 24 hours of German occupation seemed to strike 
the Leberts more than anything else. Otherwise they seemed 
only to attack importance to the siege because I did. Like inhahit- 
ants of picturesque town or curious village. 

During the commune they lived in a cellar for a fortnight. 
Baker next door, and they got bread over wall. When this (for 
some reason) could not longer be done, they called out to passers- 
by to order bread for them, or something of that Mnd. Their 
cool tone in saving “ Yes, we slept in cellar and kept shutters 
closed because there were always shooting bands in the streets.” 

Wednesday, November 20I/1. 

I have had several days of hesitation about the format of this, 
the 8th volume of my journal. I thought, and still think, it too 
smaE for really fast wviting, and I can only arrive at getting down, 
my impressions of things in full by writing fast—^pell-mel, with¬ 
out regard^to sentence-construction. Mirbeau's book “ 628-E8 ” 
has shown me, again, what a lot of stuff, perhaps as valuable as his, 
I lose by not writing it down. I have made, in the last 3 days, 
three Ml-ish sketches, that I may use later, and that certainly 
would have been lost if I had not seked them and held them. 

I still hanker to write a book (and publish it) of personal im¬ 
pressions. Had several ideas lately for articles. One: '' The 
Individualism of SociaiBin ”; dealing with what socialists such, 
as I ought to do in the way of personal Iving, and dealing also 
with the fact that ail political questions, such as those which 
.agitate socialists, are simply questions of machinery—^and do 
not directly touch the question of living (interiorly). 

Mme. Lebert withdrew^ from her offer to let thk house {Les 
Sablons) with vegetables and fruit for 1,000 frs. a year. She 
shied at the vegetables and fruit.. I would not give way, so we 
.most amicably and affectionately agreed to part. I find myself, 
on the eve of going to England, without a programme, wMdi is 
rather disconcerting. However, we are free to live where we 
like : by the sea, e.g. I feel I want to live by the sea, in Holiand, 
at Fontainebleau and on the S. coast of England all at once. 
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I am getting ratLer tired of the confinement of this little fiat; 
but one day I shall look back to the evenings here, in the room 
where I work and sleep, with M. sewing or trying things on her 
mannequin, and the constant preoccupation of the fire and the 
temperature and my cold—^with regret as a perfect time. 

Regularly I have been doing 2,000 words a day at least. 12 
to 1,500 words of my novel in the morning, and pieces of articles 
in the afternoon. I am now almost sure to do 365,000 words 
in the year. 

Friday, November 22nd. 

Idea for rosserie in my newly designed book, “ Things as they 
are : M. Barres’ discourse at the Academy on prizes for virtue. 
300 frs. to parents of 20 children, etc. 

Sunday, November 24/^. 

Martin said that in their drawing-room there were pictures by 
Corot, Courbet, and other swells, and fine sculpture by I forget 
whom. The furniture was modem, showy, costly, and quite 
useless to them. Ordinarily the room was used as a sort of 
store-room by his mother. It was opened about once or twice 
a year—^when they gave a formal dinner. It was the best room 
in the flat, and entirely wasted. Nothing could be done—^the 
pictures could not even be put on other walls where they would 
be seen—^without selling things, and his mother never sold 
anything. She was incapable of selling anything. She actually 
kept all her old clothes since her first communion. Martk 
demands toast, but she happens to have made up her mind that 
he shall not have toast, until she is dead. I don’t give it him 
because I won’t, not because I can’t,'’ she said to a friend, and 
produced an English toasting apparatus, sajdng that she travelled 
with it everjrwhere. The most startling thing he told us about 
his mother was that, on leaving the furnished house which they 
hire at Fontainebleau every year, last October, she had gone to 
the house-agent and promised him secretly 100 francs if the 
house was not let during the winter. She excused herself to 
Martin by saying: “ Madame X (the landlady of the house) is 
a fooL She ought to know that if she came to me I would give 
her ICO or 200 frs. if she would undertake not to let it in the 
winter! She is a fool. So she deserves no consideration. 
Besides, I don’t want to have officers sleeping in my bedroom.” 
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1 that miaht suit. Distinc 













JOURNAL OF ARNOLD BENNETT 

turning to me as we emerged, to share his sensations with me 
by means of a gesture. Had he not been on a journey he would 
have ignored my existence. The English side of the journey has 
mproved. Better carriages : electric light, contrasted with oil 
in French train. (Strangely medieval—oil lighting, requiring 
men, ladders, and very heavy lamps.) Permanent way much 
better in England than in France. Carriages quieter. Porters 
better and more agreeably man-like. 

Thursday, December ^th. 

Called on Farrar.i He said : “ The health of London has been 
simply appaUing this year. The death rate has dropped to ii 
per 1,000. During one week in November I had no one to call 
on at all. Other doctors were in the same fix.” He could not 
explain it at all. The only phrase he could use was “ a sort of 
wave of good health passing over”. He said he had been 
t;^ing an article on Dickens for Th. Watts ^ ; how the old man, 
^ young wife, his secretary and his assistant secretary aH helped 
in it, and that for some time there were i, 2 and 3 rallg every 
day at the house apropos of the typing of some fraction of the 
article. The old man often came himself to see how a fragment 
of 50 words or so looked when typewritten, so that he could 
judge better of the effect. In brief, the whole enterprise (of 
5,000 words only) was a terrific business. 

Friday, June 6th. 

Dinner to Pinker last night. I sat between W. W. Jacobs and 
H. C. MarilLLer.® 

Pett Ridge told one good story about the Httle boy who said 
there were only nine Commandments, and when his father said 
ttat at any rate when he went away there had been ten, replied: 

Yes, but mother broke one last week.” Jacobs said it was 
disgusting getting older, and that he hated that young men 
should raise their hats to Mm out of respect for his superior 
age. 

Daily Despatch offered me 6 guineas a column for articles, 50 
per cent, above my previous Mghest price. I had the idea of 

^ Formerly Ms medical man. 

Tlieodore Watts Dimton was at that time 75 years of age. He died 
in 1914. 

® Art critic and author. 
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doing a series of impressions of the New London for them. A 
little in the G, W. Steevens’ style. One notion for an article was 
the underground foreign population of wmters in London. 

Monday, December gih 

I went all down Fleet St. to find the offices of Manchester Daily 
Despatch. Couldn't find them; had to go back to Pinkers^to 
get address. The house ultimately proved to be a large building 
with gold si,gns all across it; only I was looking for something 
gTn..a11.. Sutherland, the London editor, a very quiet self-con¬ 
tained man. His coldness startled me at first, as I was boiling 
over with articles. However, I liked him. I suggested subjects 
for six articles. I got back to Putney at 6.30, and we all dined 
at Sharpe’s; a musical evening, of wMch the features were 
Sharpe's interpretations of Ravel, and Cednc's imitation on his 
keEo of a motor-bus starting in Putney High Street. For 
general decoration in England there seems to be no tradition 
except Adams. 

Tuesday, December xoth. 

We went looking at private hotels to-day. Quite horrified by 
a decent one in Queen’s Gate. Pail on stairs. Yet comfortable. 
But too horribly ugly and boardiag-house-y. I had begun by put¬ 
ting cost at £40 a month. I then dropped it to £25, under MY 
influence. It must now go up to £30 or £35. Lunched at 
Harrods Stores, crammed; had to wait a minute for a table. 
Home in petrole-ous omnibus. This morning I walked 5 or 6 
miles through Roehampton and Barnes. Impressed by the 
cleanliness, order and sober luxury of ail the dwellings I saw.. I 
found most of the plot for a humorous novel; I hope to find the 
remaining part of the plot to-morrow. 

Sharpes and Chapm,an here last night. I asked C. what Lane 
would sa}^ if I asked Mm to publish a book of poems. He 
instantly said: " He would say: ' Give me your next three 
novels and I'll publish your poems.' ” 

Saturday, December I 4 ih 

Yesterday morning I went for a w'alk along Chelsea Embankment. 
Magnificent arcMtecture and landscape. Nothing to equal, it 
in Paris for luxuiy^ richness, sobriety and atmosphere. I then 
wrote the first of a new series of articles for the Despatch, 
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On Thursday we lunched at Mrs. Layers. Lee Mathews was 
full to bursting of my play, Mrs. Laye wanted to become a 
member of the Fabian Society. 

Sunday, December 

Last night, reception and musical evening given in our honour 
here at MarriotLs. Why “ The Devout Lover ”, a conventional 
rotten song, become utterly conventionalised and as hard as a 
pebble, a thing now accepted without examination. 

I walked along Lots Road this morning. River fine, but a 
horrible neighbourhood. There is one row of houses with a 
most extraordinary mask, of a man with Dundreary moustaches 
on the keystone of the arch of every front door. Awful colour' 
the buildings. Smashed panes, mended with paper. I came 
across the huge generating station of the Electric Tubes, and 
saw in it my article on London. Singular clinging constructions 
of wood at either end. Whole thing enormous. Continuous 
roaring sound. Cheerful for neighbouring houses. 

Scores of seagulls sitting in orderly rows on the railings of 
an unused pier; and one on the top of a lantern. 

Tuesday, December lyth. 

Yesterday, lunch with the Lowndes’s at the Sesame Club. I 
Iked the club till I re-visited the Garrick Club in the evening. 
Walked about London in the afternoon alone, had tea at the 
Cabin in the Strand; music, young women, and dalliance, and 
the Strand pavements overhead. I saw articles in it. I decided 
to offer a whole month’s impressions to the Tribune} and I sent 
them a note this morning. During the afternoon I called on 
Drinkwater (Secretary of the Stage Society), Pinker and Curtis 
Brown. 

Dined with Pett Ridge at the Garrick. Pett Ridge said 
Arthur Morrison had sold his Japanese pictures to the British 
Museum for £ 4 >ooo, and bought a motor-car. Also that B. 
Pain had bought a car off W. S. Gilbert and sold it again. We 
finished a.bout ten, I had a fairly clear idea of P. Ridge’s 
bachelor life. I liked much of his taste, and all his quiet' funda¬ 
mental decency Witty enough. Tales about old Hy. Kemble. 
E.g. speaking to young Bancroft (aged, kind, trembling voice), 

Your mother was a beautiful actress, a most delightful actress, 

^ liberal daily paper tbat started in 1906 but was discontinued in 1908, 
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but as for your poor Moody old father—wel, there it is—it's no 
I use talMng/' 

Sunday, December 22#i. 

We came down to the Potteries yesterday afternoon. Seemed 
to have better ideas as to the scientific causes of provincialism. 

I went for a walk this morning up Sneyd Green. ^ Untidiness ; 
things left at loose-end. Broken wails, deserted entrances to 
• what had been spacious gardens. Everything ve^ misty. 

Curious enclosed ' ash-conrt' place, with an iron device in the 
middle. Pit sh:afts—one only fenced in, another with a wall 12 
or 15 feet high, and a iow wooden door in it. Men in bright 
neckties sall^dng forth, rather suspicions, defiant, meanly-shrewd 
look. Mean stimted boy crouching along smoking a pipe wMch 
he Md in his hand while holding it in his month. Complete 
waste of Sunday: deserted goal posts in gloomy mist. MM 
wind. Cold, chfilmg, clammy. Idea: pnblic baths never bring 
in great profits to relief of rates, like gas ... I was forgetting 
to note the sound of h^nnns from chapels and schools. People 
going into Catholic chapel. Kids waiting outside school-room 
■ door (Sneyd Green), evidently wMie first praj-er was being said. 

i; Tuesday, December gisl 

I spent just over 23,000 firs, this year, and earned about 32,000 
frs. I wrote The Statue " (with E.P.) and “ Sole Survivors " 
(with E.P.), "Love and Riches”, "Death of Simon Fuge 
Five other ^ort stories. First part of The Old Wives’ Tale ”, 
About 46 newspaper articles. And my 30uiii,al, Also my play 

Cupid and Commonsense ”, and scenario of a new humorous 
^ novel, "The Case of Leek”.2 Grand total: 375,000 words. 

: This constitutes a record year. 

^ Sneyd Green appears as Toft End in tlie Five Town stories. 

• Subsequently entitled. ■" Bnried Alive 
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Frost and fog to-day. Curious romantic scenes aroiind the 
Round Pond, its centre lost in fog, and exotic birds wheeling in 
and out of the imseen, and slipping on the ice when grabbing 
at food thrown to them. Sparrows hopping amongst them. 
Chatted with a policeman at the comer this, morning. Evidently 
very yotmg. So yoimg and fresh that the only really police- 
manish thing about Mm was Ms uniform. A sort of man dressed 
up as a policeman. I have noticed this before in. young police¬ 
men, but have never defined it so w^elL 

Friday, January mth, 

I finished the first chapter of The Case of Leek on Wedii,es- 
day—5,400 words in three days—despite \Yoiry, But it was a 
sort of second-wniting, as I had to begin it all again on Monday. 

To-day I went to a rehearsal of “ Cupid and Commonsense 
Mot quite so depressing as I had anticipated. But bad enough. 
I was stmck by the immensity and the wearisomeness of the 
producer's t.ask. 

January ijih. 

xAnother rehearsal yesterday at Terry's Theatre. I saw all the 
play. It exhausted and depressed me yqij much. Nothing 
seemed to get over the footlights. The players now played too 
quickly instead of too slowly. Local accent all wuong, ^and 
certainly incurable. But the other people seemed to be quite 
cheerful and optimistic. All the .surroundings—^the manu¬ 
factory of amusement .repelled me. Women cleaning an.d 
wMspering, etc. Cold. OE lamps to warm. Smallness of 
theatre. 

Proceeding regularly with the Case of Leek ", To-day I 
re-wrote' what I wrote yesterday. To-morrow' I shall have 
finished a quarter of the whole. I am delberately iosmg .sight 
of the serial, and writing it solely as a book. 

Sunday, January xgik. 

Mist yesterday morning; fog this morning. Both days I noticed 
^ the gigantic ghosts of omnibuses' in the gloom. It is a phrase 
to use. 

I called, and saw Vedrenne .at the Queen's Theatre yesterday 
.afternoon. Seemed a decent sort, of chap, more sincere than the 
run of them; also he kept his appointment to the minute. He 
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said that in the theatre he thought thatthe author was eveiy- 
thing'’. I of course agreed. Said he had been pa3dng G. B. 
Shaw ;£4 ,ooo a year for four years past. And that he took £1,300 
in Dublin in a week with a Shaw play. Also said, spea^g 
generally, that he lost a lot of money last year. Said he had 
taken on Waller for 5 years, and had bought a '' moralityplay 
by Conan Doyle. 

My reading is unsatisfactory. I read a bit of the Prelude ” 
to-day. I don't seem to get into either Acton or Creevey. But 
I stick to Marcus Aurelius. 

Thursday, January 2^rd, 

I had tea with Lena Ashwell on Tuesday, her elder sister was 
there. Beautiful old house, arranged with taste. Flashes of 
common sense and of insight, but a little embittered. This 
would doubtless pass as intimacy was gained. She told me how 
Frohman had refused Leah Kleschna Reason: because 
he thought the public would not be interested in a thief. When 
it had succeeded he paid a premium of £1,000 to get control of 
it, and then went about buying every play that had a thief in 
it. This anecdote has the same elements as nearly all the other 
anecdotes she related. 

On the previous night we saw the piece Irene Wycherley " ^ 
about which everyone is talking as the best piece in London. 
Lena mentioned its author and me as signs of a renascence of 
the drama. A curious mixture of ancient convention and bits 
of novelty. Exceedmgly amateurish, and mostly bad, but 
pervaded at times by a very distinct feeling for the dramatic. 

Rehearsals of “ Cupid and Commonsense " now going much 
better. I began yesterday to get quite enthusiastic. 

Friday, January 

Lunch at G. B. Shaw's yesterday. Mrs. Shaw, a very agreeable, 
sympathetic and earnest woman. She looked just like the 
mother of a large family. Shaw came in just as lunch was served. 
Naturally self-conscious and egotistic; but he evidently made 
a decent effort against this. Talked most of the time during 
lunch; has a marked accent, and a habit of rubbing his hands 
constantly while talking. He related a tale about Estelle Burney 

^ Produced at tiie New Theatre in 1905. 

® By A. P. Wharton, produced at the Kingsway Theatre, October, 1907. 
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and tiie Sliefley Society miicli as a practised talker in literax}^ 
circles miglit have related it. St. John HanMn,^ who was there, 
would have related it much better. 

Saturday, February xsi. 

Dress rehearsal of “ Cupid and Commonsense began at 1245 
on Friday, 24th, and finished about 4 o'clock. This was the 
cop37right performance. A bill outside announced that admission 
was one guinea. Performance extremely depressing. Lucy 
Wilson was got up more like a Spanish dancer than anything 
else. There was a sort of half rehearsal on Saturday. The 
first performance on Sunday night was much better. It held 
the audience. Lee Mathews said I must respond to the call, and 
I ^did ; besides, I wanted to. 

The performance on Monday afternoon was better, and though 
there was less applause, I think the play had a greater success. 
Wells was delghted, impressed rather deeply I thought. Some 
of the newspaper notices disgusted me. Especially The Times^ 
and the Manchester Guardian. But as they begin to come in, 
now, I perceive that on the whole they are favourable, and that 
the puhiic is getting ripe for such a play as I wrote. I was ready 
to begin wnrk on Thursday, but was stopped by a headache. 
Yesterday I wTOte 2,700 words of the novel. 

I made up our accounts to-night for the first month of the year, 
and found that we had exceeded our allotted sum of £50 per 
month for everything, hy £8 17s. yd. or £2 a week. This did 
not surprise me, but it disquieted me. The sum includes the 
monthly share of al rents, etc. I do not think we can Ive here 
at this hotel on £50 inclusive of everything; but we shal cer¬ 
tainly do February on less ; for one thing it is 3 days shorter. 
To-day I finished one third of The Case of Leek 'h 

February 6 fL 

We went to see Homimg's Stingaree'' on Monday, and I 
arranged with Vedrenne to compress it into a good shape and 
give it guts, with a view to turning from a failure into a success, 
subject to Homung's consent—for £100. However, on Tuesday 
afternoon Vedrenne telegraphed me that Homung refused Ms 
consent. We went to l^irs. Perrin's ^ to-day, and she took us 

^ HvmoroTis author, pla3rwriglit, and. contribntoir to Punch, etc. 

* Mrs. .Alice Ferrin, the wel-Jmown novelist. 
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to Lady Seton's. A large house, Ml of numberless bad pictures, 
etc. 

Friday, February 14th. 

We have seen two plays by G. B. Shaw: Arms and the Man 
and'' Captain Brassbound's Conversion 'h I have been impressed 
by the moral power of both of them. The latter is frequently 
dull, but good except in its melodramatic skeleton, which is 
unblushingly absurd. On the whole, my opinion of Shaw is 
going up. The most surprising thing about his plays is that 
they should find a public at all. They must have immensely 
educated the pubhc. 

Yesterday I finished two thirds of “The Case of Leek”, 
writing 4,800 words in the day. Difficult to live properly here. 

I seem to have no time and yet I waste time. I am reading 
nothing but Francis Newman's “Phases of Faith". It is 
amazing in its ridiculous seriousness about dogmatic questions, 
for instance as to the relations between Christ and God, hut 
it is thoroughly sincere and weU done, and therefore, interesting. 

Saturday, February agth, 

I finished the humorous novel: “ Buried Alive " on Thursday 
morning. Except one chapter, which I thought would be the 
best in the book, it is all pretty good. I handed the complete 
MS. over to Pinker yesterday. 

We have certainly been living at a great pace; at least I 
have. Out almost every night. Yesterday I went over the 
Evening News office, and much wanted to use it up for a story. 
Whitten came to lunch on Tuesday, and ordered 16 articles. 
Pett Ridge came on Wednesday for lunch, and told us a funny 
story about a page at a ladies' club who made an income by 
cutting politenesses out of telegrams which he was entrusted with 
for despatch. Lanchester dined here last night. And on Thurs¬ 
day night we dined with Humberston—^well-got-up dinner-male. 
Wednesday dined at the Atkins'. 

We have been to the Exhibition of Fair Women at the New 
Galery. The clous of the show were three Sargents, ah of 
which I should have greatly admired six years ago^—and now I did 
not care for them at all. Ugly colouring and much mannerisin. 
And I used to think he was a great man 1 We went to the British 
Museum. Elgin marbles the greatest sensation I have had for 
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a long time. I used to tMnk them cold. Now I see how passion¬ 
ately they were done. The illuminated MS. also made an 
entirely new appeal to me. And I was more than ever deter¬ 
mined to do some decent iliEmination. 

[The Bennetts returned to France on March 4 . — Editor.] 

Thursday, March 

Orage, editor and proprietor New Age, came on Monday night, 
and I sold Mm How to live on 24 hours a day ” for Ms new 
series, and promised to give him an article on Wells, or an inter¬ 
view if Wells would agree. Went down to Wells on Tuesday, 
dine and sleep. He wonldnT a.gree. Said interviews must 
" occur ^ with wMch I agreed. 

Found Mm harder—yet politer and more reasonable in argu¬ 
ment and posture than ever before. Seemed discontented about 
mone}^, while admitting that he was making £3,000 out of “ W.ar 
in the Air ”, which he wTote easily in 4 months. We had not 
enough time really to come to grips about things. He was 
extremely witty and fine about the attitude of Keir Hardie and 
so on (but not sufficiently s^mipathetic). He told a realy 
astounding tale of a dinner given by Cust to about 20 men, 
including Balfour and himself, when the house got on fire over 
their heads. Talk so interesting that dinner went on, though 
Cust was oblged to absent himself once for a few minutes. 
Perfection , of mense,rvants who offered bath-tow’els with the 
port to protect from firemen's water coming through ceiling. 
Talk to accompaniment of engine throbs, swishing, tramping 
etc. Guests obliged to move table further up room .out of 
puddles. Dinner lasted till midnight in dining-room, wffien they 
went tO' drawing-room to view the place gutted. One of the 
finest social recitals I have ever heard. 

Saturday, March yth, 

Je me plats infini-meni dans ce pays. A walk yesterday aftemoon, 
5 miles in the rain in 'the forest, after a day spent in. writing a 
feeble forcible article on WeEs's ” New Worlds for Old ” for the 
Mm Age. A superb book tMs. 

Six miles tMs morning in the forest, in fitful sunshine. Whm 
I looked about me in the forest I wondered that I could have 
endured three months in a dty .Large spac^ of sky. Siva: 
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Wedfiesiay, March iSih. 

In two hours of working this moming {i,6oo words) I absolutely 
exhausted myself, so that after lunch I was so fichu that I scarcely 
knew what to do. In 3 days 4,000 words of '' Old Wives' Tale ", 
2 articles, some verse, .and general scheme of long article on 
London theatrical situation. Also ideas for a big play about 
loumalism for the Stage Society, designed to thrill London. 
Marguerite came back last night from 2 days in Paris, and 
brought 2 books—new, French, fresh as fruit. Astonishing 
the pleasure of merely contemplating them as they lay on the 
table. I must reaJly, once settled in Fontainebleau, resume the 
good habit of bu\?ing a book a day. 

Worried about the finances of Fontainebleau lately. StiH, I 
kept myself in hand very wel until the moment arrived last 
night for me to receive a crucial letter from Pinker. It was 
handed to me in the dark street. I had some difficulty in not 
stopping to read it under a gas lamp. I read it at the station. 
All right. No mistake, the constant practice of M. Aurelius and 
Epictetus h.as had its gradual effect on me. Have never worked 
better than these last days. Lovely weather, but chilly. Chil¬ 
blains on hands. Immense pleasure, pretty nearly ecstatic 
sometimes, in looking at the country, in being in it, particu¬ 
larly by the Seine and in the forest. I said to myself the other 
morning that the early savage used to prowl about from his 
cave like that, and that I might almost meet one in that forest ; 
whereupon it occurred to me that I was exactly the early savage 
over again, prowling round Ms cave, with the same sniffing 
sensations of instinctive joy in nature. Very curious this getting 
down to the bedrock. 

Reading continues to be unsatisfactory. No work of hngue 
haleine to read. Can't begin til we are installed in Fontaine¬ 
bleau. x 41 so I can't stick to the piano: not enough music 
here; nothing hut Chopin's Mazurkas and Preludes, and Mozart's 
Sonatas. Thus, though enormously productive, I have time on 
my hands, even with journeys to Fontainebleau and reading six 
newspapers a day. 

Last week I began a coluimi of book gossip for the New Age, 
Pleasme in making it rosse. Writing under a pseudonym, I 
seemed to think that as a matter of fact it must be rosse. Strange! 
This week's was better than last. 


T 


von. I. 
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Thursdayy March xgth, 

I thonglit this evening that if only I was installed defb 
Fontainebleau I should be perfectly happy. Difficult t 
that even there something (undiscoverable) would still be 
and that I cannot ever be happier than I am now and 
perfect working order and in good health and with m3 
I have never been in better creative form than I an 
A r.omnlete scene of the novel (l .700 words! this momi 
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is enormons. Ple.asiire in being in tbe country increases. Yet 
a certain dissatisfaction, an expectancy, bebind tbe content. 
Probably this will always be there, wherever I am and whatever 
I am doing. 

Tuesday, March 24^/1. 

Arrival of four books to-day ordered from tbe Merctire de France, 
nicely balf-boimd. Astonishing, bow much simple and perfect 
joy can be bought for 15 fr. 60 c. I I don't buy half enough 
books. Fine walks in the forest. Sunshine. Warmth. Cutting 
new books. A good patch of my novel. Disgust at the opposi¬ 
tion lying in the Peckham election.^ Great fun in reading the 
account of tbe 200-niiiiion franc krach by a fcancial swindler in 
al tbe papers to-day. Another sice of my article on London 
stage. Embroidery’- design for M. Thus my day. 

Wednesday, Mtzrch 2Sih. 

The news of the triiimph of beer in the Peckham election this 
morning really did depress me. I imderstood, moment.arily, tbe 
feelings of tbe men who give up politics in disgust; and I also 
imderstood tbe immense obstinate faith of those who fight for 
Liberalism al their lives. It is tbe insincerity and the deliberate 
lying of the other side that staggers me. I read in the Daily 
Mail tHs morning that when the news of the triumph of beer 
got into the music-halls last night there -were scenes of wild 
enthusiasm, and perfect strangers shook hands with one another. 
However, I worked well all day. 

Saturday, March 28th. 

Finished Une Vie Disappointed. No novel affected, me as 
much as this did when I first read it about ten or twelve years 
ago. It made me sad for days. Now I find it bicM in parts. 
Too much left out—and not left out on one guiding principle 
but on several. The stuff not sufficiently gathered up into 
dramatic groupiugs. Recital often too ambling. Rosalie at 
the close rather conventional; overdrawm into a deus ex tmchma. 
The book too short. Sometimes too full, sometimes too hasty. 

^ At a bye-election, March 24 th, on the death of the Liberal member, 
the seat was won hy a Conservaiive mth a majority of 2 , 500 . The libera! 
Gowmment was at the time passing through the House a Bill for the 
reduction of licences. 

2S3 


JOURNAL OF ARNOLD BENNETT 

But of course good. The best thing in it is the sea excursion of 
Baron, Julien and Jeanne before her marriage. Paul’s letters 
home are invariably admirably done. 

Received to-day copies of The Statue I hope I have now 
done with sensational work. 

Monday, March '^oth. 

Curious affair in the village yesterday. Owners of land bordering 
the forest have the right to catch such deer as they find on their 
land. Now is the season when deer stray, in search of young 
shoot. They stray about dawn. Villagers organize a sort of 
surprise for the deer. They arise before dawn and Me in wait. 
Yesterday morning sixty people caught six deer. The deer 
were killed in an open yard close to this house, and blood ran 
in gallons into and down the road. The 6o people drew lots for 
the best cuts, and one hears the monotonous calling of the 
numbers. One-tenth of a deer for each person. This morning 
I saw 4 hiches and 3 cerfs slowly cross the road in the forest, 
about 100 yards behind me. 

Yesterday I finished the 5,000 word supplementary instal¬ 
ment for “Helen with the High Hand”,^ begun on Saturday 
afternoon, and I posted it to Pinker this morning. Very proud 
of my extraordinary industry and efficiency at the present 
moment. Over 100,000 good words written in the first quarter 
of this year. 

I tried yesterday and to-day to comprehend a resume of the 
metaphysics of Prof. Bergson, in the current Mercure de France, 
and simply couldn’t. Not the first time I have failed to interest 
myself in metaphysics. History and general philosophy much 
more in my line. 

Wednesday, April 1st, 

Decided that I really must confine reading newspapers to odd 
moments, and read every day some part of a serious work of 
instruction, and also some verse. So yesterday and to-day I 
swallowed the whole of Hayes’s “ Secret of Herbart ”. Now I 
understand what Herbartianism is. Hayes too dithyramhic 
and formless. Nevertheless he communicates his enthusiasm. 
I culed the following :—A stupid man cannot be virtuous . . . 
^PP^^ception—-the process of interpreting some new fact or 
^ Published in March, 1910. 
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experience by means of our previous knowledge . . . The one 
most eager to learn most is the one who knows most . . . Cni- 
ture contributes to virtue because \uitue is a more complex 
thing than vice . . . Herbart's central maxina: The limits of 

the circle of thought are the Emits for the character . Yirtue 

can be taught; it can only be taught . . - Idea is ultimately of 
more potency than feehng .... 

Acton improves the more I read. I eftjoy that learned com¬ 
pany. It is like the Aihmmum en grande tenue. Stendhal 
interests me the most. YTiat an example of a man qui se fout 
du style liUemire I YTiy trouble to unite well ? 

Yesterday and to-day I drafted the whole of the play The 
Snake-Charmer i act. 

Eyesight troubling me again—due to careful (not small} 
UTUtlng of my novel. 

I expect I am as happy now as I can be. I have learnt a lot, 
and .am learning. 

Friday, April 3rd. 

Easily influenced I In reading Leautaud's preface to the 
“ Plus BeEes ” pages of Stendhal, I found him defending Stend¬ 
hal’s hastinesses of style; never going back etc., ' getting the 
stuff down’ (as I say) without affectations or pose, reading^a 
few pages of the Code to get himself into the ' tone’ of plain 
straightforward writing. Now I could quite see the weakness of 
the argument, and I knew the clumsiness of Paul Leautaud s own 
style. Yet so influenced by what he says that I at once began 
to do my novel more rente adamo ! Sentences without verbs, 
etc. See chapters in. Part II, birth of baby and kids’ party, etc. 
Yesterday I wrote 1,700 words in. 2| hours. Stendhal attracts 
me more and more. 

To-day received Tauchnitz’ “ Sudnbume I came ^across 
England: an Ode.” I would not wiite a thing caled ” Eng¬ 
land : an Ode.” This patriotism seems so cheap and conceited. 
I would as soon write ” Bursiem : an Ode ” or ” The Bennetts . 
an Ode.” I would treat such a theme ironically, or realisticaly. 
But loud, sounding praise, ecstasy—^No. 

Every mommg Just now I say to myself : To-day, not to¬ 
morrow, is the day you. have to .Ive, to he happy in. Just ^ 
complete materials for being happy to-day as you ever.^wifl 
have. Live as though tMs day your last of Joy. How obvious, 
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if thougM about'—yet it is just what we forget. Sheer 1 
Aurelius, of course. 

Each day, thrice, I expect romantically interesting, fate¬ 
making letters. Always disappointed. Astonishing how I ha?e 
kept this up for years. 

Eyesight going wrong again. Ought to go to an optician at 
once. But can't put myself out to go to Paris, hate the idea of 
explaining to an optician, etc. Yet I know I run risks. Yester¬ 
day I decided to go, and felt easier, to-day my eyes are better 
and I put it off. 

Sunday, April ^th, 

I finished this morning at 8.30 a.m. the '"Snake Charmer", 
melodrama in One Act.^ I have no real expectation of it ever 
being played. I make £25 out of it, down, and that is all I am 
sure of. 

Habit of work is growing on me. I could get into the way of 
going to my desk as a man goes to whisky, or rather to chloral. 
Now that I have finished all my odd jobs and have nothing to 
do but 10,000 words of novel a week and two articles a week, 
I feel quite lost, and at once be^ to think, without effort, of 
ideas for a new novel. My instinct is to multiply books and 
articles and plays. I constantly gloat over the number of words 
I have written in a given period. 

All I want now is about ^,000 francs extra to fix us in the 
Fontainebleau house. 

Monday, April 6th, 

In the Victorian History of Staffs the political section, by 
W. H. R. Curtter, which I have read all through, struck me as 
very much lacking in distinction. The chief things that I 
gathered from it were (i) the primitiveness of politics up to the 
Revolution, (2) the immense power of big families, (3) the fact 
that politics were chiefly a game between them and the King, 
(4) that the origin of the Staffordshire knot seems to be unknown. 
I shall now read the economic section. 

Finished another sub-section of "Old Wives' Tale " this 
morning. 

Seine like a sea* 

^Intended for a music-hall sketch. 
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April jih. 

Forest. Roar of wind in brandies above while nncanniiy calm 
in shelter below. 

Thursday, April gth. 

Finished “ The Actor-Manager ” in 24 hours. This is praise of 
it. The .interest keeps up, but the book ends abrti.ptly, and 
mire,asonably, long before the stoiy^ is finished. A good book, 
but rather monotonous in colour and movement, and practically 
no backgrounds in .it at ail. As for scenic effects, whether of 
town or country—scarcely an attempt. It is excellent so far 
as it goes ; but it lacks. It lacks the romantic feeling or summat. 

A great Spring day to-day. Also yesterday. I walked, to 
F'bleau and back yesterday moming; and wrote 2,000 wnids 
of novel in the afteiiioo.n. This afternoon w^e had tea in the 
garden—first refiection of the year outside. 

Sunday, April xzth. 

Ill Friday and Saturday. Mgraine. Recovering to-day, and 
flik ’ evening began to think of Part III of Book II of Old 
Wives' Tale Last night I had news of settlement of al 
questions which might lead to financial worry. Therefore quite 
free in. mind .as to this for a long time to come. I felt free. 

Yet to-day, somewhat depressed, entirely without cause, save 
phvsicai fatigue after indisposition. This shows how the state 
of mild worry' is a habit, even with professed philosophers. 

Good Friday, April lyth. 

On lYednesda}? we went to Paris to prepare for the. rem.ovmg. 
Yesterday I wrent twice to the Foire du Jambon, and bought^a 
few fr:ames and ti¥0 tiny coloured panels. Returned home in 
crow-ded 5.15 exhausted. Particularly M. Perhaps for the 
first time she felt that the country was better than the town. 
This morning .1 went over to the house, on. foot. M. came by 
train and had her first sight of the house. Ordeal passed off 
very well, as eveinihing was in order. This afternoon I wTote 
a r..P.I'F. article. "No mistake my control over my brain steadily 
increases. 

Wednesday, April zgih. 

On Thursday last, the 23rd, w^e iii.oved into our new. ho^use^ 
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Villa des Nefliers, Avon. By Monday morning we were suffi¬ 
ciently straight for me to resume my novel. 

Ullman came down yesterday, fresh from U.S.A. I said: 

What is your general impression ? Is the U.S. a good place 
to get away from ? ” He said: “On the whole, yes. But for 
a visit, I am sure it would interest you enormously.'' He said 
that I could form no idea of the amount of drinking that weut 
on there. I said I could, as I had already heard a good deal 
about it. He said: “No, you can't," He stuck to it, though 
I tried to treat the statement as an exaggeration, that m tbe 
principal clubs everybody got fuddled every night. 

Noticed in myself: A distinct feeling of jealousy on reading 
yesterday and to-day accounts of another very successful pro¬ 
duction of a play by Somerset Maugham—^the third now running.^ 
Also, in reading an enthusiastic account of a new novelist in 
the Daily News to-day, I looked eagerly for any sign to show 
that he was not after all a really first class artist. It relieved 
me to find that his principal character was somewhat conven¬ 
tional, etc., etc. Curious i 


Saturdayy May 2nd. 

To-day I finished the death of Samuel Povey in '"The Old 
Wives' Tale Thought it perhaps a shade too stiff, too severe, 
as a narrative ; no little dodges to divert the reader on his way. 
The fact is: I have been influenced by Beyle's scorn of ornament 
and device. 

I haven't yet arranged my days here. I am doing no reading, 
no fine writing, no disciplinary thought of any kind. It is true 
that I still spend about two hours a day in working at the arrange¬ 
ment of the house, but then I get up at 6.30, and before 8 I have 
had my tea and read newspapers and correspondence. I am 
still hoping to keep this journal more fully; but I shall never 
do it in this format, which is too small. I dream of a folio 
double-column page, and I will realize that as soon as I have 
finished the present volume, if I can find a good paper that is 
not too opaque. That is the sole difficulty. 

We both enjoy ourselves tremendously here. I take a pleasure 
that may be positively called ‘ keen' in walking across the park, 
getting a shave in a picturesque talkative barber's shop, and 

^ ** Jack Straw ”, Vaudeville; Mrs. Dot ”, Comedy; ” Lady 
Frederick'', Court.,, 
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then strolling about the town. Out snrronndings are certainly 
almost ideal; and the lyeather now is ditto. The fruit trees 
are in blossom. Lilac and peonies are coming. I startled a 
lizard yesterday in the forest. And there is a general cloak of 
thin green on the branches. We have tea in the Mosk, and eat 
our other meals with the door open. To-day I had to close 
the persiennes of my stndy against sun and heat. And this 
month I shall be 411 

Monday^ May 41/1. 

These are the things that .give me the liveliest pleasure among the 
little thmgs of weekly life: opening and glancing through the 
AtJmumum and the l>laiion on Monday mornings, especially the 
advertisements of new books; walking in the park and in the 
tO'Wn in the morning "when ever^dhing is fresh ; eating my lunch ; 
drinMiig tea; and reading after I am in bed. The mischief as 
regards the last is that I always get sleepy too soon. I finished 
my T.P. article at 9 a.m. this morning, and then strolled about 
town and forest, finding and arranging ideas for next chapter of 
“ Old Wives' Tale But I also found a most charming hr&- 
canteur, with lovely Empire guSridms for sale at a reasonable 
price. 

Monday, May j.Ttk. 

Since Tuesday last I have written an average of over 2,00® 
wwds. a day, including 12,500 words of novel. I finished the 
second part tMs afternoon at 6.15,, and was. assez emu. This 
.makes half of the book, exactly 100,000 words done. I had a 
subdued bilio^us attack practically all the time since Tuesday, but 
Just managed to keep it within bounds.. With ail this I .natur- 
aly shirked joumalizmg. I must not forget that I also corrected, 
in this time, more than 250 printed pp. of proofs, I had. 3 books 
to correct at once: Buried Alive ”, ” How to live on 24 hours 
a day ”, and ” Helen with the High Hand ”, 

Paris, Thursday, May i^ih, 

Wh went to Paris on Tuesday mom. I couldn't get used to the 
town.. Felt as if I had been dragge.d out of my groove and 
resented it. But of course the weather was awful. Yesterday 
morning had petit dejeuner at the .Cafe de la. R%ence, as, ten 
years ago when I first came to .Paris.. An,d I enjoyed it just .as, 
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much, perhaps more, except the newspapers, which had lost 
their old romance. I should think so indeed, seeing what I 
know of them! 

I took measures, getting addresses etc. to recommence, 
modestly, my career as a book collector. I bought Ulnter- 
mediaire and got catalogues; which gave me a keen pleasure. 
To-day I meant to plan out my average day as I mean to live 
it here; but I have not done so. For I am now ' settled down' 
definitely, and must arrange my life. One of my notions is to 
study French more methodically ; my knowledge of it does not 
improve fast enough; not even as fast as my accent—and that 
is not saying much. 

Sunday, May xjth. 

At last I have begun to receive catalogues from second-hand 
booksellers in Paris. I ordered three cheap books this afternoon, 
to make a commencement. This afternoon M., Emily and I 
went for a walk in the forest. Many people. A too sophis¬ 
ticated air. At the Caveme Augas a man with candles, on the 
make. Beautiful paths and glimpses and set panoramas, hut 
unpleasing because part of a set show. Then sudden arrival on 
the Route National 5 bis. Autos struggling up it, noisily, all 
the time, in a faint cloud of dust. Bicyclists chiefly walking. 
General Sundayish something that rouses always the exclusive 
aristocrat in one. M. getting tired, and more tired, and assuring 
herself by questions that I am taking the nearest way home. 
Then the arrival, amidst forced cheerfulness, and a realization 
that one's feet ache. I ran upstairs to read catalogues. The 
first languors of summer sunsets. House overrun with ants. 
Slight disquiet on account of this plague of ants. New carpets 
arrived this morning, re-arousing our pride in our toy house. 
I forewent my afternoon sleep in order finally to arrange the 
second spare bedroom. 

Mmday, May 

For some wreeks I have been occupied with the proofs of 3 books: 
''Helen with the High Hand" (“The Miser's Niece"), “How 
to live on 24 hours a day," and “ Buried Alive ". To-night I 
finished the last of these damnable nuisances. To-day I began 
seriously to construct Part III—Paris—of “ The Old Wiv^' 
Tale,'^ and got on pretty well, in spite of a headache. 
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Wednesday, May 20th. 

I mote a complete short stor>% The Tight Hand ”, 2 30^ 
words. A good idea, rather spoilt; fuimy, realir hnniorcns, but 
not enough constraction to it, and the efiect rather anticipated. 
But I coiildn't do it again. With me, the rough has to gc ivith 
the smooth. I know I have been right in always refusing to do 
^tdhing twice over, or to alter anything, once done. M. was 
in Paris. I had finished at 3 p.m. 

After tea I sought out all the books I have acquired during 
the year, and ranged them apart. At the end of the year I sh^afl 
visually know what I have done in the way of book-getting, I 
then had to decide what I should read, of heavy stuff, and I 

settled on Lewes's Historjr of Philosophy 'b Madame B_ 

came. Speaking of her cat she said: I give him eveiytMng, 
except liberty. I can't give Mm that because I haven't got 
it.'' 


Friday, May 22nd. 

Learnt this afternoon that we are cut off from telegraphic com¬ 
munication vith Pans ; yesterday's storm blew down two kiio- 
metres of telegraph poles on the other side of Melun. Not a 
word about these disasters in the Continental Daily Mail, of 
course. It was Mi of its third anniversary and of the horribie 
agonies of a man in U.S.A. who died slowly of hydrophobia. 

Saturday, May 23/i, 

To-day I seemed to get a little nearer the state of nmid and the 
mode of life that I have aimed at. I finished.the story ''The 
Glimpse for the Xmas No. of Blach and White (much too gcx)d., 
too spiritual). It gave me a he.adache. In the afternoon I 
continued reading Lewes's “ History of PMlosophy ", wMch I 
have undertaken in aH. its bigness. 

^^diile reading it I was seized again with the idea of learning 
Latin decently; it was so strong that I could scarcely keep my 
attention on the book. Another example of the undiscipliiie of 
the brain. 

Yet I have gradually got my brain far better under control 
than most people. Always haunted by dissatisfaction at the 
discrep.ancy between reason aii.d conduct.! No re.ason why con¬ 
duct should not conform to the ideas of reason, except inefficient 

291 























MAY 25-MAY 2 6, 1908 


male sex, of them toiderstaiiding each other so much better than 
any man could understand them, that they understand and 
sympathize with each other to absolute perfection. Cmioiis 
misconception, but natural. 

I see that at bottom, I have an intellectual scorn, or the scorn 
of an intellectual man, for all sexual-physicai manifestations. 
They seem childish to me, unnecessary s5miptoms and symbols 
of a spiritual phenomenon. (Y'et few Englishmen could be more 
perv^ersely curious and adventurous than I am in just those 
manifestations.) I can feel myself despising them at the verj" 
moment of deriving satisfaction from them, as if I were playing 
at being a child. And even as regards spiritual affection, I do 
not like to think that I am dependent spiritualy, to even a 
slight degree, on anyone. I do not like to think that I am not 
absolutely complete and sufficient in myself to myself. I could 
not ask for a caress, except as a matter of form, .and to save 
the amour-propre of her who I knew was anxious to confer 
it. 

Two hours' w’alk in the rain in the forest this after-tea, when 
ideas for my play, my novel, and a stoij “ The Cat and Cupid 
simply bubbled up out of me. 

Tuesday, May 26th. 

It must be very difficult, I think., to be really generous, i.e. to 
give something which you need. I doubt whether in this strict 
sense I have ever been really generous in all my life. I felt it 
this afternoon, in talking with E., when it was a question of 
giving £20 before I had heard definitely from my architect that 
the landlord at Paris had undert.aken to refund my deposit. I 
might really ivant that £20, and though I decided at once to give 
it I gave it, not from a spontaneous instinct of generosity, but 
unwillingly (within myself), and in obedience to my ideas of 
rightness and propriety. Something forced me to give it. 
This is not generosity. 

I have now added to my daily affairs a Mttle systematic st.ud3r 
of French, a little miscell,aneous. reading, and a .Ittle odd writing 
work, which for the moment is to take the shape of translating 
Verlaine. So, after being here over a month, I have at last got 
into my desired routine, completely. 

This morning I .rea.d through. Part One of novel, and thought 
it was devilish good. To-morrow. I begin Part III., 
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May 2ytk. 

My birthday. 41. I read some of the memoirs of Boston 1 
to-day. Of course morbidly religious, but very well written. I 
can conceive that the average of writing at the end of the 17th 
cent, was higher than it is to-day. 

Friday, May 2gth. 

Just to note what the Bal des Quat’z Arts was in 1908. Cal- 
vocoressi went to this year’s ball, being officially invited as a 
director of the Russian opera. He said that there were a large 
number of women there absolutely naked, and many men who 
wore nothing better than a ceinture of bones which concealed 
nothing. Calvo said that on leaving at 4 a.m. he saw a ualrpij 
woman calmly standing outside in the street, smoking a cigar- 

ette. SlHTOimded hv a r.rnwd nf oKmif r>r\r\ t _ 


L wiiii aiconoi ana on tney can 
about inconveniences. A whole 
; various French accents. A 
, full of good and bad furniture 
with rafters, formed the salon; 
dat de Severac played Ms new 
sincere person, especially in Ms 
music : J'ai voulu evoquer. 

Thomas Boston (1677-1732) was 
iter. His book was republished in 
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J'ai voulu evoquer,” again and again. Cniions: Everybody was 
enthusiastic abont the in%^eative fancy shown in knockabout 
turns on English music-hails. By chance this was all they found 
on this occasion to praise about England. But M.me GodebsM 
said to me,I love the English language and ever}h:hiiig English.” 

I worked well at ” Old Wives' Tale ” yesterday, but indiffer¬ 
ently to-day, I lack male societj^. A monotonous effect. Also 
the gardener spent too much money on stocking the garden. So 
that to-night I felt as if I wanted a change rather acutelyn 

Tuesday, June 2nd. 

Gradually got involved in one of my periodic crises of work, 
froin which I emerged last night, having WTitten the ffrst chapter 
of Part III of '' Old Wives' Tale ”, a 4,300 word story (“ ^^Cat 
and Cupid”) and two articles. Considerable inconvenieiiGe 
from sleeplessness. 

Latety acquired these books : Tasso, ” Gerosalemme ”, etc.; 
Ste Beuve, ” Liwe dhAmour ” ; Merrill, ” Poesies 1S87-1897 ” ; 
Coulangheon, ” Lettres a deux femmes ”; J, de Gourmont, 
“ Henri de Regnier.” And probably one or two others that 
I can't recall. 

Wednesday, June yrd. 

Paris yesterday, upon Calvo's invitation to see ” Boris Godoun- 
off ” at the opera, Very^ fine. Especially chorus and general 
completeness of production. Impression left of the barbaric, 
quality of Russia ; and its .intense earnestness in art also. As 
to the composition, assuredly great. No close construction in 
it, its co.nstruction must certainly have teen a matter of hap¬ 
hazard—I don't care what anyone says to the contrary; made 
one fee! the unimportance' of great .skill in construction. .Look 
at the haphazard way in which .all Goethe^s thmgs were con¬ 
structed. Uncanny effect of seeing suddenly a masterpiece of 
which one had scarce^ heard and of which one knew nothing, 
and yet which was written in 1874 or published then, 

I went' behind ' afterwards with 'Calvo. Alter all., the romance 
of the organization of these affairs interests me quite as much as 
the art work. Vast stage. Not well agmce. I went to see the 
foyer de la danse; got it lighted up spedaly for me. Mo^ 
disapfx>inting. Quite .small with, the end wafl .one vast mirror. 
Piffling, compared to its traffltions, I should say not more than. . 

295 


JOURNAL OF ARNOLD BENNETT 

30 feet long. Sloping floor; Curious the effect of the rail put 
in front of the seats, against the walls. Of course it is for the 
ianseuses to hold on to while they practise their postures. But 
it seems as if it was to keep the dhonne admirers from touching 
the girls. Similar effect to that of the grilles behind which sit 
Arabs’ whores in Algeria. Eminently suitable to the character 
of the room. 

Chaliapine was great and profound. Calvo introduced us 
afterwards, on the stage. I hate these introductions, but I was 
glad to go through the tedium of this one. A very tall man, 
with a noble bearing and a fine face. He is undoubtedly a 
sublime artist. 

Much wandering a,bout behind scenes after the performance. 
Inexpressibly tedious. The Calvos and we had drinks on tke 
termsse of Julien’s. I was too exhausted to be intelligent. 
Bedroom in the hotel where every noise could be heard. Im¬ 
possible to sleep. When I heard an alarm-clock go off in the 
midst of these multitudinous sounds, that struck me as that rare 
thing, a really humorous phenomenon, 

I was out at 8 a.m. to-day. Certainly what interests me is 
organization. Outside the Magasins du Louvre, the despatch of 
thousands of parcels in dozens of vans was in full swing. A 
great effect. When I returned, in less than an hour, every thin g 
had gone. At 8.25 the interior of the shop was in going order, 
and well sprinkled with customers. The employes had a strange 
^^«-tired air. 

I had the good luck to get a first ed. of Becque's " Les Cor- 
beaux at Stock's for 4 frs. Tresse was the original publisher. 
They said it was their last copy. It ought to be fairly rare. 

I also bought, what I had been wanting for some weeks, 
ForeFs “ La Question SexueUe'h Also an album of Modes, 
1830-1870, extremement interessant^ and most useful at this exact 
moment for “ Old Wives' Tale 

Wednesday, June xoth. 

I have now begun upon a modest but regular course of book- 
bu57ing, and have worked up quite a pleasure in reading cata¬ 
logues. I read through Gougy's catalogue of more than a 100 
pages on Sunday. Also I have got into the way of expecting 
boolfc to arrive; when I have ordered a book I am impatient 
till it comes, and decidedly disappointed if it doesn't come. 
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Fiirtlier I am maMng a visitation of my books, and making 
discoveries of good tilings that I had absolutely forgotten. 
Thus to-day, hming a bad headache, I found Merimee s “ For- 
trmts ” and read the accomit of Beyle. Good. Also Freeman^s 
primer of the history of Europe ^ %vMch I have possessed for 
years, and often meant to open, but never have done till to-day, 
I found I had a good Elzevir Livy: it must be one of the smallest 
folios ever printed. Cause of headache mj^'sterious. Probably 
a slight touch of sun. I walked in the sun yesterday afternoon, 
and I climbed into cherry-trees to gather cherries in the sun. 
No work this moming. 

Bought a fine 4th edition of Clarissa Haxlowe ”, and a most 
respectable edition iris estimee of Pascal. 

GodebsM and his wife and Maurice Ravel, ^ and a namele^ 
boy of about 20 came yesterday, very late, for tea. My previous 
very agreeable impression of the GodebsMs was confinned. 

Sufiday, June 

Have had two books published lately—" Buried Alive ”, Wed¬ 
nesday grd June, and " How to Live on 24 hours a day.” I 
don t know the date on which this was published officially but 
within the last day or two. 

I gave Chapman and Hall a great idea for advertising " Buried 
Alve ” : namely to place a saiidwiciim.an outside Mudie's. The 
man was there at 9 a.m. on the 3rd, At 10.30 Mudie’s had sent 
down a message to C. and H. to say that, if the .man was. not 
withdrawn they would .send back what copies of the book they 
had already bought .and ban. the bcwk. entirely. So Waugh made 
the man promenade up and down Oxford Street instead. Auto¬ 
cratic. 

June zbth. 

In my 15th Human Machine article in T.P's WmMy, I wrote 
”Meat may go up in price—it has done—but books won't. 
Admission to picture galeries and concerts and so forth will 
remain quite low. The vi.ews from Richmond Hill or Hindhead, 
or .along Pall Mai at sunset, the smel of the earth, the taste of 
fruit and of kisses—ffiese things are unaffected by the machina¬ 
tions of trusts and the hysteria of Stock .Exchanges.” The 

^ " A 'General Sketck. of European History 1872 . 

* Tke famous 
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Westminster Gazette quoted this, and more, but it left out tii 
words " and. of kisses.” Characteristic of the English newspaper^ 
Seriously disturbed by my novel. It is an immensely com' 
plicated undertaking. I took a day off yesterday and went to 
Paris with W.W.K. chiefly for the Gaston La Touche exhibition 
Rotten. He is always occupied with the feeblest symbolistic 
satire upon sensualism. Apes for men. Women dreaming of 
satyrs etc. But you see he really enjoys and admires the sensual 
spectacle. I could use up this show ironically in some descriptive 
passage very well. Regular life entirely upset by my novel. 

Among books recently acquired; J. Lewine, “ Bibliography 
ofiSthcent.artandiU. books ”, 7s. 6^.; Tonnelat, “L’Expan- 
sion AUemande ” ; G. Pellissier, " Voltaire Philosophe ” ; Dry- 
den and others, “ Satires of Juvenal and Persius ”, 2 frs!; Th 
Kbot, ”Psychologie Anglaise”, 3 frs.; “Dictionnafte de 
Famour”, 4 frs.; Taine, "Voyage aux Pyrenees,” 3 frs. - A 
France, " Red Lily ” ; A. R. Wallace, " My Life ”, 6s.; Lucian’s 
" True History ”, fll., 2s.; Sargant and V^ishaw, “ Guide Book 
to Books”, IS. 6 d.; C. DUke, “The British Empire”; A. 
Wolff, " La haute noce ? ” ; Turgenev, “ Lettres k Mme Viardot”. 

Sunday, July x^th. 

I don’t know when I wrote the last entry. 

I finished the third part of “ The Old Wives’ Tale ” on Tuesday 
last.^ Everyfthing else gave way before it, and I simply did 
nothing but that book. It meant the utter defeat of all otha- 
plans. I spent Wednesday in reading through the second part. 

To-morrow I shall begin to think about the fourth part of 
the novel. Reviews of “ Buried Alive ” and “ 24 hours a day ” 
have been simply excellent. But I have heard nothing encourag¬ 
ing about the sales of either book. 

Thursday, July 

We returned to-day from a 3 days’ bicycling tour. Tuesday. 
PitMviers, via Chapelle-la-Reine and Puiseaux. Yesterday. 
Chateau-Landon, via Beaumont. To-day home, via Nemours. 
Total expenses 49 frs. 15 c. I made a lot of notes. I also made 
5 sketches, which I am now trying to sell as illustrations for an 
article. We were immensely impressed by Chateau-Landon. 
On returning home it is always a damned nuisance to look 
through accumulated newspapers—-especially reviews of novels, 
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and to read summaries of tlie ptiblisMng season wMch make no 
refermce to one's self. 

Sunday, August '^oth, 

FMslied '' Hie Old Wives' Tale ” at 11.30 a.,ni.. to-<k.y. 200,000 
words. Now I can begin to keep tMs journal again. 

[Arnold Bennett set out on .an extended sketching tour in 
France on September 2nd, visiting Orleans, Brive, Sonillac^ 
■Sajarc, Canssade, Fenagrois, Toulouse, etc., and returned to 
Paris on September 30 th.—^E ditor.] 

Tuesday, Octoher 6th, 

At 2 a.m. on Thursday the i.st Oct. we arrived in, Paris. 
We had 2I daj’s of fever in Paris. Though we did almost 
nothing I was excessively fatigued. The chief thing that inter¬ 
ested me was the organization of the Magasins du Louvre, just 
close to the hotel. In the way of a descriptive background there 
is a great de.ai to be done there. It is the early hours, from 7 
to 9, say, that are the most interesting. I went to the Galeries 
Lafayette with Marguerite and had a few large, synthetic im¬ 
pressions about that. I was more th^an ever convinced of the 
unhappiness of the vast majority of the inhabitants of a large 
town—owiug to overwork, too long work, and toO' little p.ay .and 
leisure. I had more than ever the notion of a vast mass of 
stupidity and incompetence being exploited by a very small mass 
of cleverness, unjustly exploite.d.. The glimpses of the advanced 
and mad luxury floating on that uneasy sea of dissatisfied .labour 
grew more and more significant to me. I could have become 
obsessed by the essential, wrongness of eveiythmg, had I not 
determined not to so. These phenomena must be. regarded 
in a scientific spirit, they must be regarded comp.arativeiy, or 
a complete #slocation of the mind might ensue. 

We reached home on Saturday at 5.30, I,in an advanced state 
of exhaustion, and depressed by fatigue, (also by the defection 
of a servant—^not that that caused me any inconvenience). I 
went out Into the forest on Sun.day morning to find ideas for an 
article, and except that the odour was much finer, it w^as just 
lik e the height of summer. Crowds of people, so.me movement 
of pleasure.-traffic, burning sunshine. This moming I walked 
for two hours in, the park in search of my play, and I found a 
fairly complete scheme for the whole of it. Title t.o be, pro*- 
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visionaJly: '' What the Public Wants: a tragedy in five Acts i 
—areally, of course, a satiric farce. I think I can now go ahead 
with it. 

Monday, Decemher 14th. 

We left Fontainebleau and arrived at Dijon for dinner. H6tel 
de Bourgogne. Excellent steam-heated room 7 francs. Other¬ 
wise hotel not too well kept. It rained from the time of oar 
advent till nearly 9 a.m. the next morning. I walked out at 
night, and saw a chemist make me a cachet of pyramidon. 
Mystery of cachets, for me, is now for ever gone. Genuine 
effect, in the main street, of a town consisting chiefly of con¬ 
fectioners and gingerbread makers. Trams floating about 
rumblingly and ramblingly all the time. Witnessed an encounter 
between a young and attractive gme and a young man. They 
knew each other. After standing for a time under the glass 
marquise of the principal drapery shop, she shut up her own 
umbrella, and they went off together under his. I got as far as 
the portals of an ' Alcazar' music-hall—all placards, and then 
came back to the hotel, and tried to read Huxley in bed. 
Couldn't. 

It is only at night, when there is little of it, comparatively, 
that you appreciate how much light there is when there is sup¬ 
posed to be none. At 3 a.m. you can discover traces of it every¬ 
where, and it has a very beautiful quality. 

All very well to say that only a really strong nature can say 
“I was wrong,'' and that the inability to say it is a proof of 
weakness. Most people who say it say it impulsively, and are 
undoubtedly not only weak but capricious also in their judg¬ 
ments. It has got to be said very rarely, and with complete 
absence of theatricality. 

Our train for Switzerland was the Paiis-Simplon day express. 
Very Enghsh. Chiefly Englishwomen. Their lack of charm was 
astounding, absolutely astounding. And their aristocratic, self- 
absorbed voices made me laugh. The Enghsh consciousness of 
superiority is sublime in its profound instructiveness. 

Vevey (quite dry—^rain everywhere else). A different climate. 
Mild, sec, I bought a Swiss cigar, and we got into a tiny Swiss 
tram. Had the Swiss feeling. Feelmg much intensified when, 

^ Produced at tUe Aldwych Theatre on May 2, 1909, and transferred 
to the Royalty three weeks later. 
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in the waiting' room of the fonicnlar, we found a vast musical 
box, wHcb I caiised to play for lo centimes. Realy rather a 
good device, especially when you have 45 minutes to wait. 

I was so anxious to see the p^anorama this rnormng {Wednesday 
i6ih Deer) that I slept badly. I thought it vronderM, but I was 
disappointed because it seemed so small. I had expected some¬ 
thing much bigger. Well, it has been growing on ” me all 
day. I thought the highest mountains on the opposite side of 
the lake were about 3,000 or 4,000 ft. high. I found the Dent 
du Midi was about 10,000 ft. Mgh. I thought this Dent was 8 
or 10 miles off. I found it was 24 miles off (38 kilometres). My 
opinion of the panorama is going up every minute. I can 
understand that it is one of the finest- in Suisse, ' Sloppy snow 
everyivhere under foot. Not cold enough, they say. Below us, 
cloud effects on lake continually changing. Really the scene is 
enchantingiy beautiful. We see Vevey as though from a balloon,: 
At night its Hghts are fahy-like—I wish, there was another 
word. C.aiik find one instantly. 

Thursday, December vjih. 

In the basement of this hotel, very dark with windows that look 
on a •wall that supports the earth, is the laundry^, where human 
beings work all day at washing linen. We Ive on the top of all 
that, admiring fine literature, and the marvelous scenery. And. 
to-day the cloud scenery, fioating above the lake and below us, 
i¥as especialy marvelous. 

The Ibrary I brought away with me consisted of 3 vols. of 

Les Origiaes de la France Contemporaine/".Notes siir 
Angleterre ”, "" Graindorge ”, 2 vols., of Huxley's Essays,, 
Andrew Lang's ” Origins of Relgion ”, Lyall's ” Asiatic 
Studies”, “The Ancient Wisdom”, “The Prelude”, “ Les. 
jeux rustiques et divins”, La vie de Henn B^mlard”.; 
Davies's “ Nature Poems ” ; Moreas' “ Paysages et Sentiments ”, 
“ Ainsi park Zarathus.tra ”, a voL of Plutarch, a vol. of Mon¬ 
taigne, “ LT.le des Pingouins ”, a voL of “ Memoires d’Outre- 
Tombe ”, “ King Lear ”, “ Le hasard au Coin du feu ”, Con¬ 
fessions of St.. Augu.stine, Baedeker's Switzerland, Fennel's 
“ Norman:dy ” (to imitate. the sketches), ^^Tiitaker s Almanack, 
Roget's Thesauraus, .BeMow's Fr.-Engl. Diet., “ La Quenffle ” 
by Charles Derennes, Tauchnitz selections from Swinburne, 
Renee Mauperin, “ Inferno ”, Maxims of La Rochefoucauld, 
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place was the home. (It is incredible how people still talk) I 
Jien burst out,.impatiently: Yes, and what about the millions 
of them that have to leave home every day to earn a living ? 
What about the mill girls, and the typists ?'' This quite un¬ 
settled them. They then agreed that unmarried women ought 
to have the vote. But their whole talk and all the phras^^es they 
used, were too marvellously stupid. 

Xfnas Day, 1908, 

Xmas dinner. 40 people. Two strangers came in for dinner, 
and had to have a table in middle of room. 

^ There had been an attempt on October 13 . to msh the House of 
Commons and a serious disturbance took place in ParEament Sqnare. 

Pankhnrst and her daughter Christabei were arrested and sent tO' 
prison. 
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Lights turned out for entry of blue-burning Xmas pudding. 
Admirable dinner. 

[Arnold Bennett spent Christmas in the hotel at Vevey where 
he remained for several weeks. His journal at this period consists 
of details of Christmas festivities and the personalities of his 
fellow visitors which do not appear to be necessary to this volume. 
—^Editor.] 

December ^xsi. 

Dance. Games. God Save the Queen, and varied songs at the 
hotel. God save the Queen (or King) in various languages. 
Servants watching eagerly at nothing from behind a curtaiaed 
window. 

I have never worked so hard as this year, and I have not 
earned less for several years. But I have done fewer sillier 
things than usual. 

I wrote “ Buried Alive | of '' The Old Wives' Tale", 
What the public wants ", “ The Human Machine ", Literary 
Taste: How to form it"; about half a dozen short stories, 
including “ A Matador in the Five Towns " ; over sixty news¬ 
paper articles. 

Total words, 423,500. 








1909 


Friday, January 8ih, 

I wrote tlie .first chapter of new humorous novel ^ (5,200 words) 
on Sunday and Monday. Spent Tuesday and Wednesday in 
bed with a consequent migraiiie. Was very feeble on Thursday, 
aii.d managed to write a New Age article and a lot of correspond- 
deuce, and to do a drawing for an filustrated article to-day. 

After my row with “ Claudius Clear ” ^ to-day*s 

British an apology from Mm, and a signed review by 

Pro! John Adams of '' The Hiim,an Machine ”—I t hlub the 
first regular review of a book of mine that has ever appeared in 
the BJ'F. C. C. once based an article on '' Fame and Fictio.n 
but it was not a re\dew. It was merely an insolence. 

Hiss Sains told me that she had known Rhoda Broughton, 
who had ha.d sisters who didn't treat her properly, and th,at the 
iii-used sister in her early books was herself. Miss Sains had 
also met Mrs. Humphrey Ward. *A 4 charming woman. So 
nice. Always took two years over a novel. So particular,. 
Always began by making a M of extr.acts from other books, 
wMch she used in her own books. Her own books were largely 
made up of ideas colected from other books.'' In short the 
usual clumsy crude account of a writer by a person ignorant of 
composition, and yet giving a rough notion of the truth, uncon¬ 
sciously. 

Saturday, January gth. 

Maiden, aged about 30. Self-conscious. Big nose and eyes, and 
big features generally. Badly ^dressed. "What is ch,aracteristic 
about, her is her pose in an arm chair at night, needle-working. 
One arm alw’ays 0.11 ch,air arm. Looks intently at her work, with 

1 ** The Card 

*Tlie psendonjin of Sir W. .Robertson Ricol, editor of the papear. 
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virginal expression, wHle others are talking. Then at intervals 
looks up suddenly; you can't see her eyes for the white gleam 
of her spectacles, and she seems to embrace the whole room, 
or perhaps the talker alone, in a wide, candid, ingenuous glance 
as of surprise, as if saying slowly: '' What the hell are you 
talking about ? " 

A honeymoon pair came the other night. Across the dining¬ 
room they looked immensely distinguished. He might have 
been a brother of Rostand. Fine nose. White hands. She 
seemed mysterious in a da Vinci way. I made sure he was some 
sort of an artist. No. He proved to be in business. When 
we saw them close to in the little reading-room —^intense vul¬ 
garity of gesture, movement, etc. He seemed more like a bar¬ 
ber's assistant and she a vendeuse mal elevee. Long time since 
I have been so taken in. Interesting to watch how gestures 
effective at a distance (theatrical) grew vulgar close at hand. 

I did 4 sketches and i water-colour to-day, and found all sorts 
of ideas for novel, easily. 

Sunday, January loth. 

Miss Sains related stories of a young woman well known to 
her who had charge of a creche of 30 infants, and amused herself 
one day by changing aU their clothes so that at night they could 
not be identified, and many of them never were identified,” 
said Miss Sains. “ I knew all her brothers and sisters too. She 
wanted to go into a sisterhood, and she did, for a month. The 
only thing she did there was one day she went into the laundry 
and taught all the laundry-maids to polka. She was such a 
merry girl,” Said Miss Sains simply. 

Monday, January xnth, 

Madame Posfay was in the courtyard of the palace at the time 
of the murder of the King and Queen of Servia, but knew no¬ 
thing. ** What are they throwing bolsters out of the windows 
for ?” she asked. It was the bodies. 


Thursday, January 

A lake fish for dinner last night called Ombre, It smelt bad, and 
I did not taste it; the smell was too much. M. said it tasted a 
little bad. I seemed to taste it in all the food afterwards. It 
smelt all over the dining-room, and I could distinctly feel the 
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smell of it in my stomacli tliis morning, I taxed the head 
waiter with it this mormng and by dint of assurances, he being 
an honest man he convinced me that it was quite fresh. It is 
some people considered a delicacy, and it costs 4 francs a 
kilo. But he said it scarcely ever suited English people, and he 
had formerly told the landlady that it was a mistake to serve. 
\¥hat we regard as tainted is its natural fresh taste. The flesh 
is very soft. He s.aid the fishermen caught it too young, would 
not give the fish a chance to mature. 

Monday, January iSf^. 

Ifiss Blenkinsop, on American sleeping-cars : A lot of student 
girls were in the same car vdth me. They aB got into their beds 
about 8 p.m., wearing fancy jackets, and they sat up and ate 
candy. I was walking up and down, and every time I passed 
they implored me to have some candy, and they implored each 
other to try to persuade me. They were mostly named " Sadie 
At I p.m. they ordered drinks round. They had been eating 
candy ail the time. I was obliged to have a drink with them. 
At 5 the next morning they were aU sitting up again and eating 
candy. 

Magnificent weather since Saturda}?, 

Sunday^ January 

Thursday—^goose. Friday evening bilious attack. But it did 
not stop me from working. Yesterday I finished the first third 
of Demy the Audacious And ideas still coming freely I 
To-day it occurred to me to utilise my Jacob Tonson colunui 
in the Nm Age for the material of a book on the, subject of the 
modem novel, its future, its moral, etc,, etc. After .arranging 
all my ideas for next chapter thfr morning, I arranged ideas for 
first chapter of tins book on the novel this .aftemoon. 

Arranged with Taucimitz to abridge the " Old Wives' Tale '' 
so that he can get it into 2 vols. A damned nuisance, vet I 
secretly consider myself fortunate to get it in,. I h,ad hegim to 
think the thing was off. 

Letter from Waugh to-day to say that the book stil selling, 
and their town traveler anxious that no new book should appear 
til this has run its couise. AM very healthy. A fourth edition 
is now quite possible. I had not in the least hoped .for this 

* Sutseqnently published as " The Card 
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success. It alters the value of all my future books. Yet I was 
depressed all afternoon because I could not make a sketch. 
Another proof that public success is no guarantee whatever of 
happiness or even content. I think it makes no difference. 

In becoming acquainted with people you uncover layer after 
layer. Using the word in my sense, one person may be the most 
distinguished of a crowd on the first layer, another on the second, 
and so on. Until after uncovering several layers, you may 
ultimately come to a person who, down below, is the most dis¬ 
tinguished of all—on that layer. The final result may be quite 
unexpected. I suppose that the inmost layer is the most im¬ 
portant, but each has its importance. 

Wednesday, January 2jth, 

Finished to-day the fifth ' deed ' of Denry the Audacious It 
is pretty good. Probably too good for a serial. Abo received 
a copy of the third edition of ‘‘ The Old Wives’ Tale ”, and began 
to cut passages of it so as to make it short enough forTauchnitz. 
Not so difficult as I expected it to be, but nevertheless a desolating 
and unsatisfactory business. Arthur Waugh wrote me that it 
was * a sacrilege ’ . 

Although I now do more work, more regularly than ever I did, 
I feel tired more definitely and more consciously than I did four 
or five years ago. I remember when I was writing “ Leonora ” 
at the Hotel du Quai Voltaire, I used to go out into the Rue de 
Rivoli (towards the end of the book) with a sensation as if the 
top of my head would come off. But I did not recognize it as 
fatigue, simply as the result of worry, a nuisance. I can now 
work hard all morning and I feel tired, and I know that if I kept 
on after lunch I should probably be ill. But by consciously 
refusing to think of my work, by vegetating, I can be sure that 
by tea-time I shall be restored, and can work again for a bit 
without letting myself in for a bihous attack. But I have to 
menager mystlL 

On Monday and yesterday afternoons I wrote the first chapter 
of a book about novel-writing and the fiction-reading pubEc, 
which will appear in pieces over Jacob Tonson’s name. I wes 
most enthusiastic over it. I calculate that m twenty weeks it 
will be done, and a striking book ready to be pubhshed. This 
is an extra. The notion probably came to me from my instinc¬ 
tive hatred of wasting newspaper articles. I hate to think that 
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anytMng I write is bad enongb, or fragmeatary enoagli, to be 
lost for ever in the files of a paper. 

I am writing a pretty good lot, but I am not doing much else. 
h?ot yet at the end of the second volume of '' Les Origines ”— 
in two months. No other reading, except newspapers as usual, 
and bits of Poe. Rather startled by the ist classness of some 
of Poe's Ijnics, such as the '' Haunted Palace 'h 

In weather, the season continues bad. Two days of fog or 
ndst, then one day of splendid sunshine. And so on. No snow 
on the south face of the mountain. In the mountain, in the 
protected folds, large quantities of snow. I go w^alks there, and 
follow tracks made by an animal alone—I don't know what 
animal. When there is the least danger of sipping, I think: 
“ If I feU and sprained my ankle it would probably mean my 
death.” This is quite exciting, half pleasant, half unpleasant. 
When venturing up a steep slope to find a possible path, I think : 
” I ought not to do this.” The great danger is certainly that 
of exposure after an. accident. 

I am always meaning to write character sketches of people in 
the hotel—as exercise—^but I never do. The fact is that to 
write a 65,000 word book, full of novel incident, in two months, 
and a showy tmvaiUee article once a week, leaves one with not 
much energy. The time-table has to be followed with exactitude, 
and it is as$ez juste. 

A middle-aged Dutchman instructs me in billiards most 
evenings. 

February 

R- a man fresh from Cambridge (Queens' C.) said that 

relgion was veiy^ strong there. Prayer-meetings etc., A .group 
of six had prayed for Mm because he played poker. He said 
also that socialism w’as very strong in Cambridge, and .referred 
to the Nm Age as something notoriously briilant and powerful., 

A neurasthenic in the hotel. Very tail, thin, aged about 24, 
rather elegant. I saw Mm on. the morning after Ms arrival. 
He came down early to breakfast .in pumps—a fairly mad thing 
to do. Then he was not seen again. Red-haired. Fih de 
famille de Paris. Wanted to bring the valet with Mm but Ms 
parents wouldn't .let Mm. Arrived .here, couldn't bear to be 
alone in Ms rcx)m. Then imagined, Mmself il and had a profes- . 
sional. nurse in. His mother was telegraphed for. She. came 
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last nigM, and was very cross. Said it was always the same when 
her son travelled alone. She was very angry about him having 
a nurse. The doctor came this morning. Continental doctors 
are up early. This johnny must have caught the 7.15 fumcular 
at Vevey. Grey-haired, heavy clod-hopping man of 55. Very 
Swiss in bearing. The nurse very gaily cheerful. Probably has 
a soft thing on. 

The maitre d'hotel began telling me stories of neurasthenics. 
He said there was one at another hotel here who imagined that 
he could not bear anyone on either side of him or above him or 
below him. So that he had to pay for five rooms. 

Parson came on Saturday. After dinner he goes upstairs, 
puts on a short coat and comes dovm with a pipe. I had some 
little talk with him yesterday at breakfast. Little finicMng 
voice. Slightly deaf. About 50 or so, I asked him what 
bishop he was under. A pause after this question had been 
discussed, and then he said suddenly that he was glad a magpie 
had been seen in the garden. “ Bishop reminded me of magpies 
. . . Magpie dress, you know; black and white.'' This is a 
fair sample of him. 

Tuesday, February gth. 

Keen frost and bright sunshine. I went to toboggan down a 
steep slope, but when it came to the point I was afraid and 
started half-way down, and rolled over. Afterwards I would 
not try from the top, though twice I climbed to the top meaning 
to do it. Curious. No danger as snow thick. But I had the' 

Thursday, February ZTth. 

Finished to-day the shortening of The Old Wives' Tale " for 
Tauchnitz. I have cut out 30,000 words, or x^Ths. There was 
scarcely a line which I did not regret. 

Snow. When it snows the temperature rises. Yet the 
women generally put on an extra shawl in the hotel, because the 
aspect outside is white. No arguing with them. 

Friday, February X2th, 

Girl with voluptuous laugh, short and frequent. Half Scotch, 
half English, Age 24. Very energetic, obstinate, and * slow 
in the uptake '. Red cheeks. Good looking. Athletic. Shy 
—or rather coy. Always the voluptuous laugh being heard, 
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all o¥er the hotel. A wanton laugh, most curious. Her voice 
also has a strange voluptuous quality. They say the Scotch 
women oie femmes de temperamenL This one must be, extremely 
so. And her athleticism must be an instinctive refmde conire 
Vmmur. Manners and deportment quite irreproachable, save 
for this eternal, rippling, startling laugh. It becomes more and 
more an obsession. One waits to hear it. 

Tuesday, February j6ih. 

Up in the woods. Long snow path. Greenish-hrown-blacfc 
colour of wood cut and uncut coming often in the distance, or 
rather flaming out with a spark or spot of ochreish raw wood— 
the end of a fresh^cut log. Immense amount of wood-cutting 
on the mountain-side. Ail the upw^ard paths lead up to and stop 
at either a farm or a wood-cutting place. The paths seldom 
join, each other. They are nearly all blind. But this morning 
in a snowstorm I found a path that led clear over the top of the 
mountain to the southern slope; a long way. It stopped at a 
wood-cutting, or diminished rather to a track of a dog's feet, 
which w’ent under a hedge and reappeared on the other side. 
But the slope w^as too steep for me to foflow. I could see Attalens. 
So I had to turn back. Clouds broke, and strong sunshme. 

Yesterday I finished three-quarters of “ Denry the Auda¬ 
cious 'h I think that in hook form I shall caM it The Card 
Good honest eveiy^day work, vitiated by my const'ant thought 
of a magazine pubHc. 

Saturday, February 20ih, 

I got from, the New Age new novels by John Galsworthy, B^arry 
Fain, R. Le Gallienne .and Mrs. Hesbit. Reminded me of 
reviewing days. ^ Tedious. Disappointing, except the Baixy Fain, 
which I could read. I won't do any more of this quasi-reviewing. 

Acquired: 

Confessions " F. Verlaine. Portrait by Anquetm. 

Finished loth chapter of “ Denry the AudaciO'iis to-day. 

I had a letter from Lee Mathem saying he could positively 
sell What the .Public Wants to Havrtrey,* and possibly to 

^ Respectively; ** Fraternity Tlie Giftod ..Family Little Biimers 
with, the Sphinx **, and ** Daphne in Fit 2 xoy Square 

* He played Sir Chaxles Wogan on the prodactioii of the play at the. 
Royalty Theatre, May, 1909 . 
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Lena Ashwell; but that he had read it to Tree and supped with 
Tree, and that Tree could not see anything in it at all. My 
thoughts are now disturbed by theatrical matters. 

Thursday, February 2^ih. 

Fifteen degrees C. of cold this morning at 7 a.m., 13° at 8.15. 

I went out yesterday afternoon. Strong north-east wind and 
very hard frost. I had my face wrapped up, but after a mile I 
could not stand it any longer, and had to come home. It was 
a tenif3dng and very painful cold : the keenest I have been in. 
Finished this momiug last chapter but one of “ Denry ” or 
The Card ”, So busy with this, and advance articles for the 
New Age, that no time or disposition for a journal. 

Friday, February 26fh. 

Marguerite and Pauline Smith came back from Vevey to-day 
with particulars of a maniaque shop there, where, when you 
had bought an article it was taken from you and a number given 
in exchange. You then, after purchasing all you wanted, paid 
at the desk, and then went to another part of the shop, where 
were a number of pigeon-holes numbered. Your articles were 
then taken out of the pigeon-holes corresponding to your numbers 
and wrapped up. The wrapping up could not begin till you had 
paid. At the wrapping-up place were a number of little brown 
paper bags contaioing pieces of string. Each bag had a different 
length of string. The packer chose a suitable length from the 
bag containing pieces only of that length. One can imagine the 
fussiness, indeed mania, of the proprietor, and hell of a time that 
the girls employed in it must have. 

I found quite early this morning all the ideas for last chapter 
of novel. This afternoon I reviewed Barry Pain, Galsworthy, 
Le Gallieime, and Mrs. Nesbit for the New Age. Quite like old 
times. I fell at once in my old quiet habits of reviewing; but 
the stuff written was, I think, much better—certainly had more 
souplesse. 

More and more struck by Tchekoff, and more and more 
inclined to write a lot of very short stories in the same technique. 
As a fact, “ The Death of Simon Fuge ”, written long before I 
had read Tchekoff, is in the same technique, and about as good. 
Though to say anything is as good as '‘Ward No. 6in “Th^ 
Black Monk ”, wants a bit of nerve. 
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Tuesday, March 2nd, 

I finistied Denry'' or '' The Card ” yesterday at ii a.m. 
Began it on Jan. i, I think. 64,000 words. Stodgy, no real 
distinction of any sort, but well invented, and done up to the 
knocker, technically, right through. 

To-day we leave, at 2.19, from Vevey. 

Monday, March %th, 

Paris. Renaissance Theatre. J'en .ai. plein le dos de Margot,” 
by Conrteline et Pierre Wolff. Not a bad thing. A sort of a 
passable thing, but not as. good as it ought to have been. The 
sort of a thing that a lettered person could Just sit through 
without being offended or fatigued. Usual Haison business. 
Guitry's mistress, Desclos, seemed to be making progress. She 
can play a passive r. 51 e very wel. 

Then: “ Le Juif .Polonais.” Enomousiy naif and simple. 
Quite interesting, as primitivism. There m.ust be some quality 
in it, or it could not h.ave Ived so long. Guitry showing all Ms 
customary restraint and fineness. Quite different from Irving. 
But my impression remains that Irving's ecstasies of fright and 
remorse were pretty good too. Curious, on Friday, how Madame 
M. talked enthusiasticaly about Guitry. But she always does, 
whenever he is mentioned. I mean curious that a tout a fait 
petite hourgeoise should .so often have such right perceptions 
about art. 

Dined wdth the D^-s on Thursday. D. had had some 

business with the commissaire de poOce du quariier, with whom 
he is on very good terms, and in. the weH-fumished bur^u of 
the conma^aire he saw a picture by Harpignies K A,gift ”, 
said the commissaire. ” The old man and I had a little busings, 
together not long since ... II avait houspiile me petite Me.” 
And the old man is about 80. Thus these things can be arranged, 
in Paris. 

Exposition de la Societe des Aquarellistes Fran^ais at Georges 
Petit's. I went to pick up hints about technique. General 
.level very low. Coming out, I met procession of autos depositing 
elegant women at the door. I doubt if the auto has yet bem 
properly done from the elegant .and the purely romantic qualities 
it has. Then, similar thought to that caused by the Debussy 

^ Henii Haipignies, tiae famoiis 'iandscape painter f 1819 - 1916 |. Hh 
!ia4 an exMbitioii in London when he was 94 , 
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singer at UUmans—al those painters having painted for a year 
to give, ostensibly, momentary pleasure to a few elegant un- 
understanding persons. Something fine about the notion some¬ 
where. I thought I could work it up for The Glimpse, 

England, 

We left Paris on Saturday, Mch. 6 at 8.25. Traversing hundreds 
of miles of snow. 

Gestures and style of people walking down to work past the 
Mater's window in the morning ought to be noticed. There are 
young men who seem so absorbed in a pipe as to be smoking it 
with their whole bodies. General deliberation and heaviness. 

Thursday, March mth. 

Went to meeting of TunstaH Town Council in the afternoon (of 
which notes elsewhere). On the way there, down Scotia RdL, I 
saw a knot of girls here and there who had obviously left their 
work on a bank to come out and watch. Heads wrapped up m 
cotton against powdery workshops. Standing still in raw 
cold, very ill-clad. They were waiting for a funeral to pass. 
I saw this funeral just starting from a cottage lower down. The 
hearse just moving from the side of the road to the middle, and 
the procession hopping over snow heaps to join in. Two women, 
noses in handkerchiefs, immediately behind hearse. They 
seemed to place their hkfs. in position and to begin to cry just as 
procession started. About 15 or 20 men behind. Quite half 
without overcoats. You thought of the waiting hatless at the 
grave etc. Extremely foul and muddy road, and a raw day. 
Crowd blocking the pavement in front of the house. Burly 
Podmore elbowing his way through it to get in. As I forced my 
way past, smell, and sound of cr5dng came from the house. 

Sunday, March 101, 

Lunch of the N. Staffs. Liberal Federation at the N.S. Hotel 
yesterday. There was nothing specially to notice, except the 
inferior quality of the speeches, including Lord Crewe's. But 
Mills, of the Manchester Guardian, said that he was much better 
in the House of Lords. 

Hawtrey, after accepting “ What the Public Wants " on his 
own-—that is, so far as he was concerned—^found himself obliged 
to refuse it because his syndicate funked it. He said he thought 
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he could ultimately have persuaded them, but we would not give 
iii.m time. This is yet another instance of the way in which 
plays are chosen. This was on Thursday. On Friday, Trench 
WTote me definitely conmiissioniiig a play, subject to seeing a 
scenario. 

Thursday, Dinner wdth Lee Mathews, and went with 

him to see Wafler in the '' Musketeers ", A humiiiatmg spectacle. 

Tuesday 1.6th. Saw Pinker: and Whitten lunched with 
me at Gatti's and invited me to Omar Kh,ayyam Club dinner. 

Lunched with Herbert Trench at United Universities Club and 
heard about Ms rather airy plans for a Mgh-class theatre. 

Friday, igth. Lunch at Frank Harris's, and met Hewbould, 
Crawley and John Tweed. 

Thursday, 2Sth. Lunch at Ritz with Hewbould, Harrises 
being there. New GallerirU Conder pictures. Tea at Carlton. 

Friday, 26th. '' Fraternity ” dinner ofiered to me. It is to 

be noted that I spoke for 35 minutes. 

Saturday. Dinner at Goolds. Not.aMe drive through M'aida 
Vale regions, especially Bloinfield Road and its canals.. 

Sunday, 28th. Sharpes here for the evening. Papa et fils 
played Borodine. 

Monday, March 2gih. 

No time nor inclination to keep journals. Last week I wrote 
two articles for Nm Age and a short story for Tillotsons. 

Tuesday, March ^oth. 

Yesterday. Stage Society. ThorougMy bad one-act play by 
Margaret Mack.. Goodish play The Fountain by a Mr. 
Calderon. Orchestral concert at night .at R.C.M. 

To-day. Lunch with .Lee Mathews .and Hawtrey at the Arts 
Club. Called later on. Charles Morley [editor of] P.M. Magazine. 
Tea with Orage. Miss Beatrice Tina, Francis Grierson, and Ms 
secret.ajy. Grierson made a peculiar effect on me. 

Thursday, April isL 

.Wednesday mght. Omar Khayyam Club. Centenary din.ner to 
celebrate birth of Fitzgerald. 90 diners. I made a speech to 
M.P.'s, . ambassadors, m^istrates, academicians, publisher, 
poets, and. scientists. Frascati's rest.aurant. Effect of crowded 
restaurant.. Various dinners (8, I tMnk) going on. at once.. 
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Sunday, April ^th. 

Friday. Lunch with Wells at Reform Club. I wanted to belong 
to this club. Went to NX.C. and got proposed as temporary 
member. Tea with Carl Leyel at Savage Club. Bozmans and 
Chapman here in the evening. 

Saturday, Enfeebled. Boatrace. 

Tuesday, April 6th. 

Expected first rehearsal of'' What the Public Wants ” yesterday, 
but of course it was postponed. 

Good Friday, April (jth. 

Wednesday. Dinner at Ford Madox Hueffer’s. John Gals¬ 
worthy and wife there. Shght gene on my part on first encounter 
with Galsworthy, seeing my . recent articles on him. However, 
we did well together, and he asked me to dinner. Hueffer said 
that Henry James dictated so slowly that he insisted on his 
amanuensis having a novel open before her to read while he 
dictated. He said that Conrad was still as late as ever with 
his copy. 

All these days magnificent weather. East wind having 
gradually died down. Putney Bridge and High Street at 
II a.m. Talk about road to Delhi. “ I met a hundred men 
on the road to Portsmouth and they were all my brothers” 
(Indian Proverb). 

Sunday, April zith. 

Yesterday, visit to Kew Gardens, preceded by death of Swm- 
bume. Seventh day of cloudless sky. 

Monday, April Z(yth. 

Rehearsals of What the Public Wants ” began on Tuesday.^ 
Thursday, met Whelen, Tree's private secretary, at Lee Mat¬ 
thew's club, and gave him ideas for a '"Don Juan" for Tree. 
Friday, went down in motor with Frank Harris and wife and 
Marguerite. Met A. G. Hales, war-correspondent, there. He 
gave us his experiences of spiritualism, and an address in Peck- 
ham Rye. So we said we would go. We had a great lunch at 
the Royal York Hotel, kept by one Preston, with the manners 

^ At the Aldwych Theatre, where it was produced by the Stage Society, 
May 2. 
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and the Wesimtn-st^ GazeUe, But all the others however 
, recognized that they had something stnkmg to deal with. 

Lunched with Frank Yemon Wednes^day 5th, He had produced 
“ Cupid and Commonseiise ” in Glasgow on the previous Thurs¬ 
day and told me of its striMng success on the first night. I 
heard later that it played to /188 during the week. TMs seemed 
to me sm,all, but the theatre people regarded it as very good. 

Sunday night. Annual Dinner of Stage Society. M. and I 
on either side of cliaimian. It was nearh* eleven when I was 
called on to speak, so the speech I could have made was not 
delivered. Moreover, audience tired. 

On Monday terms w^ere definitely arranged with Hawtrey's 
Syndicate, headed by Tom B. Davis, for producrion of “ YTiat 
the Pubic Wants ” at Royaiiy. I w’as at theatre and Hawixey 
presented to me various members of the cast he had engaged, 
mciuding a young ivoman named Cleaver for principal part, who 
impressed me. 
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On Tuesday the contract was signed and Tom B. Davis paid 
over a cheque for £ioo. No sooner was this done than I met 
Hawtrey by chance in the street, and he was very angry with 
Davis, who would not agree to estimate for scenery etc. Haw¬ 
trey had cancelled rehearsal for that afternoon, for (as he said) 
diplomatic reasons—so as to force the hand of the Syndicate 
by making them think he would chuck it all up if he could not 
have his way. He said Syndicate were hard up. This worried 
me. I was glad to be leaving London the next day, with a 
postal strike in France. 

We arrived at Fontainebleau at 9.30 Wednesday night, the 
12th, having been absent 5 months. Now my ordinary life is 
to recommence. 

[A hiatus of four months occurs in the journal at this point, 
after Arnold Bennett’s return to France.— Editor.] 

September 12th. 

Prince Kropotkin's memoirs. No translator’s name on title 
page. I wonder if he wrote them in English himself. Many 
awkward terms of phrase, and errors, such as ' griefs ’ for ‘ griev¬ 
ances The book is different from what I expected but quite 
as fine. 

He really is very reticent about himself. For instance, he 
doesn’t relate his marriage, so far as I remember, though towards 
the end of the memoirs his wife figures frequently. He does 
give a new and dramatic impression of the persecuting attitude 
of all governments towards genuinely ' advanced ’ thought and 
propaganda, and of the injustice they vnll do to attain their 
ends. Even Switzerland. He was least persecuted in England. 
But he speaks of England as a living tomb one year that he 
was obliged to spend in London about 1880, before Bums, 
Morris etc. No Socialist society there. Hyndman was the sole 
advanced worker. Tremendous change since then. He seems 
to be very careful in his statements ; yet he says that all govern¬ 
ments maintain spies and agents provocateurs. A very simple 
and straightforward character. Discusses very simply every¬ 
thing that comes in his way. Extremely philosophical in his 
acceptance of ^ the fortunes of war Never seeks to ‘ dress his 
window The picture of his childhood is the most picturesque, 
the most effective. But he never seeks an effect. Evidently he 
and his friends were of a morality far higher than even the 







PTEMBER 12-SEPT EMBER 


My moral* On the whole I should say Ms life *was 
3. He is naturally dead against prisons, as I suppose 
aaly honest people must be. He lays stress on the 
prisoner's dependents caused by imprisoning. I had 
ly pictured this, before. At first I was surprised, but 
ction, by Ms statement that French prisons are more 
m EnaHsh* and less degrading' also to the dimitv.. 
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!. 1 once .snooK 
, always since he 
makes a point of this ceremony. He shook hancM to-day. I 
left him with Marguerite. I was standing at the top of the 
garden when I heard Mm coming down stairs to depart... I 
walked hurriedly round between the kiosk so that he should not 
see me .and I should not have to shake hands with Mm. I did 
this almost before I thought what I was doing. \^^y? A 
decent, .independent chap, vigorous and energetic. Young. 
'I¥hat. is at the back of my mind is probably that I resent Ms 
insisting on the " privilege ' wMch I once granted Mm. Funny, 
1 By Taigeaev.. 
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To-niglit I began to read again '' When I was a Child with 
a view to my next novel, which I think must contain, near the 
beginning, a grimmish detailed sketch of industrial child-life in 
1840, about. 

Sunday, September igth. 

Thomas Seccombe took three meals with us on Wednesday and 
Thursday. He and I talked “ shop'' most of the time and 
walked a great deal in the forest. I discovered that he was 
chiefly a professor of history ^ and ' Prior ' of the Johnson Club. 
Yet even he was fairly convinced that Germany would try to 
take S. Africa from us, and that if they couldn't put their heel 
on the population, having taken possession of the Colony, they 
would exterminate the population. He offered this view quite 
seriously. Very reasonable and doux in argument. He gave me 
some curious proofs of the popularity of How to hve on 24 
hours a day For instance, he was in a hotel one day and a 
motor party came in for lunch, and after lunch a young man of 
the party picked up the book, said its title was funny, began 
to read it, and couldn't be got away therefrom into the motor. 
Seccombe left on Thursday afternoon, having impressed me very 
favourably as a cultivated, openminded, courteous, and subtle 
brain. 

Olive and Gabrielle left on Friday morning and M. went with 
them to Paris. The Godebskis came for dinner. 

At the week-end I had neuralgia for 40 hours. I read about 
half of La Duchesse de Chateauroux et ses soeurs Daintily 
done, but unimportant. Taine would have done it differently. 
As a fact I only read it for the scandalous passages, and I often 
skipped in order to come to them. 

I read also a lot of Prof. X. and E. Y. In a letter to Frank 
Harris I described their Shakesperean criticism as /undistin¬ 
guished and laborious muck'. He fastened on the phrase with 
delight. It is violent but pretty true. X. is the better of the 
two. He understands pretty well the psychology of the recep¬ 
tive mind, of the mind to which the artist appeals, but he most 
obviously does not understand the psychology of the artist. 
What light upon the subject of creative art I could let in by a 
few blunderbus and violent statements. But then so few would 

1 WLen I was a CMld, by an Old Potter ", pnblisbed in 1903. 

® He was lecturer at East London College. 
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ig inon-eoiDiej tnat goes to tne maiong or an 
The frontage of the shop is of course an ordinary 
The shop itself must be a courtyard roofed 
over. It is in charge mamly of women. Sitting high at the 
cash desk near the entrance axe two controlling' womm—one 
native in m^anner; with the table of electric 
switches at their right h.and. They look up from books to direct 
entering customers and when they know" w^hat cnstomers want 
they call out a warning to the assistants within. Very smlhng, 
with a mechanical saccharine smile. 

The bulk of the assistants are youngish girls; some pretty, 
aJl dressed in Mack, with Mack aprons, scissors etc. and blackish 
hands. They do not seem keen, but. rather bored. Cert.ainly 
the wages must be loiv. Hours about 12 or 13, per day—that is 
to say, hours during which shop is open. Besides these, there are 
a few men, who wear Hue smocks, and attend to fumiture, 
i similar departments. One of these, with one 
it the Malum at the front, 'where trinkets, ^and 
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souvenirs and postcards are exposed. Men seem even more 
discontented than the girls. I never saw anyone there who 
looked like a proprietor or supreme boss. The whole shop is 
modelled on the big general shops in Paris. There are similar 
shops now in most provincial towns. In Toulouse there were 
half a dozen splendid ones. 

In aU, the conditions of labour are disgusting to the social 
conscience, though probably better than in ateliers. There 
is a feeling of cutting down expenditure, especially wages, in 
order to sell cheaply, while making a good profit. A feeling that 
everybody concerned is secretly at the beginning of a revolt, 
and that the organizers of the whole organism are keeping out 
of the way. Yes, there is certainly this feeling 1 I am always 
tmeasy when in such shops, as if I too were guilty for what is 
wrong in them. Of course nearly all shops are on the same 
basis of sweating, but in some it is masked in magnificence, so 
that one has to search for it. 

A handful of customers always in, and a continuous movement 
near the entrance. 

At closing time the eialage has to be carried in, and there is 
left a prodigious litter of bits of paper which has to be swept up. 
Then early in the morning (less than 12 hours after the closing) 
there is the refixing and arrangement of the Stalage, and the 
gradual recommencement of the day. 

Some of the women have a certain coquetterie. But not the 
young ones; the controlling women of 40 or so. These have 
the air of being always equal to the situation, but they are not. 
I remember once half the staff (it seemed) was worsted in an 
attempt to make a bicycle pump work that I had bought. They 
all conspired to convince me that it was quite in order, but I 
beat them, and they had to take the pump back. One of the 
controlling women began on a note of expert omniscient con¬ 
descension to me, but she gradually lost her assurance, and fled. 
A man would not so easily have done that. 

I went on preparing Act I of The Honeymoon ^ this morn¬ 
ing, and had some success. 

Friday, September 24th. 

Lee Matthews came on Wednesday night. Thursday morning 
Lee M, and I walked in the forest. He said that he had got 
^ TMs was produced at the Royalty Theatre, October 6 , 1911- 
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Tree to come to Ms flat, and Ms wife read to Tree tie scenario 
of my '' Don Jnanand Tree said lie was afraid he fladn’t 
enough dash to cart}' it off. He took the MS. away mth him., 
and Lee M. has heard nothing since. 

In the afternoon he and I went to Moret by train, and walked 
down to St. Mamm^ and up the Loing to Moret town. Beauti¬ 
ful hot day, with sailing arcMtecturai clouds. A great popula¬ 
tion of barges. We saw a Flemish barge, with ivMte sculpture 
work on the doors of its cabin, all painted very nattily, with 
Httle imitations of the dec.k of a ship; very clean ; a few plants 
in pots, mcluding a peach tree in full fruit, loaded, in fact; also 
embroidered lace ciirtain.s at the little cabin windows. A de¬ 
lightful object. You never see a French barge like this. 

On getting home I found a letter sa^^nig that Pinker had sold 

\%at the Public Wants'' as a serial to .McClures for /lOO. 
The U.S.A. is certainly a very strange market indeed. 

Yesterday I finished a story '' The Heroism of Thomas Chad¬ 
wick”. This makes the third in about a fortnight. One of 
them, “ Hot Potatoes ”, is just twice too long for the amount, 
of material in it. 

Saturday, September ayth. 

Finished tMs morning the arrangement of first act of The 
Honeymoon 

I went to Moret again this aftem.oon with the others. Ex¬ 
actly the same w'eather and conditions as on Thursday. I 
searched :ali the river from St.. Mammas to Moret for ,a subject, 
and couldn't settle on a good one. Th.en I began, to sketch an 
old man in a punt fisMng, but I was taken .away from it and 
made to go and have tea at “ Robinson Blackish brown .rats 
(not very big) kept coming up out of the bank to drag away .at 
.a large crust of bread that someone had tied by a string to a 
chain. Half-tame. Not being able to caix}^ off the bread they 
would nibble and e.at off it in situ. We sawr a wedding procession, 
preceded by three musicians,—a fiddler, a silver Instrument, and 
another. Working people. Men in silk hats and short semi- 
froc.k-coats. The men had obviously drunk about as much as 
they could manage. Only one or two girls in. wMte,—^the bride 
.and another. Perhaps 30 people altogether, incMdlng, quite 
young ones, aged 15 or so. Bride about 25. or 26, certaiiil.y,.not 
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a virgin. Procession came up from St. Mammas, crossed the 
Loing Canal and disappeared towards Moret. As it approached 
the town the musicians began to play, and some of the people 
danced along. One couple stayed lingering behind, the man 
ran behind a tree while his girl waited for him; then he rejoined 
her and they walked on slowly after the procession. Nearly all 
the people had a brutish and very stupid look. In towns only 
as big as Fontainebleau, these marriage processions have ceased 
to occur, but they continue in villages. Our cook Maria had 
two days off not long since for her brother's wedding. The 
festivities lasted two whole days. 

Bad sleeping for a week or two, I waste 2 or 3 hours of 
every night in useless bed. So I am tr5dng to stay up later. 
This morning I didn't sleep after 4.30. I got up at 6.15. I went 
out at 8 to think about my play, and returned at 10, having 
done 2 hours’ walking in hot sunshine and two hours' thinking. 
And I was exhausted for the day. I could easily have gone to 
sleep before lunch. 

Our late servant Jeanne, who had only been with com- 
mergants, was much exercised by our finicking and ritualistic 
methods of eating—spoons laid to right and at back, forks 
differently, certain particular plates, etc. etc. She must have 
thought it all very ridiculous, but of course she said nothing. 
One day Marguerite was offering some food to the dog, who 
refused it, and as he was ill she tried to put it down him with 
a spoon. Jeanne said : “ II fait des manieres, lui aussi I" 

Sunday, September 26th, 

I nearly continued my ordinary work to-day (contrary to firm 
resolution) but refrained at the last moment. The excuse was 
that if I did work I might finish the series of articles for Tfo 
Reader's'Review before we go to Paris on Thursday. I deter¬ 
mined to find a subject for verse, and I found a whole series— 
about the castle of Fontainebleau. I settled on the detail of 
the first poem. This satisfied me for the day, and I did no more. 
I shah have to look up Taine before I Write it. ... 

Monday, September 2jth. 

Wrote draft of first act of “ The Honeymoon ". Shirked it all 
the time. Read the papers, mended the stove pipe, practised 
the overture to '‘ Preciosa", read more papers, upset a 4-ih. 
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jar of jam ; but I fimsbed draft of Act by 11.30. About 3,000 
words. 

TMs afternoon I elaborated somewbat the first poem about 
Fontainebleau, and looked up the necessary references in Taine. 
But I could not work at it. I was too exhausted to do anything. 

Book bought: 

'' Trees and Tree-*dra-\\fingI read all the interesting part 
at once, and got quite a shilling's worth of wrinkles. 

Tuesday, September cSi/i, 

I wrote this morning the third article (“ Fiction in the series 
for the Home Reading Union. And then my New Age article, 
dealing with Chesterton's and E. V, Lucas's Essays.^ Con- 
tmuing Taine's “ OrigiuesI thought how absurd I was that 
I had not before read a similar work on English origins. But I 
could not think of any similar isrork. 

After dinner I reached down the first volume of A. W. Benn's 
“ Modem England which I have had for about a year, and 
found that it was dedicated to Bernhard Berenson, w^Mch made 
me favourable to it. That a historian and publicist should be 
sufficiently intimate with, or an admirer of, a first-class art 
critic to wish to dedicate a book to Mm., is certainly a proof of 
the former's breadth of sjmpathy. I read the first chapter. 
Good; but very inferior after Taine. Stil a w^ork of genuine 
culture, and marked by Iberal principles ; perhaps he shows too 
much emotion when Ms feelings are outraged, as. by the ill- 
treatment, industrialy, of children. „ A Mstorian has no busings 
with righteous indignation. He ought to be above that. Cruelty 
to children is not wrorse than a lot of other crueltfe.. I admired 
the book; wel written, though perhaps a shade turgid. But 
I doubt if I shal finish it. I want something m.ore masterfid 
and of genius. 

Reflecting on my poem about Fontainebleau, I settled on the 
general form and metre, and composed the first line. I can 
now go on with it any time. 

WMnesday, September 29!^. 

We went to the Godebskis for tea. As soon as we got there it 
began to pour with rain and it kept .on. Frank and Ida GodebsM 
playing Borodine,. and the rest of us at the wide 0|«a 

^ Respectively Tremendous Trifles “ and. “ .One Bay and An,otli«' 
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window, with the landscape behind a mist of rain; and the 
regular noise of the rain on tens of thousands of leaves. The 
young Jean worrying the dog. Marguerite and Mimi, damp, 
came scurrying in dishevelled from the forest with whole bags 
of mushrooms. Then tea below. Opening the window for ak 
down there. Then more Borodine upstairs. The perfectly 
exquisite attitudes and gestures of Mimi playing with the dog. 
Steady rain. Afraid of the journey home, I order a carriage on 
the understanding that it is a closed carriage. The doctor comes, 
and frightens Marguerite in spite of her assurance about the 
mushrooms. Still Borodine. Darker. One candle is found for 
the piano, and the music goes on in a httle sphere of radiance 
(yellow) in the growing dusk. The surface of the river looks 
like the sea in shallows. Then the carriage comes, and it is 
open, with a hood. Marguerite’s bicycle, damaged, has to be 
piled on to the driver’s knees. M., Florence and I crowd under 
the hood, and Frank sits opposite in his new overcoat. I keep 
rain off our knees with an umbrella. Cold, slow drive. The 
tram-car, flashing, passes us. Its platforms are piled up mth 
cycles. We eat some of the mushrooms for dinner. Then 
preparations for our departure to-morrow. 

To-day I wrote the fourth article for The Reader's Review, on 
“ How to use a public library I did nothing at my poem. 
I read Taine, A. W. Benn, Nietzsche, and Turgenev. 

Thursday, September 

After much rain, an exquisite morning. The views of the Seine 
as I came up to Paris were exceedingly romantic. I came with¬ 
out sketchbook, and my first desire was to sketch. So I had 
to buy a book. M. and I then went to the Aviation Exposition 
at the Grand Palais. Startled by the completeness of the trade 
organization of aviation; even to suits, for aviators, and roUs 
of stuffs for ’planes. We first remarked the Farman aeroplane. 
Vast, and as beautiful as a yacht. Same kind of beauty. Yet 
a new creation of form, a new ' style ’; that is newly stylistic. 
I had been reading Wilbur Wright’s accounts of his earlier 
experiments as I came up in the train, and I wanted to write 
a story of an aviator, giving the sensations of flight. I left M. 
and went to the Salon d’Automne. But I found it was the 
vernissage and so I didn’t enter. Crowds entering. 

My first vague impression was here at last defined, of Paris. 
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Namely, tlie perversity and comiption of tlie faces. The nniii- 
bers of women more or less cMc also impressed me, A few, 
marvellous. It was ideal Paris weather. I saw what a bean- 
tifni city it is, again. The beauty of tMs city existence and its 
environment appealed to me strongly. Yet the lonmey hrom 
the Gare de Lyon on the Metro, had seemed homble. Also, I 
had waited outside the bureau de location of the Fran^ais, for it 
to open, and had watched the faces there, which made me 
melancholy. Paxticiilariy a woman of 6o or so, and her virgin, 
daughter 30 or 33. The latter vdth a complexion spoilt, and a 
tremendously bored expression, which changed into a mannered, 
infantile, schoohgirlsh, self-conscious, uneasy smile, when a 
punctilious old gentleman came up and saluted and chatted. 
The fading girFs gums ail showed. She was a sad sight. I 
would have preferred to see her initiated and corrupt. She 
was being worn out by time, not by experi.ence. The ritual .and 
sterility .and futility of her life had devitalired her. The mother 
was making a great fuss about changing some tickets. TMs^ 
ticket-changing had a most genuine importance for her. The 
oldish girl, mutely Istening, kept her mouth at the mannered 
smile for long periods. But I thmk she was not essentially a fool. 

Friday, October Tst 

We dined at the Bceuf a la Mode. Americans, Americans 
everywhere. A dull, good, nice ..restaurant. I gave the waiter 
usual 10%, which happene.d to be 70 centimes. He was 
apparently not content, but pofitely thanked me. As he carried 
the plate out with the change on it, he held it the least bit in 
the world at arm's length, exposing it with scorn to the inspection 
of the chasseur as he passed him. It ivas a fine, subtle gesture, 
and pleased me as much as it annoyed me,. 

Sunday, October ^rd. 

Row with the landlady of the Hdtei de Liege about price of 
room. l^Tien she had no other resource of argument left she 
said: '' ¥ous ^tes plus riche, que moi. Je travaille. du matin 
jusqu'au soir/' etc. It seemed curious to hear this kind of 
thing in a hotel in the middle of Paris. In her aii.ger she also 
accused me of .sleeping afi day in my bedroom, doubtless because 
I retired, there to rest at interva:^. It is simply astounding how 
I can get tired when in Paris or London on a holiday. A nervous 
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fatigue that is positively acute. Half an hour’s rest will drive 
it away for a time. But it will begin quite early in the morning. 
Salon d’Automne yesterday afternoon. I enjoyed it greatly' 
It was certainly an education to me, far more interesting than 
the Spring Salons. Except in a few wilful jokes, you could see 
a real idea in everything if you searched for it. I got several 
more notions for “ natures mortes ”. Also I got my eyes opened 
a little wider. 

Monday, October ipi. 

I have now read “L'Echeance”, "La Serenade”, et “Le 
Maitre ” of Jean JuUien. What is the matter with these plays 
is that they are too direct, too smnmary. I thinE they lack 
artifice. They are just pretty fair stories told dramatically with 
vigour and with a certain truth of characterization. Certainly 
always with a desire to be truthful. The bottom of my objection 
to them is that they aren’t complicated enough. But they are 
very much on the right lines. Further, I don’t think he knows 
his milieux sufficiently well. You can’t take a milieu at ran¬ 
dom, because you think it is a milieu that ought to be ‘ done ’, 
and then work it up by swotting. JuUien seems to do this. 
“ L’Echeance ” is the educated banking world. “ La Serenade ” 
is the trading world—jeweUers, shop in Palais Royal, fishing 
party in the suburbs etc. “Le Maitre ” is the peasant fanning 
world, Marne. And “ La Mer,” which I haven’t read, is labelled 
" Etude de Marins ”. I don’t see how any one man can treat 
these different milieux in an adequate manner. He cannot know 
them aU with that intimacy which is necessary to produce 
masterpieces out of them. AU these plays just miss being 
masterpieces. StiU, I am genuinely interested in the book. 

This morning I walked out in the forest for two hours and 
deMtely arranged the opening scene of “ The Honeymoon ”, 
which I shaU write to-morrow. Then, having time to spare, I 
wrote part of a ” Books and Persons I began painting my 
water-colour this afternoon. After tea we went for a walk as 
far as the canal. The stove which I had ordered for the haU 
came to-day, and was much too large ; it would heat a church. 

Tuesday, October $th. 

At eight o’clock this morning I began to "write the first scene of 
*' Ihe Honeymoon ”. I worked at it at fuU tension tiU 10.30, 
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and tlien stopped. I don't tbink I am quite satisded with it. 
I doubt if I have got the right tone. I may begin it again. 

The filially corrected proofs of Harris's book on Shakspere ^ 
reached me. I have read a quarter of the book since dinner. 
My previous impression of it is deepened. The thing is masterful 
and masterly. 

After lunch I was certainly a little depressed about my plav. 
I painted from 1.15 to 3, not very well. Then read .an exceed¬ 
ingly fine leader hi the Nation on the situation in Spain. Then 
tea. After tea I went for a walk in the forest^ beyond the rail¬ 
way. It rained as I started. A close autumn day, with a wild 
sky and the forest streaming. The sun set in a sea of gold 
light. Crimson lay about, both in East and West. Ivory clouds 
shownng beyond the ragged edges of grey or sepia clouds. I was. 
out for i| hours, and while walking, with constant interruptions 
for controlling the dog, I wrote 14 lines of my poem on Fon¬ 
tainebleau. 

Wednesday, October 6 fk, 

Not quite satisfied with the ' key' of the opening of The 
Honeymoon ”, I decided to begin it again. But I had a head¬ 
ache and a creative malaise this morning, 'and couldn't work 
easily. I sat down., and then at once got up and went out for 
a walk to the Point de Vue de Calvaire. Exquisitely briiliant 
morning. I thought I would exchange morning with afternoon. 
So I read my Taine finishing the 3rd voL of the Revolution 
And I carried a water-colour a stage further. But I couldn't 
b€.gin to work after lunch either. I said I would have tea early 
and work after tea.. 

Then there came an extremely enthusiastic letter from George 

H. Doran, the American publisher of ” The Old Wives' Tale ”, 
expressing deep .admiration etc, and asking the " honour' etc. 
of publishing other books. He said he had sold 2 ecMtions of 

I, 000 each and was now ordering plates (of Ms own I suppose) 
for another edition. TMs produced a disturbance in me. I had 
to answer it, and send it with a copy of my^ answer, to Pinker. 
At 4.15 I did at last be'gin on the play. I re-WTote the first 
scene and made it much better. Then the dog -was lost, and, I 
went out to find .Mm, and found and castigated him. 

1 xne Man Shakespeare and Ms Tragic Life Story ”, hj Frank Harris. 
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Thursday, October yth. 

Received this last day or two the following books: Frank Harris's 
“ The Man Shakespearein proof sheets stitched together 
but with the margins very well arranged. 

A Russian translation of ''The Grand Babylon Hotel" 
published at Moscow last year. 

American edition of " The O.W.T.” in an awful vermilion 
and gilt binding. 

"The Glimpse", which was published yesterday. My 
thirtieth published book, not counting the Phillpotts's collabo¬ 
rations. 

I worked fairly satisfactorily on the play this morning. After 
lunch I went out for a walk to get the necessary ideas for the 
beginning of the new series of articles m T,P's Weekly, I got them. 

Friday, October Sth, 

Mistake yesterday. " The Glimpse " was pubhshed to-day and 
not on Wednesday. I received to-day a highly enthusiastic 
letter from Waugh about it. He does not think it will sell. 
I have a wild idea that it will. 

A wild wet morning, and it was very fine in the rain on the 
hill at 8.15. I came home and wrote the first of new series of 
articles for T.P's Weekly on English family life. Rather pleased 
with it. 

After lunch I painted. Then had tea here, and went down 
to Godebskis for tea afterwards. Wonderful colours on the 
Godebskis^ house and trees. Showers and wdnd. After dinner 
I finished Harris's Shakspere, amid enthusiasm. I telegraphed 
him that it surpassed my most sanguine expectations and was 
glorious. It is. But I wish I hadn't got to write an article 
on it. 

Monday, October ixth. 

Last night I began talking to Pauline Smith ^ about her work, 
though I had some difficulty in getting her to talk. She gave 
me a notion of a half-formed scheme for a novel—^nothing really 
but a dim idea. I enlarged it and straightened it out for her, 
and by my enthusiasm lighted hers a little, indeed much. I 

^Arnold Bennett subsequently wrote a preface to her '^The littie 
Karoo"*. 
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poured practical advice into her for an iionr, siicii as I don't 
tlimk she could have got from any other living man, and such 
as I would hav'e given my head for 15 years ago. I told her 
exactly what to think about to-day and*^ it was arr.aiiged that 
she should report to me to-night how far she had proceeded and 
that we should go further with the plot. After dinner to-night 
she began to read. It is true it was one of my books. I gave 
her a chance and waited for her to put the book down. Then 
after about half .an hour I said: “I shan't let Pauline read 
any more of my books. She doesn't do an^dhing else." She 
smiled, and murmured: ''Just let me finisli this." I then 
played a sonata, and then ostent.atiotisly waited. No sign. 
She kept on reading till 9.30, and then went straight to bed. 
I now feel that the next word spoken between us as to her 
novel will hav^e to come from her. 

I wrote the Swiss waiter scene in “ The Honeymoon " to-day, 
and part of my article on Frank Harris's Shakspere book this 
afternoon. The Godebskis and Boucher came for tea. I 
received Arm Veronica " to-day with the inscription “ The 
Toung Mistresses' Tale, to Arnold B. with love from his nephew 
H.G.” ■ 

Wednesdis^, October 

A letter from Waugh yesterday, rather more cheerful about the 
prospects of "" The Glimpse ", because his vife had read it and 
was as enthusiastic about it as he was. In the evening I got 
Pauhne Smith to talk about her novel, but I think I mentioned 
it first. Sheer magnanimit}?’ and obstinacy mingled. 

Thursday, October i^th. 

Headache, began yesterday. The cameFs backbreaking straw 
was probably a Butch cigar that Godeb.ski gave me. I nearly 
cured, the headache tvice to-day and then brought it on again, 
by working. 

GodebsM's for tea yesterday. 

I finished " Ann Veronica " yesterda}^ The last 30 pages 
are the best. But still, a minor work.. Seems to me much too 
short; incidents not described in sufficient detail. Mere vniting 
impudently careless of dissonant e.ffects, and ful of extreme 
colloquialisms. 

I did another 600 words of the play 5"esterd.ay. 
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Saturday, October i6th. 

Bought: 

'' Recit d’une Soeur 2 vols. half morocco. I have wanted 
this^ for years. It looks pretty good and if it is, it is because it 
is sincere. 

'' La Fontaine et ses Fables/' This is a good copy, only it 
is a school prize. I almost sent it back. Then I began to read 
it. 

This morning I finished the last scene but one of the first Act 
of “ The Honeymoon As I have had a vague headache for 
two days, my programme has been deranged. But yesterday I 
did really begin my projected anthology (in the form of a diction¬ 
ary) of the pronouncements of W. S. Landor on the subject of 
literature. This afternoon I did a little water-colour. 

Tuesday, October igth. 

This morning I had that excessive consciousness of one's self 
which comes from being a little over-tired, or (I have been told) 
after a ' drinkand which is favourable to creative work. I 
finished my first act easily. I may enlarge it a bit. This after¬ 
noon, we went to the Rocher d'Avon. 

Wednesday, October 20th, 

I seemed to spend most of last night in reading a back number 
of Blackwood^s which happened to be by the bed. From the 
memories of a General Russell,^ I learnt that conscienceless as 
governments are now to some of their younger servants, they 
used to be even worse. He was asked to go on a secret mission, 
and told that if he was ‘ caught out' the government would 
disown him. He accomplished the mission, was not caught out, 
and sent home a lot of useful and authentic information. But 
the government declined to pay a penny of his travelling expenses. 
What a damned young fool he was not to get them before he 
started 1 Not only that; but his information being distasteful 
to the supreme chiefs he was in disfavour, and refused a berth 
in the Intelligence Department which he wanted to enter. 
However, after about a year he was ' forgiven 

The most interesting aspect of his souvenirs is that which 

Mrs. A-tigustns (Pauline) Craven, published in 1867. 

^ MaJ .-General Frank S. Russell described his experiences in the TurHsh 
War and Near East, in Blackwood’s Magazine^ August, 1909. 
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shows that he accepted all this as a matter of course. The 
tiirpitiide of governments appears to be axiomatic in the minds 
of the ' sendees h There is something fine aboat the r^ alin 
fatalism of such patriotism. He doesn't seem, to have been 
ashamed of his country as represented by the government. 

I got up exhausted, llisty. I was dravm towards the Place 
d'Armes instead of the forest, in order to see the dismantling of 
the circus. I saw it, half do\m: all the male performers were 
working as skilled labourers. This aftemoon the trucks were 
loaded for entrainment at the station. 

Then I went on up the Rue de France—a highly typical pro¬ 
vincial residential street—to the Fourche, where a lot of soldiers 
were being drilled in squads of i6, 8, 6, 4, and even i. I saw 
one man spend at least a quarter of an, hour drilling a single 
awkward recruit, .giving Mm the most minute instructions how 
to stop, start,, and turn, with repetitions endless. He wmuld 
say: “ Non, la p.atte droite est trop tonmeemingling such 
phrases with stif, shouted, conventional maitial coronaands. 
Here one got down to the very’ unit of French army maacemTes. 
I don't know what they teach privates inside barracks, but out¬ 
side they teach them nothing except to be macliines capable of 
executing only the most mc^entary^ tricks: scarcety even the 
beginning of even the A B C of miltary^ skill. One sees nothing 
but diillmg, and hears nothing but the monotonous practice 
of drum-beating and crude brass instniments. A 1 brutalizing. 
All the men were in fatigue wMtish cotton or linen, except two 
officers in red trousers. The general tone. was .kindly, even 
friendly. All tMs in a pale autumn, mist. 

I got on slowly this morning, but I was alone all afternoon, 
and by 5.15 I had broken the back of the construction of Act II 
of “ The Honeymoon Later I wrote my Age article. 

* Thursday, October 2isL 

I find that if I am to begin my new novel ^ on ist Jan. 1910, I 
must make a series of small prelminary enquiries. I do this 
perhaps at the rate of .half an hour or bh hour a day'. I have 
read '' \ 4 dien I was a Child ", and afl, I need, of Shaw's “ North 
Stafiordshire Potteries and to-night I re-read the '' Social 
and. Industrial" Section of the Victoria History, which contains 

^ “ Ciayliaiiger ^ By Stebbing Sbaw., 
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a few juicy items that I can use. I work on the plot itself about 
once a week when I have an hour and feel like it. 

Nothing at all occurred to-day, except that I began the actual 
transcription for my projected Dictionary of the Literary Ideas 
of W. S. Landor. I found this rather amusing and not in the 
least fatiguing. It is the sort of thing one could do while 
recovering from influenza. 

Friday, October 22nd, 

Letters from Frank Harris and WeUs and his friend about " The 
Glimpse ”. But really I have had very few letters about it. 

Extraordinarily beautiful morning in the forest and ideas for 
the second act arrived one after the other in a manTiAr very 
creditable to them. ^ 

Monday, October 2yth, 

After^ two days dyspepsia; I began at a quarter to eight this 
morning, and at ii o clock I had been out for a walk in the raiii 
and read the newspapers and written a complete draft of Act II. 
I hated domg it. This afternoon, after painting I walked to 
Les Platreiies and arranged the whole scheme, and most of the 
characters, of my next novel—the first of the trilogy. Assur¬ 
edly a great day. After that I did a bit at my Landor dictionary 
and then it was dinner time. 

Acquired : 

Actions and Reactions Kipling (Tauchnitz). 

“ Ceres RunawayAlice Meynell. 

'Toil of Men by Israel Querido. 

I read a lot of the last. Stifiish reading, probably somewhat 
inferior to its reputation. Lacks grouping. Interest too diffused. 
I read the first story in "Actions and Reactions”, and then, 
to-night, in order to compare, I read "On Greenhow Hih” 
and The Man who was”, and I saw an article, rather 
respectful to Kipling. He was never great; but the stories 
of 20 years ago are touching, if bo5dsh. The new stories are 
feeble, but he has always been a highly conscientious craftsman. 
Ahce Me5mell writes exactly the same now as she always did. 

Weaker colder; but still mainly bright. Magnificent moon- 
hght night. What I am always wanting to do is a few landscape 
sketches, in words, just as material for use. And I never seem 
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to have the energy or the power to concentrate sufficiently for 
useful observation. But yesterday and Saturday, in my "dys¬ 
peptic idleness, I had several ideas for new books. 

Wednesday, October 2yiL 

I came to the conclusion yesterday afternoon that I had been 
shirking the play somewhat. And so I detemimed that tMs 
morning I would do three hours' genuine hard labour on it,—^no 
messing about and wasting time. \^liich I did, rising up to 
that intent, fortunately in good form. 7.45 to 9.30, and 10.15 
to noon. I wrote a good 1,000 words and was exhausted. 
Yesterday evening I read, very badly, the -first act to Pauline 
Smith and Marguerite, and with Pauline, wffio alone could follow 
it, it certainly had a su-cces ires ri /1 I w^as quite hoarse after 
rea^ding it. I saw a few things in it to modify. I have never 
read a play aloud before. It is a very severe and excellent test, 
especially when the reading is inefficient. 

To-day I heard from Pinker that Duttons had offered £250 
down and a good royalty on each of my three next novels for 
U.S.A. This shows hoiv enormously one's prospects can. change 
there in a year. A year ago no xYnaerican pubhsher ■would 
publish my work on any terms, and the copiright of “ The Old 
Wives' Tale " w^as lost there from this cause. I am now sure 
of at least ^fioo each on my next three novels. By the aftemoon 
post I had another letter from Pinker indicative of stil further 
offers and hesitating about accepting Duttons'. 

Sunday, October $xsi. 

Last night we went to see “ Le Roi" in the Cinematograph 
salle of the town. Fufl house. Quel mmie province! My 
little doctor—■ I forget Ms nam.e—^sat behind me, and was anxious 
for us to walk in the forest together in the evening. Unhappily 
he seems entirely uninteresting. My plumber, my house painter, 
my bicycle dealer, and my house-agent,, were ^ere with their 
wives. TMs seemed to be practicaly the o.nIy * world '—that 
of commefgants. It seemed much more province than .Bursiem 
for .instance. It b from such an audience that one may see how 
small Fontainebleau is. Doubtless the society wMch considers 
itself haute kept away. And the theatre is in their minds 
designated for the tradesmen. A plain interior, with a too 
iow-arcMng roof, ugly with pitdi.piii€,., green hangings, and very 
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the roofs of the houses. A simplified tableau seen from the 
lo”wer comer of the Rue Bernard Palissy. Then. I came in and 
read my dose of Tame. 

Tuesdayj Notmnber 

To-day I rose in excelent health., began my last act, and at 5.30 
had written one-third of it, I receiyed a coiiiplet.e bound set 
of,my Taudmitz works from the Baron. Though ugly, the 

^ Madame Steinlieii. was accused of murdering iier husband a...-nd her 
mother-in-law. After a sensational Mai lasting ten days she was ac-. 
quitted, and came to England. 

*,Reading his ** Yet Again wMch elsewhere Arnold Bennett desciii«i. 
as “an absolute masterpiece'h 
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Tuesday, November 23/^. 

I have now written for rooms to hotels in Paris and London. 
First preparations beginning for our departure on Saturday. I 
am completely sick of all literary work, and could not possibly 
find energy to keep a journal convenablement. Very cold weather 
also. I began a chill yesterday, and to-day, as I was walking 
down from the Point de Vue de Calvaire, I had a stab of lumbago, 
and had to stand still for a few seconds in order to collect myself 
sufficiently to go on. But I have had worse lumbago than that 
in my time. 

Friday, November 2(>th, 

Exhausted. Especially with putting away books, dismantling 
the house, selecting all the necessary literary apparatus for our 
absence, packing it and my clothes, and smol^g too much. 
After tea I went up into the town, to see the Foire de Ste. Catherine. 
Too idle and bored to note features. Except these: Men singing 
songs—set fashion—^in order to sell the music. One man sang 
and accompanied himself on a sort of little organ. Another— 
an oldish man—^had an orchestra of two behind him : rather an 
elaborate apparatus for so small a ' commerce \ Secondly, a 
female quack, in mourning, stumping it from the box-seat of a 
large gaudily painted and gilded chariot. She spoke well and 
clearly in a quiet, carrying voice. Just as I paused in front of 
her for a moment, she said, holding up a bottle: '' Nous avons 
ici un ver solitaire sort! d'un homme de 42 ans, qui a quinze 
metres de longueur.” 

H. W. Massingham wrote me yesterday inviting me to contri¬ 
bute to the Nation. No editorial invitation has ever flattered 
me as much as this. He said he considered '' The Old Wives' 
Tale ” to be one of the one or two really great novels of the last 
thirty years. 

England, Wednesday, December nsL 
Arrived at Burslem last night. Noted for 3rd novel in trilogy, 
scene in train, and Shields' dentist scene, in special notebook. 
Wild weather. Glass lower than it has been ail this year, I 
think. 


Friday, December 3ri. 

Barometer lower this morning than I ever remember seeing it. 




NOVEMBER 23-DECEMBER 4, 1909 

Howling wind all night, and sleet driviiig abont when I drew 
np the blinds. 

Yesterday morning I began to get information out of Dawson 
for “ Clayhaiiger 

Books acquired: Poems of Coleridge (Artlmr Simons) ; 
“ George Crabbe'' (Rene Hnclioii); '' SbeHey at Oxford ” 

(Hogg—^reprint); “ Les disciples a Sals ” etc. (Novalis); “ Reli¬ 
gion and Philosophy in Germany (Heine); “ Meditations of 
Marcus Aurelius ” (Chrystabs trans.). 

Saturday, December 4th. 

Yesterday moming I came to Manchester (where I write this, 
before leaving it again). Mdland Hotel. Large Bible in the 
room. 

I was entertained to lunch by Haslam Mils and G. H. MairA 
The second, Scotch, educated at Edinburgh, Oxford, Grenoble 
and Paris. Evidently considered to be one of the stars of the 
future. 2 Slight, delicate man, with a face retreating at the 
bottom. Scotch accent. The renowned C. E. Montague ^ was 
present; also x 4 . N. Monkhouse. Monta.gue, though a Londoner 
bom and bred, looks the typical provincial—^rather like an 
intelligent S.S. superintendent; quite grey hair, low collar and 
queer necktie. A rather tight, prim ’way of speaking ; when he 
disagrees or is not commced, he is sometimes silent, with a 
sight working of the muscles of the face;, probably due to 
sloth. They told me afterwards that he lived in a shell; but 
yesterday he came out, and people were surprised. Monkhouse 
a large grave man, slow-speaMng, with an extraordinaiy^ sedate 
and sincere charm. 

The lunch w^as verj^ agreeable indeed. Mills has a good man¬ 
ner, which he has conventionalized and hardened, of teliing 
yams. A 1 the talk was shop Lunch lasted til 4. I then 
went with Mair and to the file-room of the Gzmrdmi. And 
when I had done there I was told that a tea-fight was awmiing 
me. We came back to the Mdland. A man named Agate * 

^ Of the Manchester Guardian, 

® G. H- Mair ivas subsequently assirfant editor of the Daih Ckrmiicie. 
He died in 1925 . 

® Chief leader writer of the MaMchesier Guardian ; A. N. !Moiildioii», 
on the editorial staff, 

* Janies Agate,, at that time dramatic critic to Manchester GtmrMan, 
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Wednesday, Decemler i$th, 

M. less than convalescent, but we went to the Opera Society's 
Mikado Chiefly noted the impossibility of getting an3d:liing 
really striking out of such material. But the organization and 
ensemble were admirable. After that, and adventures in and 
out of cabs and cars, we supped at Russells, M. being nearly 
dead. 


Thursday, December J.6th. 

Yesterday morning I did part of the walk that Clayhanger must 
do as he comes finally home from school in the first chapter of 

Clayhanger 

Slight signs last night on the part of the wire pullers to soften 
down my manifesto, but I refused to do so. It went to press 
to-day. 

Friday, December lyth. 

After failing to stick to any novels, I have read '' The Study of 
Sociology" all week. 

Tea at Florence's, with about twelve. 

S. B. came to the Mater's after supper, and I slanged him for 
his attitude towards honest musical criticism, and for other 
things. Then Edward came. Then Florence. Then R., fairly 
full of etchings and whisky. 

M, better. I have kept up very well so far, but I could not 
stand much more of this life. 

Sunday, December js^th. 

We reached London prompt at 4 p.m. and found the Strand 
Palace Hotel very well organized, and strangely cheap. What 
makes this hotel unique among English hotels is such things as, 
hot and cold water lavatory in every room, free baths, no tips, 
second serving of any dish without extra charge. I think there 
is no other hotel that offers these things. I would stay in it, were 
it only for the lavatory and the bath. The difference to the 
comfort of the client is tremendous. Odd that in 1910 such 
elementary conveniences and commonsenses should be unique. 
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DECEMBER 15--DECEMBER 23, 1B.Q9 
You can live completely and keep yourself clean in tlie Strand 


Palace for 

Room, bath, bkfast. . . . .60 

Lunch, . . . . . . .16 

Tsa , . . , , , .06 

Dinner.. .26 


Per day, absolutely inclusive . . 10 6 

After dinner, M. having dined in bed, I went down and signed 
the register of the N.ationai Liberal Club. I read Parry's “ Bach ” 
(somewhat wordy ") in the Library, and then I met Humter- 
ston, who introduced me to Morgan,^ husband of Margaret 
Halstan. He is candidate for Edgbaston. BaHiol man. Self- 
possessed. Superficialy, at any rate, self-content. Good talker, 
precise, and sure of himself. He did not impress me favourably, 
A professional politician, already (aged possibly 34) accustomed 
to and not noticing much, the humiliatioiis of the vocation. 

Tuesday, December zist. 

Dined at Wells's, LoW'es Dickinson, the Rothensteins and T, 
Seccombe. Rothenstein a good talker. Richard 'IWteing, 
Mrs. Hevinson, and a whole family of Radfords came in after. 
The whole family was exceedingly typical. The worn bright 
mother, the pure, downright, clever daughters, all young, and 
the elegantish young son. Also a doctor who could do excellent 
Cockney imitations. Mrs. Nevinson was agreeably disagreeable 
of demeanour at frst. I soon broke down her barriers by talking 
about H.W,N's “ Neighbours of Ouis 'Richard "Whitemg 
was old, deafish, a good quiet talker, and he had a sort of startled 
enthusiasm for “The O.W.T.". He was half-way through it, 
and it appeared to have .knocked him over quite. But Lowes 
Dickinson was my man. 

I came hack down the Tube with Seccombe, who had to go to 
Acton. My first visit to Hampstead, except once to the Heath, 
by train. 

Thursday, December agri. 

Tues.day night Rickards dined with me, we went to “ The Bine 
Bird ” at the Haymarket, and then to Gambrinus, where he ate 
:an enormous sandwich and drank stout. He talked about Mm- 
self the whole time, except when the curtain w^as^ up, from 640 
1 Biig.-General J. H. Mor^n. 
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to 12.15. Of course this exasperated egoism was painful as a 
disease to witness, but his talk was exceedingly good and original 
Artistically and intellectually I don't think he has gone off* 

To lunch at Wells's. He and I talked his scandal from 12.15 
to lunch-time. Robert Ross, the Sidney Lows, Mrs. Garnett 
Archer and the young Nesbit girl who was mad on the stage! 
I liked Ross at once. I got on fairly well with Archer. He 
bluntly asked me why I had said in print that he and Walkley 
were the upas-trees of the modem drama. So I told him, less 
bluntly. I consider that he has no real original ideas of liis 
own. I mean to cultivate Ross. 

Friday, Decemler 2^th, 

After tea I went to see Palmer, who wanted to republish " The 
Truth about an Author He said he would pay £25 down in 
advance of royalties. I agreed to this. 

He told me ail sorts of tales about Harris.^ As e.g. that 
a shipping firm offered him and his wife a free passage and a 
month in one of their hotels somewhere for something, and he 
asked for 2 months, which they refused, whereupon he was per¬ 
fectly furious. He told Lord Grimthorpe, who cried: “The 
scoundrels 1 Have my villa." And this is why Harris and his 
wife are now living free in Grimthorpe's villa. 

Palmer's tales about Harris's proof corrections were fantastic. 
He showed me a copy of the ordinary edition, finally finished, 
with most complicated alterations which Harris wanted in the 
limited edition. Palmer said it couldn't be done ; whereupon 
Harris said : “ I have no further interest in the limited edition," 
and went off in disgust. 

Tuesday, December 28th, 

Yesterday morning I went over the Wesleyan Westminster 
building with Rickards.^ He is now gradually getting hold of 
me again as a great artist. With regard to the building- 
cornices, showing horizontally through scaffolding. Huge up¬ 
right girder half-way through a doorway. Huge tripod of 
denicks going up through reinforced concrete floors, and so on. 
Iron tufted bars for reinforced concrete. Pools of water. Going 

^ Frank Hams. 

® The fixm of Rickards and Lanchester, subsequently I^chester and 
Lodge, were architects of the Central Hall, Westminster. 
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DECEMBER 24-DECEMBER 30, 1909 

tip and down ladders. Cement-y dirt and mud. Stick\’ feeling 
on hands afterwards. Vibration of t.alking in cr}^t-iihe base¬ 
ment. Sound of people in street talking as if in btdlding. 
Sounds of water and mysterious sounds actually in builfiing. 
V^'bole structure penetrated by ventilation flues—looked lii^e 
Oriental places for chucking down women—into imdepground 
rivers. Contractors’ and architects'offices on entering. Clothes 
and boot brashes. Effect of grand staircases sketched out in 
stone and brick. The centre of the building w.as only a vast 
emptin^s, with a long iron girder poised on either side—^support- 
ing, ultimately, the galleries. Blue light, ffistinctly blue, m inin g 
down into basement through holes. 

Wednesday^ December 2gtk. 

Bournemouth yesterday. I shafl never forget the appalling 
sensation of tuimoil and jolly, rough m.anners I had during 
lunch at the Hydro. A huge place. Crammed dining-room. 
Strident orchestra (women), rushing waiters of both sexes. 
Heaps of food but no service. Patron et patronne very good- 
natured. The w’hole crowed out for a lark, and enjoying the 
infernal vulgar din. A grand fancy dress ball the night before. 
Vliat must it have been like ? After seeing this and the town 
I decided absolutely against Boumemoutb. It was symbolic 
that I couldn't even get China tea there. Six hours in train. 

I got back to the hotel at 7.30, I had spent a day and a pound 
in discovering that Boumemouth was impossible. 

Thursday, December 30/^. 

Lunch with Pinker yesterday. In the gril, room at dinner we 
met Hamilton Fjfe and Ms wife. He told me that of al the. 
'' Daily Mail Sixpenny N.oveis ”, Charles Garvice's sold the best. 
He also said that wMle in Canada with Kennedy Jones, he gave 
the latter “ Hugo ” to read. He had enjoyed it himself,, but. 
K,.J. was furious that it had been .foisted upon Mm.. He had 
no use for it at all. It angered him. VTien Fyfe said that he 
had entirely missed the point, he swwe he hadn't, but that the 
point was all rot. Yet Fjrie said that he had never known K..J. 
so enthusiastic about a book as about “ The O.W. Tale 
.He.was tremendously struck by it, and gave instructions that I 
should be appro.ached about a serial for the Daily Mail I! As a 
fact, I was, in Switzerland last year. 
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Friday, December ^xst. 

Hueffer came to Imch. He was genuinely pessimistic about 
commercial chances of the artistic noveUst. He said that Con¬ 
rad was m indigence. He gave a lot of interesting particulars 
about Conrad. 

Another lesson last night about free seats at theatres. Cri¬ 
terion had telephoned last week I could have seats. I called at 
box-office yesterday afternoon and was told by a man in it that 
I could have two seats for last night. When we reached there 
in the evening two other men were in the box office. They 
seemed iounical. I gave my card, as they knew nothing. One 
of them said: “ This conveys nothing to me.” He then tried 
to be pohte. So did I. I told him not to trouble, whereupon 
the other man handed me two tickets, in silence. A httle of this 
kind of thing goes a long way. 

When I saw the acting and mise en scene of “ Don ’V I 
positively shrank from the prospect of the fight which I must 
necessarily have for years and years, if I am to get any sort of 
a decent production with such intractable material. It seemed 
to be all hopelessly wrong and conventional- But it wasn’t. 
The play contained a fime central comic idea, clumsily and 
inadequately handled, nevertheless with fine moments. 

Trench is supposed to be the artistic manager. Still, on first 
page of programme, his own name and Wyndham’s name, and 
name of piece, but no name of author! 

^ By Rudolf Besier, produced at the Haymarket, October 12, 1909. 




Sunday, January 2nd, 

On Friday night, onr last night in London, we went to the Tivoli. 
There were no seats except in the pit, so we went in the pit* 
Little Tich was veij good, and George Fomiby, the Lancashire 
comedian, was perhaps even better. Gns. Elen I did not care 
for. And I couldn't see the iegendaiy? cleverness of the \T2lgaiity 
of Marie Lloyd. She was Yery yoiing and spiy’ for a ..grandmother. 
All her songs were variations on the same theme of sexual naughti¬ 
ness. No censor would ever pass them, and especially he 
wouldn't pass her winks and her silences. To be noted ^also was 
the singular nmvdi of the cmematograpli explanation of what 
a vampire was and is, for the vampire dance. The stoutest and 
biggest attendants laughed at Little. Tich and G. Formby. 
Fearful draughts half the time down exit staircases from 
the street. .Fearful noise from the bar behind, made 
chiefly by officials. The bar-girls and. their friends simpiy 
ignored the i^rformance . and the public. Public opinion 
keeps the seats of those who go to the bar at the interval for 
a drink. 

Going home, stopped by procession of full carriages entering 
the Savoy and empty carriages coming out of it. 

We came down to Brighton by the 1.55 on Saturday, to the 
Royal York. In the afternoon I cafled at the Exeter to leam 
the terms there, as Faixar had recommended it. llffien I gave the 
landlord my card, he started back, let Ms hands fall, and said 

My God ! Is it you ?'' This w’as the first landlord of my 
acquaintance who had ever read aii37thing, much less a book of 
mine. He seemed to know me prettj^ thorougMy. I gave him 
my card-at the end of the inter\dew, and then the interview 
had to begin al over agam. 

However, we didn't go,to the Exeter, as when it came to the 
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pomt, the celebrated Harry Preston of this celebrated hotel 
would not let me go. He agreed to my terms. 

Our first stroU along the front impressed me very favourahlv 
yesterday afternoon. But I am obsessed by the thought that 
all this comfort, luxury, ostentation, snobbishness and correct¬ 
ness, is founded on a vast injustice to the artisan-class. I can 
never get away fi:om this. The furs, autos, fine food, attendance 
and (fiamond rings of this hotel only impress it on me more. ’ 
This morning I worked genuinely for an hour on the construe- 
tion of the first part of my novel. 


Tuesday, January 

I have read about a third of Edith Wharton’s " The House of 
Mirth”. Not fine, but capable. No connection withliter¬ 
ature ; a certam fairly agreeable bitterness of satire now and 

Probably a somewhat superior 
^s. Humphry Ward. I stopped reading it in favour of Marcus 
Qarke s _ For the Term of His Natural Life ”, which I picked up 
here at Bnghton in a sixpenny edition. I am enjoying this, though 
m form and plot it is very naif. I could drop it without tears. 

To-day I wrote 3. New Age article, arranged the outline of an 
arhde for the Nation, and schemed out the first nine chapters 
of" Clayhanger ” which I hope to begin to write on Wednesday. 
This afternoon we moved into our new room on the fourth floor 
and I arranged everything for my work. We walked on the 
pier, and I saw subjects for water-colours and pastels. 

The one advance which I made last year in worldliness was 
having a play put on at a West End Theatre for a run. That 
it failed is a detail. I bet it won’t fail ultimately. 

I wrote last year: " The Card ”, novel; “The Glimpse”, 
novel; The Honeymoon”, 3 act comedy; scenario for a 
play on tte subject of “ Don Juan ” ; “ The Revolver ”, short 
st^; "The Tiger and the Baby”; “Under the Clock”; 

Hot Potatoes ” ; " The Heroism of Thos. Chadwick ” ; " Whv 
the Clock stopped " ; “ The Boy, the Girl, and the blue suit 
seventy odd articles; my journal. Total 312,100 words. Much 
less than the year before. 


Tuesday, January 

^en I came downstairs this morning, full to the brim with the 
st chapters of " Clayhanger ”, I found a letter from Herbert 
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JANUARY 3-JANYARY 5, 19I§ 

Trencli ^ asking me to alter tremendously the third act of The 
Honeymoon”. My soul revolted, but of course I gradually 
gave way and then wote Mm that I would. 

I wds occupied mth letters tifl ii, and then I went out to 
recover myself for “ Clayhanger ” and I did do so. I worked 
till I o’clock, and again after lunch, and again after dinner. So 
that now I have got the opening of the book pretty ripe. 

TMs afternoon we went to have tea with the Sidney Lows at 
the Metropoie. Low told me how he discovered KipEng, and 
how Ms superiors on the Indian da% didn’t think anjdMng 
of Mm at al, but Low insisted on getting hold of his stuff. It 
seems he was very shy and yoimg at the start. Low also insisted 
on Hall Caine’s powers as a raconteur, as proved at Cairo, when he 
kept a dinner-party of casual strangers interested for i| honrs by^ 
a full account of the secret Mstory of the Druce case, which ^cret 
history he admitted afterwards w.as a sheer novelist’s 'invention. 

\\dien H. C. was with S. L. in E,g}yt he saw everything as a 
background to '' The WMte Prophet ”, wMch w’as originally'- 
meant as a play for Tree, \\laen S. L. showed Mm the famous 
staircases in the Ghezireh Palace he said, ” I cm. get three dif¬ 
ferent entrances underneath that.” And when he saw the 
Pyramids, he said, “ Tree can do simply anynhing with those ”, 
etc. The S. Lows said he was the Mnd^t nicest sort of man. 
in private life ^(but S. L. told me behind Ms hand that he was 
apt to be tedious on the subject of Mmseif, and naif}.. Present 
also, inter alia, the wife of T. ,H. S. Escott,® who lives at. Brighton, 
but is paralysed. .He stil works and 'produces however, and 
has a new book just coming out.. 

Wednesday, January Sih. 

TMs morning at 945 I began to write "Clayhanger”, I. felt 
less nervous an.d self-conscious than usual in begnining a book. 
And never before h.ave I made one-quarter so many preEmiaajy 
.notes and in.vestigations. I w^ent out for a Ittle recess, and at 1.30 
I had done 1,000 w'ords, wMch was very good for a first day. 

We went to the .Aquarium after tea, and heard mediocre 
music,, and saw first-rate fishes, etc., fiving long under MgMy 
artificial conditions. The seals and. alligators seemed to te 

^ .Director .of tlie Haymarket Theatre. 

* Political and historical writer. He succeeded Morley as editor of the 
ForinigMtly Revim. 
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intensely bored and sick of life, but perhaps they weren’t. Then 
I came back and wrote half an article for the Nation about the 
Hanley music-hall. 

Earlier in the afternoon I went out and viewed the shore, and 
the launching of fishing boats. All kinds of activity in progress, 
spoiling to be described. But now that I am on my novel I 
am tied up again for six months from an5H:hing really swagger 
in the way of description. 

Weather misty. No visible round trace of the sun. The 
hotel is haunted by barrel organs. In fact in various ways 
Brighton seems to be what London was. Its architecture is old 
Belgravia and Tybumian. 

Sunday, January gth. 

Last week I wrote 4,500 words of “Clayhanger” and two 
articles. So that it was a good beginning, Rickards came on 
Friday night. Up till then the only dissipation we had was a 
visit to the Aquarium. His conversation remains what it was, 
the most human and genuine poetic in texture of any that I 
have ever enjoyed. But he must be allowed to talk only of his 
own experiences. Every now and then he constructs a very 
fine and original general idea. Last night we went to the 
Hippodrome, a vast circular human sight. And he made a 
good caricature of Seymour Hicks who was in a stage box. 
Hicks is stajdng here. He wore a flannel shirt all day and all 
evening, but dined upstairs, probably to hide it. Drove ofi to 
the Hippodrome at 9, and there rolled about with laughter at 
the comic turns in the sight of all. I liked him for his frank 
enjoyment of the most mediocre things. He had a fine rich 
voice, and his unavailing but well-meant efforts to appear 
natural and non-celebrated are our joy. 

Letter from the new editor of the English Review asking me 
to contribute. 

Tuesday, January xxth. 

Too excitingly busy'just now to keep this journal every day. 
Huefier telephoned me on Sunday at lunch-time asking me to 
do him a 3,000 word political article on the crisis ^ for the 20th. 

^ The Budget had been thrown out by the Lords in November, Par¬ 
liament had been dissolved and a General Election was to be held on 
January 14. 
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JANUARY 9-JANUARY IS, ISiO 

In pinrsuance of my poficy of never declining work tint I am 
practically challenged to do, I accepted without a morieiit^s 
reflection, though I knew that 12 guineas will be far from repaying 
me for my nem^ous expense on it. On Monda}’ mcrniiig the 
Sunday Chwnich telegraphed accepting my price of 10 guineas 
for an 1,800 word article. I posted the article to them to-night. 
And in the last two days I have also written 2,700 words of my 
novel. In fact, terrific productiveness I 

Grand rolling weather. Foamy sea, boisterous wind, sun, 
pageant of clouds, and Brighton full of 'wealthy imperative 
persons dashing about in furs and cars. I walked with Joy to 
and fro on this uneguailed promenade. And yet, at election 
time, wrhen al w^ealth and all snobbery is leagued together 
against the poor, I could spit in the face of arrogant and un¬ 
merciful Brighton, sporting its damned Tory colours. 

I heard the door-keeper of this hotel politelv expostulating 

with a guest: “ Surely, ]IIr.-, you don't mean to say you're 

anjrhing but a conservative! ” lliserable parrot. After 
reading some pessimistic forecasts of the election I was really 
quite depressed at tea-time. But I w’ent 'upstairs and worked 
like a brilliant nigger, and counted nearty 5,000 words done in 
twO' days, and I forgot my depression. 

Certainly this morning as I looked at all the splendid solidity 
of Brighton, symbol of a sjTstem that is bmlt on the grinding of 
the faces of the poor, I had to admit that it w’ould take a lot 
of demoli^nng, that I couldn't expect to overset it with, a single 
manifesto and a single election, or with fifty. So that even, if 
the elections are ..lost, or are not won, I don't care. Besides 
things never tum out as badly as, our fears. It is orfy when 
one does not .fear that they go^ so surprismgly and bafflingly 
wrong, as 'with the Socialists at the last German general election. 

Tuesday, January iBth, 

M.D., une espece de financier, staying here indefinitely and 
going up to London every day, said the other night dining a 
political discussion that there were. “ fortj:" chaps'' in Ms office, 
and that he believed there 'were forty radicals amongst them. 
TMs cheered me somewhat. Reminiscmg about Barney Bamato 
■with another old Toiy^ here, he sMd that though B.B. was 
utterly uneducated and showed .it in ordinary conversation, yet, 
he .could make a speech perfectly correctly ; also .that he could 
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and did, recite from memory whole acts of Shakspere without 
a single false pronunciation or emphasis. 

Since Saturday night, when I stood out in the rain and wiad 
2| hours to see the election returns on the Daily News lantern 
screen in the Old Ste5me, I have been perfectly obsessed by 
politics, perhaps to my harm artistically. To-day I finished 
my 3,000 word article on “ The Forces behind the Elections 
for ihe next issue of the English Review. I don't think very 
much of it. It has a certain elegant quahty—^but is too vague. 
It lacks personality. The fact was I hadn't anything particular to 
say and anyhow wasn't in a state to say even what I had to say. 

Frightful weather; wind, rain and gloom. And perhaps the 
chief origin of my existing dissatisfaction with things in general 
is that on Friday I had to consult an oculist, as I could only 
explain my headaches by the theory of a strain on my eyes. 
Yesterday I began to wear glasses. It is no light thing to begin 
suddenly to see the novel you have started with the naked eye, 
through a pair of eye-glasses. 

Friday, January 21st. 

I am gradually showing most of the symptoms of the average 
crass Tory. Merely to hear the opposite side discussing politics 
and agreeing with one another makes me furious and also coldly 
self-contemptuous. No doubt the elections axe genuinely on 
my nerves. Depressed about them; preoccupied by them. 
After all, even allowing for Tory intimidation in villages, the 
nation will broadly get what it wants, anyhow. And I suppose 
that no politics, however idiotic, can make a great difference to 
the situation of middling, comfortable persons like me. Yet 
I continue to worry because the fools won't vote right, and I 
lie awake at night thinking about their foohshness. We went 
in the motor-bus to Shoreham this afternoon, m superb freezing 
weather. The intervening villages between here and Shoreham 
are fairly ugly and industrial, but the shipping was agreeable 
after the complete absence of it in Brighton, and Shoreham had 
points. The choleric little man who speaks French so glibly 
and is so damned silly on politics proved quite nervously agree¬ 
able on the motor-bus, and was most touching on the subject 
of sleepless nights. 

I began a new chapter of Clayhanger " at 5.15 to-day, after 
teasing the ideas for it since 7 this morning. I am trying to 
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lift the whole thing up to a great height, hut I feel sure that up 
to now it is nothing more than interesting in a nice quiet way. 

Monday, January aqi/j. 

I got so absorbed .in my novel that the eiections ceased to excite 
and disgust me. On Friday, Saturday and to-day, I must have 
written 6,000 words of it, and not bad. 

I was just going to bed after dinner when the fierce little Tory 
Mister came and sat down for a prolonged conversation about 
hotels in Switzerland. Since our conversation .in the Worthing 
motor-bus the other day he had suddenly discovered my identity. 
He soon began talking about books, and fetched Ms wife who 
is ' a great reader * and of whom he is veiy^ proud. They have 
been manied over 30 years, childless, and get on splendidly 
together. She is half French—^French father—of the Poiignac 
and d'Alhemas families, proud, quiet, distinguished. Certain 
books she couldn't read because they are on the Index, We 
talked for about two hours. I could have got on with that man 
very well in spite of Ms Tor5dsiii (and certainly I could have got 
on with the w-oman) because he is so nervously alive, even, when 
tedious. But they went to-day, ' hoping to meet you again ", 
etc. 

Curious the naiveiS of stock-brokers. M.D. asked me if I 
knew the real truth''—^namely that Carnegie had gi^^ea a 
mdilion to the Liberal funds for the elections, not of course for 
pMlantliropy's sake, but because he knew he could get Ms 
money hack quick enough .if Tariff Reform could be stopped 
He really believed this. He is .a nice honest simple man, but 
Hs naivete is remarkable. So is the naivete of most other l^ople 
here, I. find. 

I ought to do a brief account of my own psychological state 
during the elections. In some ways it had the faults shown by 
the Tory mentality. 

Sleety and awful weather to-night. CMlMains on ^hands, etc. 

Wednesday, January 

I have done 2,000 words each day this ’week of "" Clayhanger ”, 
the stuff getting better, I think, each. day. 

Last night Orage sent me the fimt novel (I tMnk) censured 
by the Libraries, under their new scheme. I read 100 pp. of it. 

Perfect weather to-day. Hard frost. CMlMains on afi my 
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extremities. Still reading " Le Rouge et le Noir ” i with 
humility. 

Thursday, January 2']th. 

Searched oS and on, from 7 a.m. till 8 p.m. for a motive bit of 
plot to carry along the material of my next chapter. Found 
it during dinner. But these delays are rather depressing, and 
even now I am not sure if it is first class, 

Monday, January gisL 

I began " Clayhanger ” on Jan. 5th and up to to-day have written 
33,200 words of it. Total of over 45,000 words for the month. I 
had a letter from Hueffer this morning, in reference to my eulogy 
of the English Review in the New Age sajdng I was the only one 
who had not tried to thwart him, etc. A characteristic letter. 

Suggestion that I should do a weekly article for the Daily 
Chronicle. I said I would do it if I was free to be genuine and 
not merely bright, etc. I wrote to TiUotsons yesterday in reply 
to a demand for stuff, refusing to work any more at the old price. 

Thursday, February 

On Tuesday we went in a taxi-cab to lunch with the Lucas’s at 
Kingston Manor. XJn petit pays perdu. I found Lucas slightly 
more Lucas than ever, and Uked him more. His wife is like a 
nice Ibsen heroine. House sHghtly bare ; a good staircase; 
plenty of colour; and some good httle pictures. 

The other morning I watched the sea-gulls helping the 
scavenger to scavenge the remains of the daily fish market on 
the beach. Rain. Strong wind. They could not alight. 
They had a lot of balancing and steering to do. They dived 
again and again for the same bit of offal, missing it, till they 
got it. Then each prize-winner sailed off against wind with 
difficulty towards Palace Pier, and out of my sight somewhere, 
hut some seemed to swallow the piece en route. I was watching 
them alight in the water the other day; all did exactly the 
same; a planing descent, then, close on water, 2 or 3 half-flaps, 
a raising of the head, and they were afloat. 

A steady 2,000 or more words per day of " Clayhanger 
(except Tuesday of course). I read a lot of it on Tuesday, and 
found it more ‘ coloured ’ and variegated than I had expected. 

^ By Stendhal. 
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Wednesday, February gtlk 

On Monday morning, in tlie bedroom and in tbe cra^rag-room. 
I finished the ist part of Clayhanger ”, 42,000 words instead 
of 40,000. I wrote 2,000 words and w^as nearly going man at 
Innch-time, but Webster and M. humoured me. 

TMs morning I 'walked out and ordered a pair of spectaoies, 
and began to get my ideas in order for the 2nd part of “ CIa3*- 
hanger ” and did get them in order, rather well. On Monday 
I received a belated request from the Manchester Guardimi to 
do a special telegraphic criticism of “Chantecler” for them. 
Of course I was here instead of in France, and it was too late. 
Nevertheless even had everydhing been favourable I doubt if 
I should have faced the unusuaJness and the worr}'' of the 
task, 

Hubert Bland ha\dng based Ms .article in the Sunday Ckrmiwls 
of 30 Jan. on statement that ” The Glimpse ” and other books w’ere 
banned by the Libraries, I wrote to Smith's, Mu-dies and The 
Times B.C. to^ ask if this was so, and if so ivhy? They all 
replied that it was absolutely untrue. Smith's said they had 
500 copies of “ The Glimpse ” in circulation at that rrioment.. 

Friday, February uih. 

Dinner at Chelsea Arts Club. Room, long, low. BiMiard- 
room.. Rules and cues still hanging on w^alis. Some men in 
elegant evening-dress; some in fair ditto, some in smoMiig Jackets, 
some in morning coats, some in lounge suits. Frampton in the 
last, with rough hair. Shannon, in chair, ires elegant, 

New^ ventilation put in roof for this banquet. \"eiitEation 
bad. Dinner sound.. Service meMocre. Man on my right wfro 
grumbled at most things. 

Caricatures, drawings and paintings round walls. Wliitish 
wails. No elegance of.furniture. The whole place rather like 
a studio. 

Shannon's speech good. \^Tien replies began, a commeje;mi 
de se degager an atmosphere of brotherly love. \ on might have 
.thought that success in an artistic career depended chiefly on 
help from, felow-artists. It grew almost maudlin. Enormous 
log-roiling, not principally as great artists, but as ime friends, 
€tc. Notoriously untrue, of course. 

Stanh.ope Forbes and George Henry made good sj^eches, but 
even these far from free of the log-rolling. Pdiiig ii on tMck. 

357 



JOURNAL OF ARNOLD BENNETT 

Note that the points of my speech that raised laughs were 
that I had bought pictures by members, that Orpen was a child 
and that each member of the Club who was made A.R.A. was 
a hatchet buried in the ribs of the enemy. 

Enormous applause of younger A.R.A.'s, Derwent Wood and 
Orpen. When I mentioned Foster (Club organizer) in my 
speech, they called for a speech from him afterwards. A very 
strong man. He went out. Several tried to drag him into the 
room but could not. They say the Club owes everything to him. 

After regular speeches, comic speech read by Cavaliere Formili, 
interrupted by an arranged suffragette invasion. Political 
opinions of majority seen at once. Invaders in costume, also 
policeman. One put his legs down hole in roof. This rather naif, 
rather feeble. Then continuation of Formili. 

I had to go out here, as the chill caused by opening windows 
for invasion got into my guts. All fires let out in other rooms. 
I staj^ed near bar, talking to various people, Konody, Conrad, 
Hardy, Turner. We got colder and colder. I peeped into the 
big room sometimes. Ventriloquism, songs, piano, etc. Not 
quite full now. The distinguished Shannon still sitting there 
bravely enjoying, with his monocle. 

Sunday, Fehntary xyth. 

To-day I tackled the question of notes. 

I also finished correcting the proofs of “ Helen with the High 
Hand"'. 

Mr. and Mrs. Granville Barker, and Dr. and Mrs. Wheeler 
came for tea. They were very indignant against Herbert 
Trench for having abandoned the repertory, short interrupted 
run scheme at the Haymarket,—Barker particularly—and I 
think they were right. 

I wrote an indictment of Brieux this morning for the New Age 
knowing that he is well loved by the Barkers and the Stage 
Society generally. 

T saw Zangwill for the first time. He and Tree and Sutro 
dined together at the hotel. 

Mcmday, February 

To-day I began to get my second part of “ Clayhanger"" in 
order. I finished reading the first part, and found the penulti¬ 
mate chapter a bit dull, the last good and solid. 
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To-nigM I j&nisiied Le Rouge et le Noir for the second 
time. Nothing to beat it for soEd trath an3rwhere, and nothing 
outside Russia to beat it .as a .special novel in the grand maimer. 

Thursday, February 17th. 

Y'esterday appeared the first of mj senes of articles in the 
Chrmiide, In discussing the opinion of the young man of i960 
about “ ChanteclerI said the young man of i960, whose 
mother's parents probably met the night before last and mere radher 
taken 'with each other'' I The editor cut this phrase out. 

I began to write the second part of “ Clayhanger on Tuesday. 
I did 2,000 words, and a Nm Age article, and a .lot of letters at 
night, and a description of '' Clayhanger for the publisher's 
Catalogue. I was very exhausted. 

fi2 odd is my share of result of nine performances of Uliat 
the PubEc Wants'' at Glasgow recently. 

I wrote to Trench on Tuesday teEing Mm definitely I wouldn't 
alter the last act of '' The Hone3n3iooii 

Two thousand words of “ Clayhanger ” to-day, and an evening 
of hea\y correspondence. And I walked twice to Hove, and 
once to Black Rock, and once to the end of the Pier. We had 
tea with l^Irs, GranviEe Barker (Lfflah McCarth}*) who asked me 
to write a monologue for her. I said I thought I would. 

M. finished copjing her first short story Les Chouettes ” 
to-day. And I read it. I was quietly astonished by the excel¬ 
lence of its construction, its Ettle fine apergus, and its general 
stylishness and genuine inter^tingii^. 

I got half-way through Trevena's “Granite” and then 
chucked it. Fine things in it, but diffuse. Too damned moral. 
Not widely enough occupied with emotioii in general, nor with 
beauty. Admirable style. The work, of a man w’ho doesn't 
know enough, not worldly enough. Enfin, narrow. 

February 20ih» 

A 1 secure in the hotel. But terrific wind beating on S. window's 
and general sh aMn g. Go out.. Y"ou then see hotels from o-ut- 
side. .Blocks of stone and yeEow IgM, immensdy secure. Very 
hrilEant in lower stages. Aquarium a cluster of Eghts with its 
Ettle ahsurd tower. Moon in cloudy sky. Little crowds at 
two points near pier. Vast sea of foam for about 200 yards 
out. Rows of Ettle people In half-distance silhouetted Eke a 
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long-toothed saw against this. I find the general look of these 
groups of people perhaps the most interesting. So small 
Waves breaking over jetty and over Marine Drive. Waves 
coming between jetty and pier, running along wall of jetty in 
a line like the curves of a long rope shaken to imitate waves 
Noise of naked shingles. Plenty of suffused light about. Sheet 
lightning from time to time. 

There was a wonderful sunset the night before, salmon {and 
a salmon sea) in south, pink to east, and sapphire to west. In 
15 minutes it was all grey. But while it lasted the sky was a 
composition in itself. 

Monday, February 21st. 

Mr. and Mrs. Lowndes came down on Friday before lunch and 
left yesterday morning before lunch. And we talked vast 
quantities of real “ shopI took a walk on Saturday with 
Lowndes and he made one very good joke, which I shah certainly 
divert to my own purposes. I wrote 2,600 of novel on Friday, 
and about the same on Saturday. On Sunday morning I carried 
Mrs. Granville Barker’s hot-water bottle on to the pier for her. 
I called on them in the evening and had a bit of yam. Barker 
told me some plots of plays he had produced. He said A. 
Schnitzler was the best writer of i act plays, and recounted the 
plot of ' In a Hospital I then had a great desire to write 
a big one-act play. The plot of In a Hospital ” as recounted 
by Barker was very striking. 

Received from Chatto and Windus’s the is, edition ofSacred 
and Profane Love ” on which I am to get £5 per thousand. 
Furnished proofs of Helen with the High Hand ”, and received 
the first proofs of What the Public Wants ”. 

Wednesday, February 2^rd, 

Yesterday Mrs, Granville Barker, nurse, and a Miss Ponsonby, 
came for tea. The last had come down from London to recount 
triumph of Galsworthy’s Justice ” to the wdfe of its producer. 
She is an au couranf de tout woman, and when talking to an author 
about criticizing a work of art says, Oh, but you great men can 
see the techmcal side and all that ”, etc., in quite a serious tone. 

M. and I went to see The Merry Widow ”. I felt I had to 
see it, in order to be cale on such things when it came to writing 
about London. 
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S^e thing over agam. Indeed I could notice no difference. 
Music even imich less charming or superficially and temporarily 
attractive than I had expected. Troupe of ahont 40* Elahorate 
costumes, scenery, and appointments. SyMa Mav, Kate Mav. 
and the other principals, ail chosen for their looks. Xot one 
could avoid the most elementary false emphasis. Thus SvKia 
May looking at a man asleep on a sofa, “ But he mav wake 
up ” (when there was no question of another man "asleepi 
instead of He may wake up.” This sort of thing all the time. 
Also such things as lecognize. Three chief males much better. 
All about drinking and whoring and money. A 1 popular 
^ operetta airs. Simply nothing else in the play at al, save 
references to patriotism. Names of tarts on the lips of characters 
all the time. Dances lascivious, especially one. 

I couldn't stand more than 2 acts. Too appallingly bored* 

Friday, Febnmry 2$ih. 

Yesterday I signed contracts with Duttons of N.Y. for £1,000. 
Not much; but the most I have yet signed for in a day. 

I wrote 2,300 words yesterday, and began feeling a wreck, 
last night. Feeling complete this momrng. Couldn^t work, 
I walked about Brighton in cold showers till 12.30 and managed 
to get my first love scene into something like order. 

Monday, February aBih. 

Tins morning, I received Montague’s novel, A Hind let Loose ’L 
which I am to review for the Guardian^ A destructive un¬ 
realistic thing, it put me off my work, but I wrote 3,400 words 
of “ Clayhanger ” nevertheless, and a lot of letters, etc. 

Friday, March 

Going along the Strand on Wednesday afternoon I met Alphonse 
Courlander.^ Just the same. Wanting to know what kind of 
book the book of the future ” would be, so that he might write 
in that style. Very disappointed because, at the age of 28, he 
had not made a name. “ .The worst of me is I'm so imitative/^ 
he said. “ Every good writer. I read strongly influences me*’’ 
Pathetic, wdstful figure. , He never will make a name. 

Tea at Rumpelmayers. Mrs. LoTOdes. Met a young novelist 

^ Journalist and novelist, antbor of Mightier than the Sword He 
di'ed. October 23 , 1914 ... 
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named Walpole. Stayed there fighting against the band of 
music till 6.15. Then dressed. Dined with Webster, DoEy 
Smith, and poet Wayle at Treviglios. Both Dolly and I had 
forgotten tickets, so we had to drive to Golden Cross Hotel, and 
to Bayswater to get them. Reached Albert Hall and costume 
ball of the Chelsea Arts Club at 11.15. Left at 4.15. Got into 
bed at 5 and was up at 8.30. No China tea at Golden Cross 
Hotel. 

Sunday, March 6 th. 

I got to work again yesterday, and wrote 2,000 words of “ Clay- 
hanger '' which words I thought pretty good. In the afternoon 
we went out to the cliffs, beyond Black Rock and I made a 
sketch. Marvellous fine weather, with east wind. In the 
evening the hotel was full of fair women and brave men. 

Lately I have been reading Stephen Crane's Bowery Tales ” 
which was quite readable, and excellent even, in parts. Also 
Sturge Moore's “ Art and Life " (about Flaubert and Blake) which 
in spite of its careful second-rate quality, I found enormously 
stimulating, if only on account of the extracts from Flaubert's 
correspondence and from French criticism. It certainly bucked 
up my novel quite appreciably. Also a bit of F, M. Hueffer's 

A CallSlick work, but not, I fear, really interesting. He 
doesn't get down to the real stuff. 

Tuesday, March ^th. 

Last evening at 7.30 I received a letter from Trench accepting 
'" The Hone5mioon " defiLnitely. (And to-day I heard from Lee 
Matthews who had received the second £tqo.) I had a great fit 
of triumph, as I thought about all that this Haymarket play 
might mean. But it soon passed. I had been looking for this 
Haymarket acceptance for weeks as a sort of goal, but it meant 
nothing to me, really. In fact this morning I soon found a new 
source of worry, as my Chronicle article did not appear as it 
ought to have done. 

I wrote 1,200 words yesterday, though not making a start 
till nearly 5 o'clock. And 2,300 words to-day. But it will take 
me all my time to finish the second part of Clayhanger " by next 
Thursday. Yesterday morning, being not fit enough for work, 
I walked to Rottingdean and back along the clifis. The sight 
of sea and downs did me a sort of vague spiritual good. 
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Man bearing a card: Blind, throngli boy tiiroi^iiig mortar. 
Discharged by 4 hospitals. Incurable. 

He evidently had been a street beggar for a long time. He had 
the continual stamping movement of such beggars, ^ITiat a 
tragedy! It wouldn't bear much tMnMng about. 

Thursday, March 10th, 

Neuralgia ail these days. Stitt averaging over 2,000 words a 
day of novel. Neuralgia only .in gums, etc,. Probably due to 
cold. 

To-night Gounod's “ Gallia" (rot) and Walford Da^des's 
“ Everym.an ” at Dome, by Brighton Sacred Harmonic Society 
(est. 1827). Rather good, this last. 

Sunday, March 

For several days much bored with n.eiiral,gia and indigestion. 
Still, I stick to it. But on Saturday I began to feel that I 
.shouldn't finish the second part here. I collected ideas well on 
Saturday. M. went to London on Frida^^, and I worked so much 
after a bad night, that I was pamfully tired and kept sbo\\ing 
it nemmusiy to myself when I went for a walk at 6.30. On 
Saturday morning I wrote New Age article and Ckrcnide article 
this momiog, 

Thursday, March iftk. 

Inipo.ssible to .finish, the .second part of “ Clayhanger If I 
had finished it I should have spoilt it, I got up to within a few 
hundred worcfe of 80,000 but the 2nd part will exceed the adver¬ 
tised length by 5 or 6,000. Moreover I was frightened by a lot 
of extraordin.ary praise of The Old Wives* Tale " that I have 
recently had. I was afraid Clayhanger ” was mMes inferior 
to it, and that by going on, blindly I might lose a chance of 
bucking it up in Switzerland. , . . Neuralgia gradually getting 
better. To-morrow we go to .Paris tia Newhaven. Our stay 
here on the whole has been a very great success. We have both 
enjoyed it. I have wiitten over 100,000 words, and Marguerite 
three.short stories. But I doubt if the climate suits us now that 
it has duly braced us up. Certainly I need less sleep; but 
smoking seems to afiect me more and I have had neuralgia and 
headaches. Largely of course due to my book. But I have a 
feeling now against the climate. 
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Lausanne, Tuesday, March 22nd. 

We left BrigMon on Friday morning. We stayed 3 nights at the 
Hotel Terminus, Paris. I went for a voyage up the Seine to Char- 
enton and back. I then went to the Exposition des Independants, 
and there met O'Connor and Root. One or two charming inde¬ 
cencies in the show. Tea at Weber's in the Rue Royale. Dined 
at Godebskis. Afterwards Ravel, Calvocoressi, Delage, Simon and 
I'Abbe Petit came in. On Sunday morning I wandered about 
and looked into Notre Dame (Rameaux). I bought a good edition 
of Stendhal's '' L'Amour ’’ on the quays and at once took ideas 
from it for “ Clayhanger 

The novel seems to be looking up slightly. Anyhow it is being 
done honestly. 

The reviews of “ Helen with the High Hand " are exceedingly 
polite and land, but they do not gloss over the slightness of the 
thing. 

Among recent American reviews of '' The Old Wives' Tale " 
is one which says that the book would have been better if it had 
only a little sense of humour, the verdict being that it is tedious 
and unenlivened by either humour or observation. 

One of the most marvellous sunsets I ever saw to-night. The 
peaks of the Dent du Midi sticking alone out of cloud high up 
in the sky, like rosy teeth. 

Good Triday, March 2 yth, 

Six days of perfect weather, with a N. and N. W. wind and nothing 
visible all day in the strong sunshine. I was able to begin the 
final chapters of the second part of '' Clayhanger " without much 
difficulty on Tuesday, and I have averaged over 2,000 words a 
day of it. I finish to-morrow. The second part will be 50,000 
instead of the estimated 40,000 words. 

It is surprising that, a fortnight ago at Brighton, I could have 
thought it possible to finish the second part there. I had only 
allowed 2,000 words for the most important series of scenes— 
love scenes—^in that part. On the whole I think it is fair. 
Anyhow it is honest and conscientious. I wrote 3,200 words 
yesterday, and pretty nearly killed myself, and was accordingly 
very depressed at night. This morning I went a long walk and 
wrote 1,000 words in an hour this afternoon. 

Reviews of ‘‘Helen with the High Hand " strangely 
Mud. 
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Milan, Saturday, April 2nd, 

We left the Hotel Belvedere on Easter Tuesday. 

I wrote 3 articles and 11,000 words of my novel during our 
seven clear days in Switzerland. 

We found the Ehone Valley less tedious than we had expected., 
and the Simplon shorter, and the Custoins quite harmless. It 
was very hot as soon as w^e got fairly into Italy, really h.ot. The 
views of the Italian lakes ^came up to our hopes.. The Hotel 
Bellini is a good hotel de passage, dominated by Germans, .not 
agreeable, fellow-travelers an,d it’s no use pretending they are. 
There was also a school of jetmes fiUes in the hotel, cMeiy Germans 
seeing cities during the Easter Holidays. Their laughter heard 
occasionaly from the interior of bedrooms .was very agreeabie. 
The hotel was fiiH and remained Ml. 

After tea M. and I went into the town. Took a tram. Quite 
an adventure taking a tram in an absolutely strange town w^here 
you can’t speak the language. We c.aine to the Duomo by the 
Victor Emmanuel (rather disappointing this). The Cathedral 
impressive, though you can see at once that it is meretricious 
in many respects. We saw it in a grand afternoon %ht that 
really did ' flood ’ it. x 4 nd its mere size was procii,gious to us. 
And.it seemed to be on fire with orange yellow rays of light. We 
couldn’t see any chairs. The whole floor space looked empty. 
Then, after a time, we saw a squad of about 500 or 1,000 chairs. 
We had missed, them in the vast area. The Victor Emmanue! 
Gaflery and Arcade also pleased .us, M. was ravished, enchanted 
by everything; said afl the women were pretty, etc., all this 
because the atmo.sphere reminded her of her midi. We walked 
about till she wms dead nearly. 

Auguste Foa, my translator, came to see me after dinner. 
Young man, 32, dark, sHm., hat on one side, very S3niipathetic 
and agreeable. He told me some depressing things about 
Italian literature. He said afl his literaiy- articles brought him 
in £40 a year. I shafl put some of Ms facts into the Nm 

Florence, Sunday, AprE 

Lunch yesterday with F. .Grierson at Pension Paoli. He still 
looked .astoundingly young. ^ His wig was curiously long, Ms 
moustache of course dyed. But he bad not the sMUj wrinkles, 
nor above afl the gestures of a very old man. , He can’t be far 
.^Francis Grierson was .at tiiat time §2 years of. 
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off seventy. He may be more than seventy. He said he seldom 
went out now, and would not dress for dinner under any circum¬ 
stances. Therefore ate in his room in the hotel. Ate little. 
He had very good ideas about food and general management of 
the physical machine. Mysterious person. When I asked him 
if the New Age paid him for his articles he said no, somebody 
else pays meHe said he could not work for nothing now, 
and vaguely that he had lost his money. 

Tuesday, April ^th. 

Reading Stendhal's '' Rome, Naples et Florence . . . Impos¬ 
sible to study Italian. Simply can't be done. Between the 
town, my novel, articles, and sketching, I haven't a moment. 

Wednesday, May 

We returned home yesterday after three exhaustingly impres¬ 
sionful days in Paris. We unpacked all our trunks yesterday 
before dinner. Dined on the terrasse of Brunet's, and found the 
price of meals had gone up from 2 frs. 75 to 3 frs. Now they 
give coffee, worth about one sou. 

Our waiter, who was in rather a hurry to dine himself, was 
cheerfully cynical about the continual rise of prices in Fontaine¬ 
bleau. When I said I couldn't drink the wine that was compris, 
and that I knew restaurants where they would give you mineral 
water instead, he said, with a singular intonation, “ Not in 
Fontainebleau, anyhow 1" He said he had had 15 years of Fon¬ 
tainebleau, and implied that he had nothing to learn about the 
methods of the tradesmen here. I saw him dining afterwards. 
He was one of those waiters who have learned a whole philo¬ 
sophy in the practice of their vocation. Secretly scornful of 
human nature yet indulgent. Impassive, and supremely capable 
of keeping his end up. 

M. after engaging a servant to-day, told me of the reply of the 
mothers, made to her on several occasions by different mothers 
when asked if the daughter could cook: '' Je crois Men qu'elle 
sait faire la cuisine. Quand je ne suis pas Id elle fait la soupe. 
Et elle sail faire cuire un moroeau de veau d la casseroleT This 
seems to be the last word of cooking in that class. It throws 
light, the phrase does, on their habits. 

I had all sorts of straightening up to do to-day; task loath¬ 
some. Through messing about it took me 2 hours to dress, and 







APRIL 5-MAY 30, ! 9 !(l 

when I had done a thousand things of no importance I went out 
for an hour into my forest, and began to arrange ideas for the 
last part of “ ClayhangerThey came fairly well. I bought 
papers at station on \¥ay home and put on my eye-giasses to read 
them as I walked along. Then I thought, M. Ponier may be 
in the Avenue des Carrosses and would see me in, my eye-glises 
for the first time.'" I didn't want him to see me in. my eye-glasses 
for the first time. Although I laughed at I had some¬ 

how taken the glasses ofi before I arrived at Av. des Carrosses. 

Thursday, May 26#!. 

Not much success in ideas for '' Clayhanger.” 

Saturday, May aSih. 

I was forty-three yesterday. 

.Last week at the Gaiety, Manchester, Cupid and Conunon- 
sense” played to £20211s. It ivas the w'eek of the King's funeral A 
and there were five evening performances and a matinee. 

Yesterday I had more success in finding ideas: for the last part 
of ” Clayhanger ” hut I had no success in drawing. I seemed 
to spend .all afternoon in merely arranging stiB-lfe subjects, and 
I couldn't decide on any of them. But on Thursday night I did 
a pretty fair study of Marguerite. I couldn't read an^hhing, 
except newspapers. I couldn't answer any 'arrears of corre¬ 
spondence. And after doing nothing all d,ay I was .so tired I had 
to go to bed at 9.15. 

Monday, May 

Yesterday morning I had written a 1,700 word holiday article 
(200 words too long) for Tillotson's before 7.30 a.m„ At ten 
o'clock I began to do a mature morie, and with intervals for food 
and, nap, I worked at it til a quarter to six. This is the first 
entire day I have ever spent at painting. The best picture I 
have ever done. I shal finish it to-day. Marguerite w^ent to 
Paris.after lunch to see, her father and family generally, and 
came back with fine tal^ ; so that most of the time I was alone 
with the dog, who was most gloomy. Ir^Tien I had done painting, 

I began to read “ Whom God ha& Joined ” and couldn't leave 
it. I read about seventy pages of it. This is the sort of book 
that insists on, being read. 

^Edwaxd VII died May 6 . 1910 , and. die foueral took pla«» May 20 , 
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Am just reading '' The Man of Property Certainly I should 
say that the erotic parts—and there are plenty of them—^were 
done under the influence of George Moore. If Galsworthy had 
never read and admired George Moore, the similarity is extremely 
remarkable. 

Thursday, June 2nd. 

I was in bed all day on Tuesday with a migraine ; it sounds 
nicer than bilious attack. AH due to eating d^fricot on Monday 
night. This almost made me resolve to take nothing but bread 
and milk in the evenings. I should mind these disturbances 
less if the resulting headache did not make it practically impos¬ 
sible for me to read. I awoke at 2 a.m. and after then scarcely 
dozed. I just passed my time in disgust waiting for the posts 
in the hope that something interesting might arrive by one of 
them. Nothing did. 6.30, 9.15, and 2.30. But I got up at 
5.30 and made some tea. 

Up tin noon I still hoped, in spite of millions of experiences, 
that I might be able to work in the afternoon. I glanced through 
all the newspapers, and made my head worse just as it was 
easing. I took nothing but milkless tea tiU the evening, and 
then a morsel of arrowroot. To starve and to lie flat—^this is 
the only treatment. By 7 p.m. I could read a little without 
making myself worse, and I began my new Stendhal “ L'Abhesse 
de Castro It opens slowly and finely. The intrigue is exactly 
the same, in essence, as that of the Chartreuseand of “ Le 
Rouge et le NoirDid he ever think of an5d:hmg else except 
capturing the affection of women under the most difficult con¬ 
ceivable circumstances ? 

I began to work after tea yesterday, and wrote 1,400 words 
of the first chapter of the last book of the eternal'' Clayhanger 
This morning (after supper of bread and milk) I arose in fine 
health at 5.30. I made tea and read a lot of my manual of tree- 
drawing that I bought a year ago and had scarcely looked at. 
And then I finished the first chapter of “ Clayhanger ” at 8.45, 
having written about 1,600 words in 2| hours. My day's work 
was thus done before breakfast. 

Friday, June ^rd. 

3,000 words done of last part of “ Clayhanger There is no 
doubt that when I finished my work at 8.30 or 8.45 a.m. I have 
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a considerable leisure before me. At least it seems so. Bat 
then I haven't finished it then. After lo I go out to arrange 
ideas for next day. That takes an hour. I may make a sketdi 
en route. Anyhow I do nothing else but that and a letter or so 
before lunch. I must doze after lunch, and then read over my 
morning's work and occupy myself with the afternoon's post. 
Tea-time. Then I have 3 hours. Part of it must go in a walk. 
Yesterday I painted for i| hours of it. Then there is a lot of 
time after dinner (which for me now consists of a basm of bread 
and milk). 

Last, night .1 read Andre Chenier " after playing the piano. 
Some of Mm amused me. I wish I could read miscelaneouslj 
like that every night. The pharmacien came in, late. I wanted 
him in my heart to leave at te.n. He didn't leave til 10.30. I 
h,ad so violently wanted him to go that when he did go,, I coi2idn,'t 
sleep at first, and I had been thinking over my woik at 4.30 
that morning. This morning I got up tired at 5.43 and decided 
to put off my work, til after 9 o'clock breakfast. I read Tenny^- 
son's P.alace of ArtSome exceedingly brilliant suggestive 
impressionist landscapes in it, and pretty^ clever phrasing here 
and there. But the real basis of the poem seemed to m,e to be 
entirely banal, the notion of a fairly thoughtful clerk. 

Saturday, June 

Ravel and ..Ms .mother came for tea yesterday; only both of them 
preferred water to tea. , 

Yesterday I fimshed "'A Man, of Property A realy dis¬ 
tinguished, passionate, truly romantic universal book. Many 
small faults, but the only large fault is that the end is not an 
end. The situation between Soames Fomyte and Irene bis wife 
is .not solved. But it is an impressive Imok, no mistake. 

TMs morning I finished second chapter of last part of “ Clay- 
hanger." 

Monday, Jum 

On being asked by Marguerite to-day whether she had fait um 
promenade yesterday afternoon during her Sundays cmige, Maxthe, 
our new m.aid, said, Nofi, madame, ma Mere fte sort jaffuiis. Bat 
had she no peiites camarades with whom she could have gone out ? 
Vaguely:' no. “ Mms je cmmais Men la fUie de I'Spider, Ahrs 
Jc' suis alUe chez elle, et nous avons cause. 
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This was her holiday. On Sundays, after she has washed up 
after lunch, she is free till it is time to come in and prepare dinner. 
At all other times she is at our disposal. She rises at 6—I hear 
her—and comes down at 7. She goes to bed about 9. Never 
reads. I doubt if she ever has a bath. She enjoys going out 
on errands, even to the post. Age 18. Plain. Mai ficeUe. 
CanT get her apron right. Very quiet. Doesn’t seem to want 
pleasure. Cow-like, and contented to work mildly all the time. 
When I say she ought to go out more, Marguerite gets excited 
and says that she has nowhere to go to, and that it would spoil 
her; that it is against the custom of the country. She is just 
an ignorant passive slave, earning 35 frs. a month and her keep 
and her bed. In two months’ time she is to have 40 frs. She 
is not a fool, and learns her work pretty quickly, and having 
learnt it, does not forget it. Her mother comes twice a week to 
do rough work; a horrible-looking creature, very ugly, coarse, 
and without any remains of charm of any kind. There is a 
little hunch-back brother toscalgique or tuberculeux”, who for 
months could do nothing but sit by the fire and shiver. He has 
been sent to Bercke and is now a little better. The father is a 
carman with his own cart and either i or 2 horses. 

To-day I finished 7,000 words of the 4th part of “ Clayhanger 
It is gradually beating aquarelle in the competition for my atten¬ 
tion. 

Continuous heavy thunderous weather. Steady temperature 
of 20° in the house. I ventured into a white waistcoat to-day. 
The weather is more like a Turkish bath than anything else. 
Not that I have ever had a Turkish bath. 

At Madame R’s. I met Brunet Huart, the painter, aged 84. 
He wore light striped trousers, a waistcoat of black velvet, a 
rather large tie, rather large and striking gloves and generally 
was dandiacal. 

He remembered Florence in 1858, and the anecdotes of King 
Victor Emmanuel’s circus-like appearances in the Cascine, He 
liked Kipling, also Wells; but he thought Wells didn’t explain 
enough. He remembered the fighting in the auditorium of the 
Theatre des Varietes on account of a play which made fun of 
shop assistants. The theatre was full of shop assistants and 
their sympathisers. When the noise grew unbearable, an actor 
came forward and thumped furiously on a table. Everybody 
was so staggered by this impudence of an actor to his public 
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that silence ensued and the actor said : “ No! Never shall a 
counter jumper bring tMs curtain down The old gentieman 
was afraid of motor c^ars, and in particular of his young cousin’s 
driving. He had just returned from a round of family \isits, 
ending at Bourges. Then he curved off into a long stoiy- of an 
adventure in the Palazzo Orsini in Rome (when paper money 
as small as 5i. was issued—current in the city only), where he 
got enormous attention from a concierge by two payments of a 
franc each. “ The concierge 'would have given me a bed in the 
palace, I think/’ said he. He had a curious and 'iinusual know¬ 
ledge of the relative sizes of things from St. Peter’s downwards. 
He was certain that a revolution would occur within six months, 
precipitated losses due to inundations and bad harvests, and 
consequent labour unrest. He said that he had painted all Ms 
life, but had entered the studio of a celebrated master onlj" at 
the age of 25. He now got Ms militaiy friends, colonels and so 
on, to send jiiiri down a soldier with a horse for two or three hours 
daily. Here he explained in detail how he taught the soldier to 
lift up the horse’s leg so that he could see how the light fell on 
the legs of a galloping horse. Even recently he had painted ia 
the rain, en303ing the ' pretty colours ' ieinfs ’ of barley, oats 
etc. He .Mndiy offered to criticize my drawings. He was Mi 
of various, energy, and affirmed that he had not begun to feel 
old until he was seventy. His cMef subject was undoubtedly 
the Palais Royal.. 

And, of course,” he said. ” The Palais Royal w^as in all its 
splendour in those days, and the plays given there were redly 
witty.” (1850 to i860.) But the samples wMch he offered of 
Palais Royal wit in those great days were feeble and flashy. He 
seemed to be able to remember in detail all the Palais Royal 
burlesques of popular tragedy, and he quoted miles of tirades in 
verse. He talked w^ell, if too much. 

Wednesday, June 8#i, 

Last night there was a concert in the Place Danecourt.^ We 
■walked there, having missed a car, through the most t^autifully 
coloured streets in Europe. Wonderful salmon-tints in the 
sky, also an extraordinary calm. We arrived late. The ter-- 
rasse of the grand cafe was bulged out nearly to the neTOpaf^ 
Mosk, and crammed. Three or four waiters rushing about and 
sweating. "We went into the cafe of wMch the glazing had teen 
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removed for the summer. Many officers of the 15th Regiment 
playing cards—chiefly bridge. I got two chairs and placed 
them close to the entrance, and stood waiting for M. who had 
disappeared. A young officer came forward to take one of them. 
I stopped him. As he persisted, I insisted. “ Cest d. vous ? ” 
'' Oui ”, I said (No ceremonious titles). '' Vous Vavez prise ” ? 
He asked me in such a tone suggesting that I had not, that 
in my excitement I repHed “ Si ” instead of O^ti ” ? We glared 
at each other for an instant. I could have killed him. ''Eh 
Men, gardez la” he said roughly, and went off to get another 
chair. All the blustering poltroonery of the man came out in 
a flash. Afterwards I heard him saying something to another 
officer about ' Ce bonhomme-la pointing to me. I thought 
about this for a long time, forgetting the music, and constructed 
all sorts of versions of what would have happened if we had had 
a row. Colonels seemed to be thick upon the ground. I thought 
of all the wonderful apt, polished, polite cutting things I might 
have said. 

After a time M. and I discovered that we had both of us 
absolutely forgotten the dog. He was lost. I went out to 
search for him in the crowd : no success. The band was playing 
in a riug of electric light and the scene was quite picturesque. 
We walked all the way home, as there was again no car. The sky, 
a wonderful dark transparent green, with church towers and things 
silhouetted agaiast it. Before we got home we heard the dog 
barkiug in the garden. Marguerite had said he would be there. 

Since I began to limit my dinner to a basin of bread and milk, 
I have ceased to suffer from indigestion. 

One thousand words of last part of “ Clayhanger now written. 

Saturday, June nth, 

I began “ Le Crime et le Chatiment ”, which I have been wanting 
to read again for about a fortnight. The scene in the cafe and 
Marmeladofl's confession, seems even finer than it did when I 
read it at Hockliffe. It is certainly one of the very greatest 
things in fiction. Absolutely full of the most perfect detail. It 
really disgusted and depressed me about my own work, which 
seemed artificial and forced by the side of it. I expect that in 
most of my work there is too much forcing of the effect. An 
inability to do a thing and leave it alone. I wrote nearly 4,000 
words of ” Clayhanger ” yesterday and Thursday. 
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Yesterday walldng in the forest, I thought of afl the life in 
it, huimning, flying, crawling, jumping etc., the tiniest insects that 
yon can scarcely see, the ants, aH sorts of flies, worms, heetles, 
bees, snails, lizards, and the gigantic Urds. As for the rabbits, 
squirrels, and deer, they are simply monstrously gigantic com¬ 
pared to the mass of the life in the forest. 

I didn't seem to be getting near to the personalty of Hilda 
in my ^ novel. Yon scarcely ever do get near a personalty. 
There is a tremendous lot to do in fiction that no one has yet 
done. When M. comes downstairs from the attic, in the imdst 
of ^ some house arrangement, and asks me if such and such a 
thing will do and runs up again excited—^why ? And the mood 
of the servant as, first thing in the morning, she goes placidly 
round the house opening the shutters I The fact Is, the, novelist 
seldom realy penetrates. 

Sunday, June i 2 tk 

There is certainly a fosse pleasure to be got from reading ,a 
thoroughly mediocre thing by a writer generally esteemed great 
but whom you don't happen to admire. I am reading a portion 
of Tennyson every morning just now, and I have got to the play 

The Promise of May ", It is a masterpiece of tedious con- 
ventionalty—of no value whatever. I should say it shows 
every side of Tennyson at its worst. No realism of any kind. 
Afl the old tags and notions,; ,and what notions of pMlosophy as 
shown in the hero I I really enjoy reading tMs exquisitely rotten 
work. 

Yesterday, wrote complete chapter of “ Clayhanger", 2400 
words. But I had to work at the thing practicafly all day. I 
finished about 5.30,, after twelve hours off .and, on. I really 
doubt whether as a whole, this hook is good,. It assuredly isn't 
withi,n ten miles of Dostoevsky. 

Continuous bad weather. 

Tuesday, June 14^/1. 

I seem to he doing an average of 2,000 words a day now 
of my. novel, Only I3,,ooo words remain to done. But 
they are very much .on, ,my mind. When I am not worMng 
here, I am walking in the forest and, wonying over the 
invention, 5 to 7 miles a day. I , rise at 545 and go to bed 
about 9.30. 
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Wednesday, June i$th, 

Juliette said the other night. “ Qa fait du hien de manger les 
asperges. Qa lave la vessie/' She and Marguerite had a great 
banquet of snails yesterday. They and the servant ate 150. 
Marguerite said '' It's horribly cruel. I couldn't do it as Mother 
does. She puts them ahve into cold water, and lets them boil 
up slowly, d petit feu. It's horribly cruel." And she went on 
eating them. Last night they were again collecting snails in 
the garden, and Marguerite came across one of the other sort 
of snails, limaces, big things without shells. It had two tiny 
little ones with it. “ I can't bring myself to kill them," she 
said, '' but they do a lot of harm. I wish you'd kiH them." I 
instantly put my foot on the three. She squirmed with horror 
and went off. 

2,400 words of ‘‘ Clayhanger " to-day. 

Sunday, June igth. 

Henriette S-and her daughter R,, came down yesterday for 

lunch and stayed till this morning. To be plunged into this 
perfectly non-artistic society was very bad for my novel. 

Thursday, June 2g^fd. 

I have just (3 p.m.) finished Clayhanger " one week in advance 
of time. 160,800 words. For the last few days it has mon¬ 
opolised me. But quite contrary to my general practice 
towards the end of a novel, I have kept in magnificent health. 

Tuesday, June aQth. 

The journal will now be left till about the middle of August. I 
am finishing up odd articles this week, and shall begin a proper 
holiday on July ist, as sworn. 

Sunday, July 10th. 

I have been reading Andrieff'sLe Gouverneur." Pretty good, 
but too long; also sentimental in places, and to my mind in¬ 
fluenced by ' The death of Ivan IlyitchA fairly good third- 
rate serious artist. 

This was the first full day of my seaside holiday. It takes 
some time to get used to the great central fact that you have 
nothing to do that must be done. 
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Monday, July nitK 

It seems that the cures in Brittany forbid dancing, except at 
wedding feasts. Nevertheiess in this village there is dancing in 
the very shadow of the church every Sunday afternoon after 
vespers. We saw it yesterday afternoon. About lo coaples. 
The charcMtiere danced with another girl. Heavy girls. One 
couple obviously in love. A drum and a brass instrument. 

We cycled tMs morning to the ferry on the way to St. PoL 
Beautiful country. There is only one road in and out of tbig 
village, and no turning out of it for 5 or 6 Mlometres. TMs 
afternoon I was too idle to paint, so I did a pastel of the panorama 
towards St. PoL 

Of the three men here, one is a passe-menMer, and another, a 
commercial traveller, and the third a fabricant of some thin g, 
Ihey sit at a table and sing together. The luggage of one 
married pair arrived to-night, 36 hours late. The wife is of the 
od.aIis(][ue sort, and she put on some more striking clothes at 
once. She lolls at her bedroom window for 30 to 60 minutes 
each morning. A beautiful young woman. EUe se cambre tout 
le temps. She would hav^e made a good courtisane. Alcock says 
that she leaves a table at which an intellectual conversation is 
proceeding—about war or feminism for instance—^with a gesture 
wMch says: “ Wdiat has aE tMs got to do with IT ? ” 

Tuesday, July J2ih, 

We discovered ^another bay this morning, in the ^^tuaiy of 
the Morlaix, river, and a fine yacht lying in it. Also the chateau 
on the shore, .and some racing boats md a Iwat-buflder's. 

I began a water coMur in the afternoon, and M. and F. A. went 
out and discovered the real high road to Morlaix., for some 
strange reason not marked on my maps. 

Alcock said that Werg had been playing a lot in '' Electra ”, 
and considered Strauss to be more of a mathematician than a 
musical composer. ■ When rehearsing, if the players tried to put 
any musical feeling .into their playing, Strauss stopped them and 
said: “ No, not like, that- You are .not musicians, you are wild 
beasts.” THs .is the most ffluminatliig thing alx3ut Strauss's 
genius that.' I have heard. , 

Friday, July 

Fete yesterday, Alcock left at 5 p.m. m a most ancient wagon- 
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ette, and we drove with him to the top of the village. Although 
there were three windows open in the wagonette it was hotter 
inside than outside—stuffy. Horse-collars of straw, harness 
chiefly of rope. In speaking of the horses Alcock again called 
them' cat’s meat ’. In the morning we went sailing for i| hours— 
—5 frs. We were carried into a small boat, and then rowed to 
the smack, which was in charge of two men. 

After dinner I walked about a mile up the estuary of the 
Penze on the sands, and back, and then up the village. Chinese 
lanterns, band, dancing, silhouette of large church, silhouettes 
of figures, Bengal fires, very noisy fireworks. Hotel very 
bright with lanterns. Parading about in adjacent lanes, the 
Parisians and other visitors, arms entwined sometimes, women 
in white wool loose jackets, as in Switzerland in winter. 
Moon through clouds. Not quite dark. I came home at 9.50 
quite recovered, and read Eugenie Grandet 

We were wakened up in the night by a very heavy thunder¬ 
storm. The thunder reaUy was dramatic; quite as good as 
Drury Lane. 

Monday, July i&th. 

Tertia said that the mater said, on seeing '' Carmen ” at Hanley 
Theatre: I don’t like that woman at all.” 

It rained aH day yesterday, and was raining heavily when we 
went to bed. Rain appalling. The employes du Louvre dis¬ 
covered the gramophone at night and danced to it. 

By the way, the chief point about the gramophone perform¬ 
ance was the intense and simple pleasure of the people m it. 
The two men bent over the instrument smUmg as they might 
have done to a baby that was crooning. 

Sunday, July 2,4th, 

He Callot yesterday morning. Strong smell of seaweed spread 
over the fields for manure. Just a few groups of cottages or 
hovels collected round the church. A church there since the 
6th century. Primitive. Probably barbaric. The men working 
barefoot in the seaweed did not even look up as we passed. At 
night we saw from dining-room windows the islanders going 
home in their carts. A girl waiting to be taken up in a cart. 
Sun already set. Silhouette dark blue-black of horse, cart and 
people—-no details in side outHne. 
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Monday, July 

Characteristic gesture of an old fishemian. He took off .Ms cap, 
held it upside down under Ms mouth, dropped his plug (of tobacco) 
into it, and wMpped it on his head again, all in the twinkling of 
an eye. 

GodebsM sMd that C. L. Philippe ^ never saw the sea tM 2 
years before his death. Fargue took him, to Havre. On meeting 
the sea, he lay down in a sort of ecstasy or hysteria, on his 
stomach, and lapped at each wave as it came in, as if determined 
to make up for lost time by the violence of hi<^ sensations. 

Thursday, July 2 Bih. 

Excursion to Roscoff yesterday. Left at 9.15. Sea choppy, but 
it calmed down. The fishermen ont levi des casters en route. 
So th.at we .soon saw what a co.mplcated process has to be gone 
through before a lobster, for example, is put on the table.. 
Vielles as bait for araigmes and then araignees as bait for 
lobsters. Cutting of nem^es to prevent them eating each other. 
Taking bearings as casters are thrown down again into the sea. 
We reached Roscoff about 11,30, Tide out. The damned tide 
was out aE. day. 

Lillah^ McCarthy wrote me suggesting subject for a one-act 
play wMch she wanted to do at Palace next month I 

Friday, July agth. . 

Heav}? storms of rain and wind yesterday afternoon and evening. 
The barometer Just now seems to have no effect whatever on 
the weather. 

"'Julien Savignac'* by Ferdinand Fabre. This b quite a 
readable book. Old fashioned and sententious sometimes, but 
strong in the places where it ought to be strong. I have read 
about half of it. I don't suppose I shall read any more, as I 
have other things, but I would read it sooner than read .nothing 
on a desert island. 

Monday, August isL 

Too short of sleep .and sardonic to write anything yesterday. 
Baptism of a new pleasure boat, the Blanche yesterday. Three 
cures and three choir-boys with instruments, and a bottle of 
champagne to do it. Nearly upset .in goiog, out in dinghy. 

^ Cliarles Loifis Hiilppe, novelist. 
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Women minding cows. Fat, old, in many skirts. They just 
stand, moving slightly from time to time. Towards 5 or 6, they 
pull the cows home by rope, but on approaching stable the cow 
trots on in front. A sign of barbarism this. Very queer that 
even an old woman's time is not worth more than that of a cow, 
that she can't earn enough to keep a cow. 

260,000 words written this half year. 

Monday, August x^th, 

I have now taken, what nearly everybody said I was incapable 
of taking and never would take, a long holiday. From July 2nd 
to yesterday I did nothing whatever in the way of work except 
three short articles for the New Age, which I was obliged to do. 
Of course I had to attend to my correspondence; but I kept 
that as short as possible. I wrote an illustrated journal at 
Carantec, and I also did a number of paintings and sketches. 

We came definitely home on Friday night, and found every¬ 
thing in order. To-day I resume my literary business. The 
three things that occupy me are ; a good short story for r.P.'s 
Magazine, my ''Life m Paris " for the English Review, and a 
play founded on " Buried Alive 

I have done no regular sustained reading now for somethiag 
like ten months. So I shall resume Tame. I propose to do as 
I did in May and June here. Get up at 5.30, and begin creative 
writing at 6, and finish that on most days before breakfast at 
9 a.m. I have now satisfied myself that it is my best time for 
working, particularly now that by means of milk dinners I have 
cured my biliousness. It is 3 months since I had a headache due 
to indigestion. After breakfast I can do my oddments and 
correspondence, etc., and arrange my ideas for the next day. 
And thus have the whole of my work finished at noon. After¬ 
noons for reading and painting and crass idleness. I have 
openly sworn—openly, in order to make it impossible for me 
to forswear myself decently—^never again to work as hard as I 
have done in the past. 


August x6th, 

I decided yesterday that though I was stiH lacking the first 
220 pp. of proofs of " Clayhanger" I had better get on with 
what I had. I corrected the whole of the third part, and was 
1 This was The Great Adventure.*' See p. 389 . 
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very pleased with it indeed. In fact it so held me that it dis¬ 
tressed me, and afterwards I conldn^'t tMnk of the story Mimi 
which, however, I began to write at 6.30 this morning for T.p/s 
Magazine. I seemed to be correcting proofs most of yesterday. 

Already at 9 this mommg I was tired of work. I went to 
the market at 10. Was stmck by the confused mnrmiir of 
tongues in the covered market—seemed to be the beginning of 
some new and closer perception of this organism, 

I did read last night the Comte d^Hanssonvile on MelcMor de 
\ ogiie. Perhaps the latter was not quite the m^andaiiii I have 
publicly charged Mm with being. 

Friday, August igth. 

Ail proofs of Clayhanger came on Wednesday morning, so 
that after 9 o clock in the moming I did nothing on Wednesday 
and Thursday except correct them. 575 pages. I fiiiished 
them on Thursday afternoon. Errors in the t^^pescript made 
them very amazing, A great deal of it is as. good as an^lMng 
I ve done. I noticed the far too frequent use of the word 

extraordinary^ "b but I loathe altering a work once it is done— 
no mistake about that. 

Monday, August 22nd. 

Finished ^fimi ” yesterday moming and this moming I sent 
off the ink copy for U.S.ii. and a wretched ilegible carbon copy 
to T.P.'s Magazine, the original commissioner. I began to read 
Edward Gibbon’s '' Memoirs I had tried before. I found 
now that all they want is proper skipping at the start. You 
soon come to the interesting part.s.. 

Friday, August 26th. 

Nothing done this week. I began to write my “ ^eing Life in 
Paris for the English Review on Wednesday morning, but only 
did a bit. Owing to too much smokiog I was indisposed yester¬ 
day and did nothing except a New Age article. But I got up at 
5.43 this morning, and stuck to “ Life in Paris ” for 90 minutes. 
After breakfast.owing to TurMsh-bath weather and neuralgia I 
did nothing. 

Readiug Gibbon’s ''Memoirs”. Yes, it is worthy of its 
reputation. But I .am. reading nothing else, 

" Cupid and Commonsense ” revived at Gaiety, Manchester ,011 
Monday last for six ..nights. 
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Friday, September 2nd, 

I did no work since Monday. On Tuesday I went to Paris. 
Lunch at Martin’s (his cousin Eugene was there). I met Lee 
Matthews at Hotel St. James at 6.10. We discussed plays and 
his projects till 7.20. Caught 7.55 home, for bread and milL at 
9 p.m. I bought nothing. Couldn’t work next day nor yester¬ 
day. But I resumed '' Seeing Life in Paris ” this morning, and 
did 1,200 words. Yesterday afternoon I just did a Flew Age 
article. By first post I received news that Pinker could sell 
serial use of “ The Honeymoon ” to McClure's Magazine for 
£200. I cabled to accept, provided dramatic rights not jeopar¬ 
dised. 

Monday, September 

Finished yesterday, the first 8,000 words of “ Seeing Life in 
Paris I shall now leave it for a time. We cycled down to 
see Madame Bourges on Saturday, but naturally she had gone 
to Paris days ago. Afterwards I went to bed with influenza, 
but foimd that I hadn’t got it. 

I read yesterday a lot of Capus “ Les deux ficoles Bright 

footlingness Absolutely unoriginal, but with a passable wit 
and levity. Always the same monotonous tedious subject. 
Neither the subject nor the characters have the slightest im¬ 
portance or power or real interest. They are trifling, and that 
is what would be ' up ’ with the play even if Capus had ten times 
the talent he has. 

Wednesday, September yth. 

Being unable to get rid of influenza-ish inquietudes of the 
stomach, and having had several very bad nights de suite I 
stayed in bed to-day, and therein read and wrote. Yesterday 
I fcished the third or the fourth perusal of “A Mummer’s 
Wife "A This book really is original and fine and beautiful. 
The Islington scenes are superb. You have squalor and sordid¬ 
ness turned into poetry. And the painter-like effects of visualisa¬ 
tion are splendid throughout. Language a bit clumsy and coarse 
occasionaJly, ‘"Booze” and “Boozed” are amazing words. 
There are others. But what an original and powerful work! 

Last night I began Spencer’s “Autobiography” and this 
morning, by dint of much wakefulness, I had arrived at p. 224. 

1 By George Moore. 
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I found it very interesting and joHy wel done. It is miicli 
better done and much more artistic than J. S. auto¬ 

biography. Nevertheless Spencer’s little attempts at narrative 
in the manner of a novelist—^beginning for example with a 
fragment of conversation, or with such a phrase as “If on such 
a day anyone had been looking at such a spot they might have 
been surprised to see etc., are funnier than he intended. 

Friday, Septemher gtk. 

After a series of disastrous experiments in aquarelle, I began a 
flower piece to-day which promised rather better. 

This morning I began to write the preface to Agnes Farley's 
“ The Belmont Book It seems as if it wil take me from 
4 to 6 mornings .from 6 a.m. to 8 a.m. This is what you may 
call friendship. Frank Harris now wants me to write a 5,000- 
word article on Ms “ Women of Shakespeare ”, But if I do it 
someone will have to pay me for that. It will be worth at the 
very least £30 in U.S.A., wMther it is destined. 

Each morning tMs week, except Wednesday when I spent the 
day in bed, I have walked in the forest between 10 and .noon 
constructing “ Buried Alive To-day I have got as far as the 
end of the 5th scene ; that is, the ist "scene of Act III. I do a 
scene a day. But I perceive a deadlock for either to-morrow 
or Sunday. 

I shah soon have finished the first volume of Spencer’s Auto¬ 
biography. And I have read 100 pages of “ Les Origins ”, in 
3 days. Bejrond this nothing. 

Tuesday, Septemher 

My old Gaveau piano went on Saturday. I sold it for 250 fo., 
the money to be spent on hiring. I got a Pleyel grand instead. 
I,had to spend .Friday night in altering the arrangement of the 
whole room for the reception of the grand. Naturally when it 
came I had to spend a great deal of time in plajnng. 

. On Sunday morning arrived the first copies of “ Clayhanger 
It .is the best-produced of afl my novels, I think; but I could 
have spared the girl’s portrait,on the cover. I read a lot of it, 
and thought it pretty good. A few mis,priiits. On reflection I 
tMnk it does contain more sociology than “ The O.W.T.” I 
had promised this in the prospectus of it, but I was afraid I had 

^ This appeared in'March, 1911, tmder the pseudonym of Vados, 
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not fulfilled the promise. It was only when Marguerite began 
to read the book that I realized—^without her asking any ques¬ 
tions—^how full of difficulties it must be for a stranger, and how 
unlike the ordinary good novel. On Sunday I at last finished a 
water colour, of a flower bowl, that was not absolutely putrid. 

Yesterday we went to Paris. M. and GabrieUe at 7.24 and 
I at 8.56. I went straight to my coiffeurs, but owing to afflu¬ 
ence de monde I had to be coiffed by the patron, who is not 
as good as either of the gargons, though good. Hence I was 
disappointed of my expected perfection. 

Wednesday, September 

I finished the rough construction of the Buried Alive ” play 
yesterday, and decided to change the title and the names of the 
characters. The new names I searched out this morning. 

Beautiful promenades in the forest yesterday. In the morning 
I was astonished by the grandeur and multitude of the spider’s 
webs. I broke two to see what they would do, but they did 
nothing,—^just hung loose in the breeze. 

Thursday, September T^th. 

At p. 172 of Volume 8 of Les Origines de la France Contem- 
poraine in a figurative description of modem France, I at last 
came across a clear instance of Taine’s bias against la France 
contemporaine. He is always very convincing, but I always sus¬ 
pected the existence of this bias—shown as much in his later 
letters as anywhere—and here is a good example of it. 

This morning I began the brouillon of the play, and wrote the 
first tableau. 

'' Clayhangerpublished in England to-day. In U.S.A. 
publication is delayed about a fortnight. 

Says Herbert Spencer, speaking of Thackeray’s iusignificance 
at dinner (“Autobiography’', II, 91) : “ I have heard that he 
could be a Mvely companion ; but it seems possible that usually 
when in company he was occupied in observing traits of char¬ 
acter and manner. A painter of human nature as variously 
manifested must ordinarily be more a listener than a talker.” 
Yes, perhaps. But unconsciously occupied. The painter of human 
nature is not consciously engaged in the act of observation. 

The chapter of the “Autobiography” dealing with the 
finishing and publication of “ First Principles ” is unimposing, 
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and disappointingly deficient in emotion. (Compare Gibbon In 
the finishkg of Ms big work.) Nothing of real interest is re¬ 
corded about the undertaking. This is a pity. But, everywhere 
Spencer's narrative skill is very clumsy, and his little attempts to 
be dramatic are extraordinarily feeble. I am struck in reading 
by the stolid indifference with which his biggest books were 
received. ^It was appalling; it desolates. Yet this kind of 
reception is quite common. I am also’ struck throughout by a 
whole series of odd remarks—almost asides—^which give you the 
disconcerting feeling that nearly all common valuations axe 
relatively quite wrong. That is, that nearly everything—gifts, 
acquirements, possessions, achievements—is either imd,er-vaiued 
or over-valued. 

^Tien I think how '' First Principles ”, by filling me up with 
the sense of causation ever3rwhere, has altered my whole view of 
life, and undoubtedly immensely improved it, I am confirmed 
in my opinion of that boo,k. You can see “ First Principles ” in 
nearly every fine I write. 

3 fanday, Sepiemher iqfh. 

This time I wdll make notes on the newspaper criticisins of my 
novel. On day of publication, tw-o. Times very good; wel 
written. But a half-hidden unwillingness of admiration and of 
subjection. This sentence is well meant but quite wnorig: 

“ Its aim, not to exalt, or essentialize or satirize, but to present, 
life.” A review nothing like as good as that of “ The O.W.T.” 
but .still jolly good (9 inches). The other one on day of publica¬ 
tion was in Evening Standard. .Entitled ” Under the Micro¬ 
scope A review Ml of clumsy but not malignant malice. On 
the whole a danm siHy review (10 inches). 

Day .after publication. R. A. Scott James in the Daily News. 

Mr. Bennett,and the Ages.” Very S5mipathetic and apprecia¬ 
tive. '"A work th.at wil surely be memorable.” But the 
review was badly done, .perhaps from haste. Well meant, but 
what damned rot and untruth,, (i col. 5 ins.) 

I finished the draft of half of my play yesterday momiiig at 
7.15 a.m,, I, worked off and on during most of the rest of the 
day in arranging the ,3rd act, but did not succeed very welL I 
had a, bad cold. Every mo-nfing now for about a fortnight I 
have walked for 2 hours in the forest. Still immersed in Spen¬ 
cer's Autobiography. His description of the other boarders at 
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the boarding-house where he stayed so many years is agreeably 
ironic. 

Wednesday, September 21st, 

Yesterday while reading, in bed, a biographical account of me 
in the iV.Y. Bookman, M. began to cry. She had the delusion 
that she was reading my obituary. 

I certainly pay much more attention now to the oncoming of 
autumn than I used to. 

Reviews of Clayhanger ’’: 

Perfect review in Glasgow Herald on day of publication. 
Nothing could be more appreciative nor show more insight than 
this (12 ins.). 

D, Mail and Observer (9 ins. and 15 ins.). Usual rot about 
total absence of plot, and about cinematograph, and photograph, 
and that book might end anywhere or nowhere. It is un¬ 
satisfying because life is'' etc. And yet in all this a note of 
genuine appreciation. 

To-morrow I expect to finish draft of play. To-day I signed 
contract with Doran for republication of old books in U.S.A. 
twelve or thirteen of them, I think. 

Thursday, September 22nd, 

Finished draft of play. 

Day of irdld unpleasantnesses. The review of Clayhanger ” 
in M. Guardian, though good, was not as good as I expected. I 
expected the eagerkympathy of G. H. Mair and Co.! The review 
was signed by strange initials ending in Y, Moreover it was 
placed after a review of M. Hewlett by Dixon Scott. Now if 
they had given my book to Dixon Scott. Further, the johnny 
deprived me almost utterly of the sense of humour and of the 
sense of beauty—especially in comparison with de Morgan and 
WeUs. 

En wild une affaire! 

A couple of years ago I said enthusiastically that if '‘Cupid 
and Connnonsense ” was produced in Hanley it would play to 
£500 in a week. To-day I got the figures for the three perfoim- 
ances in Hanley. Total £75 rgs. 10^. 

Also I made a mess of another water-colour. Hence depression, 
though my afiairs are prospering as they never prospered before. 
Which shows how little content has to do with prosperity. 
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Sunday, Sepfemher 2$fh, 

A lot of reviews tMs morning, all satisfacto'i}^; that is to say, 
free from fatuity in carping. 

Two in Glasgow News (i col) and Birmingham Express, 

(6 ins.) really very Me. The rest al very appreciative 
and S3nnpathetic. 

Adorning Leader (5 ins.). 

Christian World (6 ins.). 

Scotsman (5 ins.). 

Onlooker (5 ins.). 

D. Chronicle (M. P. 'ViTiicocks ii ins.). 

Bevic called last night, and related how he had forced a 
bailiff to leave by the vindow instead of by the door. 

Aionday, September 26th. 

This morning I did begm, after much hesitation and fooling 
about, the final writing of the play. I rather enjoyed it, once 
started, and took pleasure in the exercise of skill in arranging 
the last details of movement. This afternoon, after water- 
colouring, I began the ninth volume of '' Les Origines 

Friday, September gof/L 

I also had an idea of keeping, from Jan. ist, 1911, a book showing 
dates of appearance of all articles, books, plays etc. and of books 
read, and of books acquired. In fact a chronological chart of 
all my literary activities. 

To-day I finished Spencer's vast “ Autobiography 'k The 
1st vol. is perhaps superior to the 2nd, but I read it all with 
interest, and especially the reflections of old age at the end. 
Its fault is lack of emotional quality, and of elevation in the 
style. You get from it no sense of a mighty work accomplMied 
—^no sense of mightiness at all. 

I began to foresee a comparative failure for “ Clayhanger ” in 
England, and then also in America. Useless for one to argue 
that my contracts in England and America assure me a reen¬ 
able income for three years, whether the publishers lose or not! 
Useless for me to argue that it is absurd for me to expect even a 
good circulation for books like, ‘^Clayhanger'', vrhich arouse 
.enthusiasm in just a few beings.! This in spite of the fact that 
I cannot make less than £1j$qo next year, and may make £2,000 
or over,—^and this by doing only the work that pleases me my 
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very best work. I was stiU gloomy this morning. I hated to 
go on with my play. But I did go on with it. After a restless 
night, I got up at 6.30 and worked till noon. I shall finish the 
first tableau to-morrow. 

It is now almost certain that '' A Man from the North ” will 
be reprinted. 

I notice that a Bath paper, announcing “ Cupid and Common- 
sense ” for next week there, thinks fit to explain that the author 
''A.B.’’ is a novelist of repute. This at the age of 43, after 
having written what I have mitten. 

Sunday, October 2nd, 

I finished ist tableau of play yesterday and was fairly well 
pleased with it. No title yet. 

Yesterday I had a goodish large notion for the Hilda book-— 
of portraying the droves of the whole sex, instead of whole 
masculine droves. I think I can do something with this, 
showing the multitudinous activities of the whole sex, the 
point of view of the whole sex, against a mere background 
of masculinity. I had a sudden vision of it. It has never 
been done. 

Finished Gibbon’s ‘'Autobiography.” It is a distinguished 
book, but my feelings about the author are mixed. 

Monday, October ^rd. 

Disturbed yesterday by M.’s slight indisposition, I had, natur¬ 
ally, a new flow of ideas, as always when disturbed. I kept 
thinking of a sort of' annual ^ of Bennett's gossip on literature and 
Kfe. It could easily be done every year, if I got into the habit, 
A notion for a paper worried me—on Flaubert. And so I mote 
it this afternoon. 1,000 words. 

I began Act I Scene II of the " Buried Alive " play this 
morning, and worked easily though I was fatigued. 

Wednesday, October ^th. 

Reviews. Dundee Advertiser good (6 ins.). 

Public Opinion, Reprint of cream of Glasgow Evening News 

(4 ins.). 

Aberdeen Free Press. Coldly appreciative till the end, when 

it uses the word 'masterpiece' (7 ins.). 

Westminster Gazette, Appreciative and yet cold. Neverthe- 
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less, “ One of the very few novels which we should care to read 
again (8 ins.). 

MA.F. i inch. Very good. 

Friday, October 

Yesterday I had a letter from A. M. S. Methuen congTatiilatiiig 
me on “ Clayhanger'' and sa3dng he "hoped and believed it 
would do well'. In the afternoon I saw annoimcement in 
Westminster Gazette that it is in its second edition. Naturally 
my one desire is that it should reach a third. 

Thursday, October i$th. 

Weather stil very mild. But to-day owing to heavy rains we 
had to lunch indoors. This is otir first indoor anttimn, lunch. 

Railway strike since Monday night, but we are not affected. 
Each evening I have gone to the station to get Le Temps^BMd 
each evening the crowd and the anxiety of the crowd waiting 
for papers have increased. Yesterday evening, as the news was 
disc|iiieting, I went again to the station after dinner to post a 
letter to Cook's asking for bank-notes. An omnibus slowly over¬ 
took me on its way to the station. Even on this line the strike 
had been aimonnced to begin at 8 p.m. last night. There were 
a few dim figures in the feaxMly badly lighted omnibus that 
went very slowly along—decrepit horses etc. A mediaeval 
vehicle even at best and the impression last night was of the 
saddest and most wistful vehicle that ever lumbered along. The 
voyageurs seemed wrapped up in sadness. Where were they 
going? Would they ever arrive? WTiere would they spend 
the night. The worst of these awful omnibuses is the top 
and the deafening rattle of the windows as the thing Jolts 

along. ^ . . 

However, there has yet been no strike on this line. 

The play goes on steadily. I ought to finish the. second act 
on Saturday. Although there are four acts, this means that at. 
least two third,s of the actual work is done. 

Tuesday, Octoher jSih, 

Letter from Doran ^ yesterday expressing much enthusiasm for 
“ Sacred and Profane Love So I read the first third of it last 
night before going to bed. I found it veiy^ young. It seemed 
1 'George Doran, Beimeti^s American piiMdier. 
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to contain some good stuff, but also a proportion of cleverly 
arranged effects-^ffects of which the real difficulties had not 
been met. StiU it interested me. 

Thursday, October 20th. 

Now I am reading Ste. Beuve almost for the first time. Except 
for a few of the " Causeries de Lundi ’’-—and that a long time 
ago—I have read nothing of him. I read the essay on Madame 
de Sdvigne last night (and ordered a volume of her letters this 
afternoon). I read the essay on Bayle this afternoon (and read 
Bayle s preface to his Bictionnaire to-night). There is no doubt 
that Ste. Beuve is excessively agreahle d lire. He flatters you 
mto believing that your taste is as cultivated as his own. And, 
in the essay on Bayle, his remarks on the esprit critique are full 
of nutriment brilliantly served. It has seemed to me that these 
days I am hving, as distinguished from preparing to Hve. In 
autumn weather; plenty of heavy continuous rain, which is 
pleasant to hear when you are safe in the house and busy in the 
house, and the ground floor and the bedroom floor are both 
warmed. Work in the morning, on the play, which goes pretty 
easily. Sleep and reading after lunch. 30 pp. of Taine per day, 
comme devoir. New books coming in every day. Grand piano! 
Discovery oi playable Schubert. “ Clayhanger ” in its third 
English edition. Agreeable tension of anxiety of waiting for 
news of this book s reception in America. Journey to Paris 
now and then. Miscellaneous browsy reading in the evening. 
Good appetite. The drawbacks to this idyll are—^no progress 
m drawing, fairly bad sleeping, and some neuralgia. But then 
it must never be forgotten that since the end of May last, thanks 
to evening bread and milk, I have never had more than one 
hour’s continuous stomachic headache. ... It cannot be long 
before some infernal nuisance supervenes. Such a state of con¬ 
tent will not be allowed by destiny to last much longer. 

Friday, October 2 %lh. 

M. went to Paris yesterday to look for a furnished flat, and 
among many impossible ones discovered one that may do. Her 
report was that the majority of the furnished flats to let in the 
centre were most obviously cocotteries. 

To-day I finished Act IV of play, which will be called “The 
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Great Adventure Althougli never working very long at it 
together I haven't thought about much else. 

Neil Munro in a letter yesterday pointed out to me that 
Aylmer Maude's '' Biography of Tolstoy" (VoL II) contains 
Tolstoy’s admission of the justice of my criticism of '' The death 
of Ivan Ilyitch ” in the New Age. The criticism was really 
Farrar’s, and I gave it as that of a doctor. 

I had my first American review of Clayhanger " on Tuesday, 
signed Howard Fitzalan (N.Y. Morning Telegraph). He said 
the trilogy would make a million-word novel (This was 
the title of the article); he plumed himself on having boosted 
Arnold " for six years, and was very flattering in general, but 
said the novel would not sel. 

Sunday, November 6th. 

On Saturday, Oct. 29, M, and I -went to Paris to look at furnished 
flats, and we took one at 39, Rue de Grenelle at 225 frs. per 
month. I should have made some notes on the hunting if I 
could have made them a week ago. 

I had a fearful headache the next morning. It was the 
beginning of a slight influenza, from which I have not yet 
entirely recovered. The Baway’s came for tea on the Sunday 
afternoon, and he told some good stories about General Galliffet.^ 

On Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday I was unfit 
for work. I tried to begin Act 4 of The Great Adventure ” 
on Wednesday, and simply wrote rot. On Thursday I decided 
to leave the play and write the next Paris Night ” for the 
English Review, which I did on Friday and yesterday, doing 
altogether 5,000 words in the two days. 

Friday, November xith. 

Still unwell all week. Nevertheless I finished “The Great 
Adventure ” this afternoon at 4.30 p.m., four days in advance 
of time. Actual dialogue 20,300 words. I shafl doubtless cut 
it to less than 20,000. There are now two complete plays of 
mine— this , and “ The Honeymoon renounced by Trench— 
for sale. 

^ ** The, Great Adventure w,as p.rcxiiiced at the Kiiigsway Thatre, 

March 25 , 1913 . , ■ 

.»He disfinguished hims elf at. Sedan., in .command of the CMsmm 
d^Afiique. ' He was Maister of War in 1901 . , , 
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The two American Reviews of “ Clayhanger ” to which I 
looked forward with the most interest, Boston Evening Tran¬ 
script and Chicago Evening Post, are both absolutely satisfactory 
in their enthusiasm. Doran wrote me, in response to my query, 
that he had sold about 12,000 of " Old Wives’ Tale ” to datei 
and that the demand seemed like continuing indefinitely. 

Friday, November x^ith. 

We came to Paris last Monday. I left M. at station, to get the 
luggage to 39, Rue de Crenelle alone. On Thursday, having at 
last got the stove fixed in the bedroom, I began to do a little 
work.^ Frightful weather yesterday. Much journeying and 
changing on imderground. Snow and rain this mo rning ; but 
it cleared up at 10 a.m. I have now begun to go through 
" Sacred and Profane Love ” to consider ideas for the preface 
to it, to get my next " Paris Night ”, into order, and generally 
to re-find myself. 

Sunday, November 20th. 

On Friday Dr. Otto (of Tauchnitz) came for tea, and stayed for 
about 2 hours, and produced a most favourable impression on 
both of us. Also he was exceedingly flattering in a very discreet 
way. Talking of relations between publishers and authors he 
said that Macmillans had published for Rhoda Broughton for 
45 years, but she had never seen any member of the firm; 
apparently didn’t want to. 

Thursday, December ^th. 

I have been working daily at construction of “ Hilda Lessways ”. 
As it was pouring with rain this afternoon, I went to the Care 
d’Orsay, and had tea on the pistiorm-terrasse of the cafA and 
walked about for zf hours, and really worked exceUently at the 
first book, and was moreover aU the time amused and diverted 
by the phenomena of the terminus. This is a most excellent 
dodge for wet days. 

Monday, December X2fh. 

Sunday night we called on Ella D’Arcy,^ and I made her promise 
to bring me the novel she had written some years ago, and then 
left in a drawer because one pubhsher, John Murray, had refused 
^ She had published two novels in 1898. 
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it. A young Frencli novelist, de Vissac also present. It 
appeared that his first novel had won a prize from the Academic. 

On Saturday appeared in the Nation the most striking article 
on me that has yet been written. 

Continuous progress with the construction of the first book 
of '' Hilda Lessways 

Saturday, December T'jth. 

Full day to-day. Perpending on Hilda Lessways all morning. 
Sketch in Luxembourg gardens after lunch. New Age article 
after tea. Odeon Theatre {“ Les Trois Sultanes'' and Les 
Fourberies de Scapin ”) to-night. I had to read through Les 
3 Sultanes”. I went into St. Sulpice again this morning ^ to 
look at Delacroix, and came across a great ordination service. 
Dozens of young priests in parti-coloured capes, etc. drinking the 
sacred wine with elaborate ceremonies, music, etc. They were 
all, or nearly al. tonsured. A startling mummery, right in the 
middle of Paris. Crowds of women, 

December 'yisL 

This year I have written 335.900 words, including “ Ciayhanger ”, 
“ The Great Adventure ”, “ Paris Nights ”, Night and Morning 
in Florence ”, and probably about 80 other articles. I think, 
only one short story, Mimi ”, 
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AcADtMiE Feanqaise, and a first novel, ^ 
391 

Acton, Lord, books by, 280, 2S2 ^ 

Actors, a glimpse at, below tbe mask, As 
20: appetite of, for stage emo- 
tions,65 „ As 

Adam, Paul, UUerateur, 132 & «. 

Adams, an old farmer, 108-9 
Adams, Prof. J., 305 
Adams decoration, ? 7 i 
“Adoration of the Magi, Tbe 

(Bnme-Jones), 84 &n. A 1 

A.B,C. shop waitresses, as cbaxacter ai 
studies, 73 . 

Affection, spiritual, B.’s attituae to, 293 Ai 
Agate, James, 341 & % 342 
Aicard, Jean, play by, ^^3 _ “ 2 : 

Albert Hall, Chelsea Arts Club Bail at, A 

Alco^f H., r6, 43, 375-6; on the A 

fatigue of practismg and com- A 
posing, 3 & »., 4 

Alcohol extraction from rmit, a 

macHne for, 255 " 

Alexander, Sir G-, as theatre manage, B 

263 , . 1 

Algeria, B.’s travels in, 144 ^ 

Alvarez, the tenor, 32, 207 ^ 

Amateur revue, an, 212 , . -o 

Americans in Paris, 164-5J184 ; accent B 

of, 179 

' Amusement, manufactory of, 275 

Andrieff, L. N., book hy 374 | 

Anglada, C.. exhibit of, at lie Salon, i7o £ 
Annual, an, of gossip on literature and 
life, the idea of, 386 _ ^ , 

** Annunciation, The ” (Burne-Jones), 

Annunzio, Gabriele d , 94 j boohs by, 

“ Anticipalons *r (Wells), ^ md ^ | 

Rationalist Press Association, 190 l 

Ants, a plague of, 290 ^ ^ 

Apennines, the, panorama oL ^9 
Arbonne, water-colour of, by B., 339 
Archer, William, 348 
Armenonville, 234 ■■ , - ^ 

Arrowsmith. Thomas, and the sub- 

scription, 100 

VOL. I. 


Art critics, male and female, 23-4 
Artist, the, sudden insight of, 36 
Artist hero, idea for a novel on, 94 
Ashwell, Lena, anecdote by, 276and 
“ What the Public Wants,’" 312 , 
Associated Press of New York, and the 
New York Journal, 52 
Athenceum, The, 223 & n.., 2S9 ; and 
R.L.S., 223 ; style of, 285 
Atkins, J. B.., Journalist, 229 & 
222-3,276 

Attalens, 311 , „ . , c 

Aurevilly, Barbey d, book by, lo/, 
189 . - 

Autunm Salon, the, the Rodins in, 
220 

Auvergne, a trip to, 217 . . 

Avenue de 1’Opera, illuinination of, 

117 . . , ^ 

Aviation Exposition, xusited, 326 
Avon, B.’s house at, 284, 28S ; May at, 
2S9; Rocher d’, 332 


B., —, a painter, tales of, 243 
Bacheiordom, comfort in, 28-9. 

Bai Buiiier, the, ii5_ _ , 

Bal du Moulin de la Galette, 198 
Bal d^ Quat"z Arts in 1908, nudity at, 
294 

Bal Taharin, the, 207, 213-16 
Balfour, Rt Hon. Earl, and a dumer 
in a burning house, 279 : 

Ballet, the, at the Opera, 

Balzac, Honore de, Hterary methc^ 
ol 92 ; novels by, 100, 103,^ io9» 
187, 206, 376; “superb chgres- 
siven^s of, 103 » Tame s Essay 
on, 338: veracity of his dpcnp- 
tions, 163; writings of, stimulus 
of, 163 

Bancroft, Sir Sq^e, 272 
Barber, a homicid^, 43 
Barker, H. Granviile, 358 ; 022 Schmtz- 
ler’s one-act plays, 3^ . , 

Barker, 

McCarthy, now Lady Krehle), 

360 : a monologue wanted by, 

from B., and also a one-act play, 
3597 377 

, CC' : 
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Barmouth, W. Boulton drowned at, 
44 sqq. 

Barnard, George Grey, American sculp¬ 
tor, 218 & n. 

Bamato, Barney, suicide of, 37 & ; 

speaking and reciting by, 353-4 
Barr, James, 69 

Barr, Robert, novelist, a sketch of, 69- 
70 ; on Mark Twain, 188 
Barrack life, a French play on, 169 
Barres, M., on prizes for virtue, 268 
Barrie, Sir James, book by, 26; earnings 
of, 99 ; plays of, Schwob on, 120 
Bath paper, a, on B. as a “ novelist of 
repute,*’ 386 

Battlesdon Park, misty views in, 107 
Baudelaire, Charles, poems by, 100, 

Bayle, Pierre, book by, 158, 388 
Bayly, B’s arrangement with, as to 
office work, 94 

Bazar de I’hotel de ville, Fontainebleau, 
SL description of, 321-2 
Bazin, Rene, Calvocoressi on, 280 
Beardmore, Frank, pottery-works of, 
206 

Beardmore, John, and his subscription, 
100 

Beaumont and Fletcher, famous lines 
by, 92-3 

Beauty, and the critics, 77; hidden 
need for finding in art and litera¬ 
ture, 84-5 ; universality of, Rodin 
on, 233 

Becque, Henri, book by, 296 ; play by, 
136 

Beerbohm, Max, book by, 337 & n,; 

income of, 170 
Bees and business, 258 
Beethoven, L., opera by, 227 
Belasco, David, 196 
Benn, A. W., book by, 325, 326 
Bennett, Billy, 112 

Bennett, Enoch (father), 44, 50, 102, 
106; on B.’s leaving Woman, 
105 ; on a youthful escapade, 102 ; 
on Yvette Guilbert, 5 
Bennett, Enoch Arnold, abodes of, see 
Avon, Burslem, Fontainebleau, 
Fulham, Hockliffe, Les Sablons, 
London, Moret, Paris, Switzer¬ 
land ; accident to, 36; anxiety 
of, in 1897, as to the future, 
60-1; attitude of to posterity, 30, 
and to wealth, 224, 244-5, 253; 
bicycling tours of, 252-3, 261, 
298 ; billiard lessons of, 150, 309 
Books by. Books, etc., commented 
on by, and Plays by, see those 
heads; books taken by, to Switzer¬ 
land, 301 ; character of, told from 
his hand, 25, 72-3 ; his own re¬ 
marks on his character and origins, 

HI, 253-4 


Bennett, Enoch Arnold {continued) 

Drawing, illustrating, painting and 
Illuminating by, 165, 238, 230 
279, 298, 299, 306, 319, 323j 329* 
330, 333 , 334 , 339 , 362, 367, 369 
370, 371, 375 , 378 , 381, 384 

391 ; a study by, of his wife, 367 • 
handwriting of, 191-2, 245 a 
alibi', health of, 16, 22, 61, et alibi 
passim ; eye-troubles, 246, 262 
263, 286, 354; insomnia, ’ 48-9^ 
255, 295, 324, 338, 363, 368, 369! 
388 ; neuralgia, 363, 377; sense 
of fatigue, 308, 327-8 ; idea for a 
play on *‘Don Juan,” given to 
Tree, 316 ; interest of in literary 
style, 5-6, 67, 68-9, 70, 122, 206, 
271, 285, 288, 359, in organisation, 
299 

Journal of, 273. 299, 350, 352, 374, 
378 ; the earliest, his comment on, 
191 ; format of the 8th volume, 
267 ; intervals in and their causes' 
79, 91, 117, 230 

Life of, in France {see Paris, Fon¬ 
tainebleau, etc.), engagement, 
broken off, 234, 235 ; marriage, 235 

Literary work of {see also Books, 
contributions and Plays by); 
earnings from, 385, 391 ; fiction 
writing, 70, and decision to use as 
means of livelihood, 79-80, 91, 
facility in, gained, 83, 87; one 
day’s output, 98 ; his own opin¬ 
ions of, 5, 6-7, 94, 174, 202, 251, 
277, 280, 291, 293, 309, 311, 312, 
338, 339 , 354 , 355 , 358, 364, 367, 
379 , 381-2, 387-8 ; preface by, 
to a friend’s book, 381; pseu¬ 
donyms used by, 91, 1x4 n., 307, 
308 ; re-writing Mways refused by, 
291 ; short-story writing, loi, 
106, 134, 144, 273 ; rapidity in, 
129, 135 ; technique gained by, 
129, 135 ; summaries of, for 1898, 
83 ; 1899, loo-i ; 1900, 106, 107; 
1901, 106 ; 1903, 135, 144; 1904, 
205; 1905, 223-4; 1907, 273; 
1908, 304 ; 1909, 350 ; 1910, 391. 

Socialism of, 267; notes by on 
social inequalities, 97-8, 267, 274, 
299, 301, 321-2, 350, 353; some 
books bought and owned by, 92, 
128,283,295, 296, 297, 298, 301-2, 
31 1 , 334 , 336, 341; speeches by, 
277, 358; stammer of, and 

attempts to cure, 74, 75,. 183 & n., 
191, 205 n. ; uninterested in meta¬ 
physics, 284 

On being almost happy ” in Paris, 
133 ; on being shocked at a play, 
233 ; on his birthdays, 176, 294; 
on creative work interfering with 
the Journal, 79, 117, 230 ; on the 
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Bennett, Enoch Arnold {continued) 
dif&culty of beginning his novels, 
29, 57; on feeling jealous, 288; 
on a financial scare (1908), 281; 
on Ms general condition in 1903, 
139 ; on ideas mires on existence, 

181 ; on Ms increasing control over 
Ms brain, 287,291; on his intention 
to marry, 176, 205 ; on his method 
of worMng, 29, 57 ,* on phases of 
introspection, 253, 291 sqq,; on a 
political crisis (1910), 352 & n.; 
on things that gave him the live¬ 
liest pleasure, 289 ; on a thirst 
extraordinary, 252-3 ; on work, 
the wish to, 7, being haunted by, 
26, and on the growing habit of, 
280 

Bennett, Florrie, 192 & n. 

Bennett, Frank, ig2 & n. 

Bennett, James Gordon, stories of, 

86-7 

Bennett, IJdrs. Enoch (mother), 53, 87, 

106, 176, 179, 314, 344; lotto 

from, on the drowning of W. 
Boulton, 44-5 ; the romance of her 
purchase of sheets, 85 ; illness of, 
142, 146, 147 ; on Carmen,’* 376 

Bennett, Jvirs. E. A. {nee Soulie), 242, 
243, 244, 246, 250, 254, 258, 261, 
268,281,283, 287,288-9, 290, 291, 
298, 299, 312, 316, 317, 319, 320, 
324, 326, 335 , 336, 338, 343 , 3 ^, 
345 , 357 , 366, 367, 369, 375 , 382, 
384, 386; marriage of, 235 ; 

story-writing by, 359, 363; and 
the snails, 374; a portrait of, 
by B., 367 

Bennett, Tertia (sister), 63, 65, 7 i, 78 , 
106, 107, 142, 176, 199, 376 ,* 
drowning of her fiance^ 44, 48, 


Bentley, J. G., arcMtect of West¬ 
minster Cathedral, 111-12 & n. 
Bercke, 370 

Berenson, Bernhard, 325 
Bergeret ]V£me., on Armand Sylvestre, 
239 ; on certain mighty eaters, 236 
Bergson, Prof., B.’s inability to compre¬ 
hend, 284 

Bernhardt, Maurice, 165 
Bernhardt, Sarah, stoutness of, 10; 
in “ Hamlet,’* 113 n,, and her son, 
165 ; and an American, 165 
Bernstein, Henri, play by, 233 
Berquand, M., curer of stammering, 
183 & n,,, 191, 205 «. 

Bertheiot, 196 

Berthelot, Mm e.., Chinese art collection 


of, 217 . . . , 

Bertrand, Louis, an impression of, Id 2 
Besier, Rudolf, play by, 348 n, ' 
Beyle, H. {see also Stendhal), 182,288; 
Merimee on, 297 


Bird-perches, Fontainebleau, 249 
Birrell, Rt. Hon, Augustine, .Boswell’s 
“ Life of Johnson,” edited by, 18, 
120 

Bishops and magpies, 310 
Bishop’s Park, Fulham, habituees of, 
76 

Bispham, David, 9 

Black and White, 75, 77 J Phillpotfe’s 
office at, 72 

Blackmore, R. D., praise by, of PMl- 
potts’s book, 97 
Blackrock, 359, 362 
Blake, William, hook about, 362 
Bland, Hubert, 170, 357 
Bland, Mrs. (E. Nesbit, 170 & n. 
Bienkuisop, Miss, on American, .sleep¬ 
ing-cars and girl travellers, 307 
Blind street beggar, note on, 363 
Barbizon, a. dinner at, 1.88 
Blomfieid Road, canals of, 315 
Boat-race day {1909), 316 
Bodley Head, the, see Lane, John. 
Bohn’s Libraries, books from, 92-3 
Bon Marche, shopping at, 128 
“ Bondman, The ” (Came), as play, 
profits from., 261 , 

Bonnemain, Mme., and Bouiangear, 138 
Books, &c., read and commented on 
by B.: A Call (Hueffer), 362 ; 
A Few Crusty Characters (Hardy), 
103.; A General Account of my 
Life (Boston), 294 w.; A 
General Sketch of European His¬ 
tory (Freeman), 297 & n.; A 
Group of Noble Dames (Hardy), 
126; A. Hind let Loose (C. E.. 
Montague), 311, 361 ; A Modem 
Utopia (Wells), 214 ; A Mummer’s 
Wife (Moore), sto & n.; A 
Second Home (Balzac), 103; A 
Shropshire Lad (Housman), 100; 
A Sportsman’s Sketches (Tm- 
genefi], 319 & n., 326 ; A Start in 
Life (Balzac), 102-3 J ^ Story 
(by Henry Jamesl,^ Actions 
and Reactions {RipHi^}, 334 j 
Adam Bede (George Eliot), 5-6 ; 
Album of Modes, 296; *^ 4 lma]iac 
(Hachette’s), 260 ; Andr6 Chenier, 
369 ; Ann Veronica (Wcilsl, 331; 
Annales d’Anne (d’Anninizio}, 32 ; 
Anticipations (Wells), 190; Art 
and Life (Sturge Moore), 362; 
Austen, Jane, 6, 18, 19 ; Auto¬ 
biography CGibbon), 379 f 386 ? 
Autobiography (J. S. 3 ^ 1111 ), 342? 
381; Autobiography (Speicer), 
380-1, 382-3* 385 ; Balzac, H. de, 
MOO, 103, 169, 273, 174* 187, 20&, 
376 ; Bel-Ami CMaupassant), 12^ 
130; Belinda (Maria Edgewurthl, 
32 ; BIbliO'graphy of Eighteenth 
Century Art and Illustrated Books 
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Books, &c., read aad commented on by 
B. {continued ): 

(Lewine), 298; Boswell’s “Life 
of Johnson,” (ed. Birrell), 18, 119, 
120; Bowery Tales (S. Crane), 
362; Candide (Voltaire), 228; 
Carlyle on Goethe, 239; Casa¬ 
nova’s Memoirs, 128, 129, 133, 
138, 139, 140, 141 ; Causeries de 
Lnndi (St. Beuve), 388 ; Censured 
novel, 355 ; Ceres Runaway 
(Meynell), 334 ; Clarissa Harlowe 
(Richardson), 297 ; Confessions of 
St, Augustine, 301, 302 ; Confes¬ 
sions (Verlaine), 311 ; Contes 
(Voltaire), 228; Conversations 
with Eckermann (Goethe), 239, 
240; Crime and Punishment 
(Dostoievsky), 149, 150, 372; 

Daphne in Fitzroy Square (Nesbit), 
311 & «., 312; De Profundis 
(Wilde), 209; Dictionnaire de 
Pamour, 298; Divagations (Mal- 
larme), 294; Dr. Jekyll and Mr, 
Hyde (Stevenson), 147; Don 
Quixote, 19, 125, 126; Edge- 
worth, Maria, 32 ; Emerson, 143 ; 
England: an Ode (Swinburne), 
285 ; Epictetus, 245, 254, 255, 281; 
Essays (Acton), 276,280, 282,285 ; 
Essays on Criticism (Arnold), 32 ; 
Essays (Spencer), Genesis of 
Science in, 257 ; Eugenie Grandet 
/Balzac), 376; Evelyn Innes 
(Moore), 78; Fkst Principles 
(Spencer), 382-3; Five Nations 
(Kipling), 123 ; For the Term of 
His Natural Life (Marcus Clarke), 
350 ,* Fraternity (Galsworthy), 
311 &n., 312 ; Froment jeune et 
Risler ain6 (Daudet), 245 ; Gam- 
bara (Balzac), 108 ; Gatherings in 
Spain (Ford), 336 & n.; Genesis 
of Science (Spencer), 257; George 
Crabbe (Huchon), 341 ; George 
Eliot, 5-6, 85; Gerusalemme 
(Tasso), 295 ; Goethe, 239, 240, 
259 ; Graindorge (Taine), 161,247; 
Granite (Trevena), 359; Guide 
Book to Books (Sargant and 
Whishaw), 298 ; Hardy, Thomas, 
28 ; “ Haunted Palace ” (Poe), 

309 ; Hawthorne, N., 239 ; Heine, 
H,, book by, 341; Henri de 
Regnier (de Gourmont), 295; 
Histoire d’une Fille de Ferme 
(Maupassant), 131 ; History of 
Philosophy (Lewes), 291,* House 
of Mirth (Wharton), 350 ; 11 Pia- 
(d’Annunzio), 245 ; Illusions 
Perdues (Balzac), 100; In the 
Days of the Comet (Wells), 203 : 
In Holy Orders (CorelH), 302 ; In 
the Shadow (Robbins), 7 ; Inten- 


Books, &c., read and commented on bv 
B. {continued): ^ 

tions (Wilde), 209 ; Island Nights 
(R. L. Stevenson), 144; Ivan 
Ilyitch (Tolstoy), 131, 389 ; Jour- 
nal d’une Femme de Chambre 
(Mirbeau), 132 ; Journal des Gon- 
courts, 16, 116; Julien Savignac 
(Fabre), 377 ; “ Kipps ” (Wells), 
222 ; Knock at a Venture (Phill- 
potts), 219 ; L’Abbesse de Castro 
(Stendhal), 368 ; L’Amour (Sten¬ 
dhal), 364 ; L’Assommoir (Zola) 

191 ; L’Autre Danger (Donnay)' 
119 ; L’Eau de Jouvence (Renan), 
104 ; L’Etui de Nacre (France), 
133 ; L’Evolution de la matiere 
(Le Bon), 254 & «.; L’Expansion 
Allemande (Tonnelat), 298 ; VIn~ 
tennediare, 290 ; L’CEuvre (Zola) 
222 ; La Chartreuse (Stendhal)' 
368 ; La Cousine Bette (Balzac), 
169, 174; La Duchesse de 

Chdteaiuroux et ses Soeurs (de 
Goncourt), 320 ; La Fontaine et 
ses Fables, 332 ; La Geante (Bau¬ 
delaire), 100 ; La Grande Encyclo- 
pddie (Bayle), 158, 388 ; La Haute 
Noce (Wolff), 298; La Petite 
Roque (Maupassant), 161; La 
Question Sexuelle (Forel), 296; 
La 628-E8 (Mirbeau), 265, 267; 
La Terre qui Meurt (Bazin), 280; 
La VieErrante (Maupassant), 133 ; 
Le Crepuscule des Dieux (Bourges), 
160 ; Le Crime d’Orcival (Gab- 
oriau), 163-4 ; Le Dddale (Her- 
vieu), 162 ; Le Gouverneur (An- 
drieff), 374 ; Le Hasard au Coin 
du feu, 301, 302 ; Le Lys Rouge 
(France), 180-1, 298 ; LeMariage 
de Figaro (Beaumarchais, ed. 
Jouast), 227 ; Le Rouge et le Noir 
(Stendhal), 356 & n., 359, 368 ; Le 
Tableau de Paris (Mercier), 155, 
157 ; Les Corbeaux (Becque), 296; 
Les Diaboliques (d’Aurevilly), 187, 
189 ; Les disciples Sais, etc., 
(Novalis), 341; Les Liaisons Dan- 
gereuses (de Laclos), 161; Les 
Origines de la France Contem- 
poraine (Taine), 301, 302, 325, 
382, 385 ; Les Petites Cardinals 
(Haldvy), 227 & n. ; Lady Rose’s 
Daughter (Mrs. H. Ward), 142; 
Laocoon (Lessing), 257, 279, 260, 
261; Lecoq (Gaboriau), no; 
Letters of Horace Walpole, 169, 
172, 180; Letters of Mme. de 
Sdvignd, 388; Lettres (Taine), 
247, 253 ; Lettres d deux Femmes 
(Coulangheon), 295; Lettres k 
Mme. Viardot (Turgeneff), 298; 
Life of Bach (Parry), 345 ; Life 
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Books, &c., read and commented on by 
B, [continued]'. 

on the Mississippi (Twain), 206; 
Life of Tolstoy (Maude), 389; 
Lisbon (Fielding), 255; Little 
Dinners with the Sphinx (Le 
Gallienne), 311 & n., 312 ; Livre 
d’Amour (St. Beuve), 295 ; Lying 
Prophets (Phillpotts), 69, 97; 

IVIme. et M. CardinM (Halevy), 
227 & ».; Manual of Freehand 
Drawing;, 368; Margaret Ogilvy 
(Barrie),'26; Mark Rutherford, 190; 
Mateo Falcone (Merimee), 142; 
Meditations of Marcus Aurelius, 
245? 255, 276, 281, 341 (Chrystal’s 
translation); Melchior de Vogue 
(d’HaussonviUe), 379; Memoires du 
Boulevard (Wolff), 227 ; Memoirs 
of a Revolutionist (Kropotkin), 
318-9,; Mightier than the Sword 
(Courlander), 361 n.; I^like Fletcher 
(Moore), 2S-9; Modem England 
(A. W. Benn), 325, 326 ; Moli^re, 
^227; Mon Dimanche (ed. Tissot), 
,260; M. Bergeret k Paris, 149; 
Mosses from an old Manse (Haw¬ 
thorne), 239; My Life (Wallace), 
298; Nana (Zola), 127, 140, 

172, 191 ; Neighbours of Ours 
(Nevinson), 345; Nietzsche, 326; 
North Staffordshire Potteries 
(Shaw), 333 & n.\ Nostromo 

(Conrad), 257; Notes sur Angle- 
terre (Taine), 157; Nouveaux 
Essais de Critique et de I’Histoire, 
336, 337, 338 One Day and 
Another (E. V. Lucas), 325 & n .; 
Othello (Shalcespeare), 139; Pas¬ 
cal, 297; Phases of Faith (F. 
Newman), 278 ; Philaster (Beau¬ 
mont and Fletcher), 93 ; Pierre 
Tisserand (Mamie), 238 ; Poems 
(Baudelaire), 100, 215, Poems 
(Coleridge), 341, Poems (Kipling), 
123, Poems (Tasso), 295, Poems 
(Tennyson), 389, 373> Poems (Wat¬ 
son), 219, Poems (Wordsworth), 
258-9, 276; Poesies 1887-1897 
(Merrill), 295; Portraits (Meri¬ 
mee), 297 ; Primer of Astronomy 
(Locker), 264 ; , Primer of Astro¬ 
nomy (jE^octor), 259; Pro,gress, 
its Law and Cause (Spencer),^253- 
254; PsychologieAnglaisefRibot), 
298 ; ‘‘ R6cit d’une Sceur (Mrs. 
Craven), 332 & n.; Religion^and 
Philosophy in Germany (Heine), 
341; Revolution (Taine), 329 ; 
Rivalites (Balzac), 206 ; Romance 
(Conrad and Hueffer), 342; 
Rome, Naples et Florence (Stend¬ 
hal), 366; Sapho' (Daudet), 141; 
Satires of Juvenal and Persius 


Books, &c., read and commented on by 

B. {coniinmd ): 

(trs. by Dryden and others), 298 ; 
Secret of Herbart (Hayes), 284- 
285 ; Shelley at Oxford (Hogg), 
341Sons of the Morning (Phill¬ 
potts), 97 & n. ; Souvenim. de 
Jeunesse ” (HoiKsaye), 226; Stend¬ 
hal’s Journal, 263; Stingaree 
(Homung), 277; Stories (Kipling), 
219; The Actor-Manager (Mer¬ 
rick), 287; The Ambassadors 
(James), 206 ; The British Empire 
0 ilke), 298; .The Column (C. 
Marriott), 193; The Creevey 

Papers, 276; The Egoist (Mere¬ 
dith), 209 ; Ihe Food of the Gods 
(WeEs), 190 ; The Gifted Fanuiy 
(Pain), 311 ; The Human Boy 
(PhElpotts), 93; The Lake (Moore), 
22SThe Life of Benvenuto Cel- 
lini, 93, 94; The Little Karoo 
(Pauline Smith), 330 & 331; 

The Man of Property (Gals¬ 
worthy), 368, 369 ,* The Man 
Shakespeare and Ms Tragic Life 
Story (Harris), 329 & w., 330 ; The 
Memons of Fanny Hill (Cleiand), 
201 & n.; The Mysteiy’ of a 
Hansom Cab (Hume), 109 & n.; 
The Nigger of the Narcissus 
(Conrad), 64; The Prelude (Words¬ 
worth), 25S-9 ; The Secret Agent 
(Conrad'i, 234, 255, 356-7; The 
Silver Fox (Ross and Somerville), 
70-1; The Trumpet-ilajor (Hardy), 
28 ; The Way 01 ali Flesh (Butler), 
193; The Wheels of Chance 
(Weils), i8g ; The Woodlanders 
(Hardy), 7; Three Weeks (Giyn), 
260; Toil of Men (Querido), 334, 
336 ; Travels in France and Italy 
(Smollett), 255, 257; Travels of 
Wilhelm Meiste (G^the), 259 j 
Trees and Tree-drawing, 325; 
Tremendous TriSes (Chestaffon), 
325 & n.; True History (Lucien), 
298; Typhoon fConradi, 142; 
Une Vie "(Maupassant), 2S2, 2%- 
284; Ursule >!lroiiet (Balzac), 
163; Victoria History (Stafford¬ 
shire), Social and Industrial Sec¬ 
tion of, 333 ; VieEles Malsons, 
vieux Papiers (Leaotre), 269; 
Virgin Soil (Turgene^, 17; Vol¬ 
taire PMlosophe (Peili^ier), 29S; 
Voyage ea Italy (Taine), 254, 259 ® 
265 ; Voyage aa Fyriii^es (Taine), 
29S; War in the Air (Wells), 279 ; 
Weir of Henniston (Stevenson), 7; 
When I was a CMld (by an CM 
Potter), 320 & 333; Wilhdm 

Meister (Goethe), 219, 259 J Yet 
Again (Max Beerbohm) 337 & ^ 
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Books, fine, an actress’s passion for, 
207 

Books read by a typical clerk and Ms 
wife, 31 

Books, novels, and stories by B.: antici¬ 
pated collected edition, 282 ; some 
falsely said to be banned by 
Libraries, 357 ; Tauchnitz editions 
of, 144, 224, 307, 308, 310, 337-8 
Titles of : A Bracelet at Bruges, 126, 
135 ; A Dog in the Five Towns, 
189 ; A Feud in the Five Towns, 
103 ; A Great Man, 131, 139, 141, 
143, 144, 146, 155, 156, 157, 158, 
159, 161, 163, 175, 205, 338 ; re¬ 
views of, 180 ; A Man from the 
North, 48, 69, 71, 72, 129, 386 ; 
A Solution of the Algiers Mystery, 
129,135 ; Anna of the Five Towns, 
29 &n., 31, 32, 76, 80,91,95,98-9, 
100, loi, 106, III ; Books and Per¬ 
sons, 328 ; Buried Alive {see also 
under Plays by, The Great Adven¬ 
ture), 273 & »•> 274,275, 277, 278, 
289,290,297, 304, 338,339;reviews 
of, 298 ; Carlotta, see Sacred 
and I^ofane Love ; Clayhanger, 
333 & 334 & w., 341, 343, 344, 

350 sqq. passim ; reviews of, 383, 
384, 385, 386-7, 388, 389, 390 ; 
Comedy on the Gold Coast, 135 ; 
Denry the Audacious, see The 
Card; Dictionary of the Literary 
Ideas of W. S.^ Landor, 332, 334 ; 
Fame and Fiction, 106 ; review of, 
305 ; For Love and Life, serial, 
87 & n., 90, 91, loi, 114, 174 ; 
Helen with the High Hand, 
284 & n., 289, 290, 358, 360 ; re¬ 
views of, 364; Hilda Lessways, 
373 , 386, 390, 391 ; Hot Potatoes, 
323, 350; How to become an 
Author, 144; How to live on 
24 hours a day, 279, 289, 290, 297, 
320 ; reviews of, 298 ; Hugo, 163, 
165, 166, 167 & n., 168, 170, 171, 
172, 173, 174, 178, 179, 181, 182, 
184, 185, 186, 188, 205, 347; 
Hungarian Rhapsody, 135 ; Im¬ 
pressions of Paris, see Paris Nights; 
In a French Village, 247 sgq. ; In 
the Shadow, 5 & n., 6-7, 7-8 ; Jack 
Stout Series, 191, 192; Leonora, 
114, 129, 144, 158, 219, 308 ; re¬ 
views of, 119 ; Lo ! ’Twas a Gala 
Night, 133, 135 ; Love and Life, 
114 & n. Love and Riches, 273 ; 
Maroonedin London, 91 ; Maxims, 
121; Midnight at the Great Baby¬ 
lon, 135 ; Mimi, 379, 391 ; Night 
and Morning^ in Florence, 391; 
Notes on Paris, see Paris Nights; 
Paris Nights, 161-2, 163, 166, 378, 
379, 380,389,390,391; Phantom, 


Books, novels, and stories by B., Titles 
of {continued) : 

135 ; Riceyman Steps, 263 n. ' 
Sacred and Profane Love, 158 159 
181 & 197, 198, 199, 200,'201! 

205, 208, 209, 212, 213, 217-18 
223-4, 231, 360, 387, 390; serial! 
ized in i q-day, 224 ; Sir Marigold 
15-16; Sis Tellwright, see Anna ol 
the Five Towns ; Tales of the Five 
Towns, 6 n.^ 192, 220, 222, 223 
224, 273 & n .; Teresa of Watling 
Street, 114 & w., 174 & ; The 

Adventures of Jack Stout, 205 • 
The Art of Journalism for Women 
64, 65, 68, 69, 73 ; The Boy, the 
Girl, and the Blue Suit, 350 ; The 
Capital of the Sahara, 135 ; The 
Card, 305 & n., 307 & w., 308, 311, 
312, 313, 350 ; The Case of Leek, 
see Buried Alive; The Cat and 
Cupid, 293, 295 ; The City of 
Pleasure, 216, 217, 224; The 
Clock, 135 ; The Curse of Love, see 
For Love and Life ; The Death of 
Simon Fuge, 273, 312 ; The Fire of 
London, 117, i35 ; The Ghost, 
246 & n ,; The Glimpse, 291, 314, 
330, 334 , 337 , 357 ; The Grand 
Babylon Hotel, 106, 109, 148 & 
167, 330 ; The Heroism of Thomas 
Chadwick, 323, 350 ; The Human 
Machine, 297,304 ; review of, 305 ; 
The Long Lost Uncle, 219; The 
Loot of Cities, 134, 135, 233 ; The 
Matador of the Five Towns, 304 ; 
The Miser’s Niece, 290; The 
Murder of the Mandarin, 218; 
The Old Wives’ Tale, 153 & n., 
159 & 238, 243, 250, 255, 261, 

262, 263 sqq. pasnm, 330; the 
germ of, 130 & 131; abridging 

of for Tauchnitz, 307, 308, 310; 
American editions and sales of, 

339, 390 ; opinions and praise of, 

340, 345, 347, 363 ; reviews of, 
364, 383 ; The Phantom Sneeze, 
98 ; The Pretty Lady, 180 n.; The 
Revolver, 350; The Sinews of 
War, serial (with Phillpotts), 225, 
226, 230, 231 ; The Tiger, and the 
Baby, 350 ; The Tight Hand, 291; 
The Truth about an Author, 138, 
144, 346 ; The Widow of the Bal¬ 
cony, 252 ; Under the Clock, 350 ; 
Vera, a Story, 252 ; The Wayward 
Duchess, 156; What the Public 
Wants, 360; Whom God hath 
Joined, 220, 222, 223, 224, 234, 
235, 238, 367; Why the Clock 
Stopped, 339 

Booksellers, the three greatest, Schwob 
on, 207 

Boredom, courage needed to admit, 18 


INDEX 


Bostock’s menagerie, 141; a sense at, 
of the charm of danger, 126-7 
Boston, Thomas, book by, 294 & n, 
Botticelli frescoes, Louvre, 178 
Boucher, F,, 331 

Boucicault Dion, as model for play¬ 
wrights, 99 

Boulanger, General, 138 
Boulevard, St. Michel, tea on, 172 
Boulton, Mr., a visit from, 62-3 
Boulton, Frank, 44, 45, 46 
Boulton, William, drowning of, 44 & n. 
sqQ- 

Bourges, Elemir, book by, 160 
Bourges, Mme., 380 
Bourne, G., see Sturt 
Bournemouth, 347 
Boutroux, E., 158 
Boys whooping, set faces of, 17 
Bozmans, a visit from, 316 
Brain, a great, definition of, 168 
Brandes, M., 199 
Brasseur, an artiste, 127 
Bread shop in Holbom, slovenliness at, 
74 

Breakfasts at Menton and in Pans, 


145 sqq. 

Brieux, Eugene, plays by, 132, I 39 > 
140, 141, 197, 336; B.’s indict¬ 
ment of, 358 ; as playwright, B. 
on, 141 

Brighton, architecture, 352; wealth 
and poverty in, 353 ; on a windy 
night, 359-60 

Brindley, “ Schemer,’* an ancestor of 
the Bennetts, in Sin. 

British Museum, the, a visit to, 278 
British Weekly, the, a fact in, similar 
to own invention by B.,^ 167; 
apology in, to B., and review of 
“The Human Machine,*’ 305 
Bronte, Emily, a novel on thought of, 
22 

Brontes, the, italicization by, 6 
Brotherhood, Indian proverb on, 316 
Broughton, Rhoda, as her owm heroine, 
305 ; and Macmillan, 390 
Brown, Curtis, 272 ^ 

Brown, Dr.. John, and his Hor» 
Subseciv©,” 109 

Bruges, and the unescapable pictur¬ 
esque, 15 

Brunetiere, Ferdinand, 158; criticism 
by, of “ Une Vie,” 282 
Buchan, Colonel John, M.P., lo-ii; 
report by, on In the Shadow , 
7-8 

Bull, Rene, on Kitchener, 77 
Buner, General Six Redvars, 105 
Bureau de tabac, a, and its patronne, 
226; shortage of stock at, 228 
Bumand, F. C, play by, 35 & »- 
Burne-Jones, Sir E., and Solomon, 

63 


Burne-Jones Exhibition, the pictures 
most impressing, B. at, 84 & n. 

Burney, Estelle and the Stage society, 
tale of, by G.B.S., 276-7 

Bums, Rt. Hon. John, 318 

Burslem, B.’s visits to, 46, 142, 203, 
340, 343 n .; notes on things seen 
at, 204, 314 ; a typhus case at, 
23 

Busnach, William, “ Nana ” drama¬ 
tized by, 155 

Butler, Samuel, book by, 193 


Cabaret du Conservatoire on Mont¬ 
martre, 59-do 

Cafes: Abbaye Theleme, 173 ; Aquar¬ 
ium (Brighton), 351, 352; in 
Boulevard des Italieas, 60 ; chant- 
,ants, Foret de Fontainebleau, 
214-15; Cyrano, 187; Coquet, 
187; D’Orsay, 196, 390 ; Foyot, 
123, 128 ; Graff, 137, 212 ; Grand, 
140, 144, 159 ; Grand Boule¬ 
vard, 157; Harcourt, 1S4; des 
Lilas, 182; de la Palx, 214; 
PaviEon Royal, 185 ; de la Placse 
Blanche, Montmartre, 113, 125, 
179, 203 ; in Place CEchy, 140; 
Place de la Tiinite, 139; Port 
MaiHot, 202 ; de la Regence, 289 
Riche, 202; in Rue Hamelin, 
260 ; Rumpelmayexs, 361; Ter¬ 
minus St. Lazaxe, 126 ; de Ver- 
saiEes, 1S2, 186, 225 ; Viennois, 
222 ; Weber’s, 364 ; Zimmer, 20S 
Caine, Sir H.aE, plays by, profits and 
losses, from, 261; as taconieuf, 351 
Calcutta earthquake, the, 37 »- 
Calve, Emma, 230 

Calvert, Louis, 265 ; and B.’s “ Way¬ 
ward .Dudiess ”, .15b 
Calvocoressi, M. D., musical critic and 
author, 221 & 222, 223, 364, 

365 ; B. with, at the Op&ra, 295- 
296; on the Bal des Quatz Arts 
of 1908, 294 ; on the convenience 
of London, 240-1 ; on French 
Journalism not paying, ^228; on 
the offensive word_^ * mobile *, 262 ; 
a tale by, of avarice, 262-3 
Cambridge University, ideas prevalmt 


at, 309 _ . , 

CampbeE, Mrs. Patnck, 219 ; as 

Magda, 8 , , r-. tt 

Campb^-Bannmnaa, Rt. Hon. Sir H., 


Canal folk, along the Seine, hovels of. 


177 

Caniel, ,235 . 

Capital, unemployed, in Pans, 171 
Caps worn by peasants, 236 
Capus, Alfred, play by, 380 
Carantec, 378 




INDEX 


Cardiff, public buildings, tbe open 
competition for, 65 

Caresses, B.’s inability to ask for, 293 
Carl Rosa Opera Co., “ Tannhaiiser ” 
given by, 83 

Carlyle, T,, 218; book by, 239 
Carnegie, Andrew, a story about, 355 
Caron, Rose, as Iphig^nie, 168 
Carre, Albert, 231 
Cartledge, Mr., 343 

Cassive, as “ Nana,” at the Ambigu, 

155 

Catalogues of books, B.’s pleasure in, 
296 

Caverne Augas, the candle man, at, 
290 

Censorship and its proposed abolition, 
264 

Central Hall, Westminster, designers 
of, 65 n., a visit to, 346 & 347 

Chaliapine, Feodore, a meeting with, 

296 

Champagne, the Cite Jardin at, 212 ; 

bad taste near, 254-5 
Champion, Honore, book-shop of, 128 
Champion, Philippe, 208 
Champs Elysees at night, 57, 185 
Channel passage, a, 45-6 
Chanson des Ingonnes ” (Verlaine), 
B.’s translation of, 211 
“ Chantecler ” (Rostand), a critique 
on, asked for by the Manchester 
Guardian^ 357 

Chapman and Hall, 330 n.; B.’s sug¬ 
gestion to, for an advertisement, 

297 

Charenton, a river trip to, 364 
Charing Cross Station, a jSre at, i 
Charpentier, G., opera by, 231 
Chhteau-Landon, 298 
Chatto and Windus, books published 
by of B.’s, 114, 167 n., 174 n., 360 
Chelsea Embankment, notes on, 271 
Ch6ri, Valentin, a dream on, 182 
Chesterton, G, K., book by, 325 & n. 
Children bom in the streets in Paris, 

137 

** Children of the Mist, The ” (Phill- 
^ potts), 77, 97 

Chinese tortures, and the photographer, 
217 

Chorus, front row of, at the big music 
halls, 124 

“ Chouettes, Les ” (Mrs. A. Bennett), 
359 

Chronological chart of literary activities 
planned by B., 385 
Churchill, Lord Randolph, 218 
Cigar-end, secured by sandwich man, 32 
Cmquevalli, P., the conjurer, 55 
Circus, a, dismantlmg of, 333 
“ City Clerk, The,” an idea for a book 
on, 94 

Clarke, Marcus, book by, 350 


Classical and modern authors unread 
by B. (1896), 18 
Claudius, artiste ”, 127 
“Claudius Clear”, writer, 167; B’s 
quarrel with, 305 & n, 

Claygate, Jubilee doings at, 40 
Clayton ancestors of the Bennetts in 
Cleaver, Miss, actress, 217 ’ 

Cleland, John, famous book by, 2018c n. 
Clements, Miriam, beauty of, 33 
Clerk, the typical, and his wife, a 
meeting with, 30-1 

Close of a play, English and French 
attitude as to, 200 
Clozier, Mrs., 71 

Clubs : Arts, 315 ; Brazenose, 342 ; 
Cercle de la rue Volnay, 197 • 
Chelsea Arts, 357, 362 ; Garrick’ 
272; Johnson, 320; National 
Liberal, 216, 345 ; New English 
Art, 23 ; in New York, 288 ; Omai 
Khayyam, 315; Press, 36; Re¬ 
form, 316 ; Royal Academy Stu¬ 
dents, 65; Savage, 316 ; Sesame, 
272 ; United Universities, 315 
Cocotte and grande dame, nothing be¬ 
tween for a first-class man, 184 
Cocottes in Paris, 122 
Coincidence of ideas, a case of, 167 
“ Coin de Bataille ”, picture by Hof- 
bauer, 186 

Composition, the labour of, authors 
enjoying, 18; 68 

Compton, scene of a Phillpott novel, 97 
Concerts, audiences at, 156 ; behind 
the stage at, 33 ; where to sit at, 
95 ; attended and mention by B.; 
Berlioz, 162, 167, 170; Colonne, 
221; given by the Brighton 
Sacred Harmonic Society, 363; 
given by a music mistress, 203; 
Lamoreux, 120, 156; NouveUe 
Soci6t6 Philharmonique, 160; 
Philarmonic, 4 ; Place Danecourt, 
371-2 ; Promenade, Wagner nights 
at, 32-3, 49 ; Richter, 95 ; Rouge, 
144 ; Royal College of Music, 315; 
at St. James’s Hall given by Grieg, 
61; at Salle Pleyel, 222 ; ^venby 
Ysaye, 92 

Concierge, remarkable phrase used by, 
208 

Conder pictures, on view, 315 
Conrad, Joseph, 358 ; books by, 64, 
142, 255,256,257 ; and the Conrad 
manner, 64 ; always late with Ms 
copy, 316 

Conscripts, merry-maldng by, 256 
Construction, science of, 68 
Contributions by B. to Magazines, 
Newspapers, etc., see also Literary 
Work, summary of, and Titles and 
Names of Subjects of Articles, 
helow 
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Contributioas by B. to' Magazines, 
Newspapers, etc. (continued): 

Academy, 71, 78-9, 83, 91, 94, 95, 
106 ; Black and White, 75, 291; 
Daily Chronicle, 356, 359,362,363 ; 
Daily Despatch, 270-1; English 
Review, 352, 354, 356, 378 , 379, 
389 ; Evening News, 237, 258; 
Golden Penny, 109 ; Hearth and 
Home, 83, 135 ; Home Reading 
Union, 325 ; Manchester Guardian, 
357 , 361 ; Nation, 329, 343, 350, 
352 ; New Age, 279, 280, 281, 305, 
307, 308, 311 Sin., 312, 315, 325, 
333 , 336, 337 , 350, 356, 358, 359 , 
363, 365, 378, 379 , 380, 389 ; 
Tribune, 224; Queen, 135; Readers 
Review, 319, 324, 326; Sketch, 
252 ; Sphere, 135 : Standard, 229 ; 
Sunday Chronicle, 353, 359, 362, 
363 j T.Pds Weekly (also called 
T,PJs Magazine), 120, 121, 135, 
150, 162, 166, 189, 224 225, 226, 
230, 231, 264, 287, 297, 330, 337 , 
378, 379 ; TiHotsons, 90, 91, loi, 
135, 211, 224, 315, 356, 367; 
Tribune, 272 & n.; in unspecified 
newspapers see Literary Work, 
summary of, and Bennett, E. A.; 
Windsor Magazine, 117, 120, 126, 
128, 129, 133, 135, 144, 176; 
Yellow Book, 6 &n., 192 & n. 

Titles of Articles and Names of 
Subjects of, A Letter Home, 6 n., 
192 & n.; A Novelist’s Note-book, 
Series for T.P 7 s Weekly, 121 on £ 
Brieux, 358; on “ Cbantecler ”, 
359; in praise of the English 
Review, 356; Fiction, 325; on 
Flaubert, 386, 388 ; How to use 
a public libraiy, 326 ; Log Book, 
162, 166, 169; Mental Stock¬ 
taking, 264 ; on G. Moore, 71, 75 » 
78-9 ; New Worlds for Old (Wells), 
279 ; Our Illiterate Novelists, 76; 
Political Article on the Genoral 
Election of 1910 352 & n., 353, 
called Forces behind the Elections, 
354; Savoir Faire Papers, 120; 
Savoir Vivre series, 224; The 
Black Tulip (play, Dumas], 98; 
The Gifted Family (Pain), 311 & ft., 
312 ;. The Man Shakespeare (Har¬ 
ris), 329 & ft., 331; The Revolt of 
Youth, 337; on Turgeneff, 95; 
The Women of .Shakespeare (Har¬ 
ris), 381 

Cooking, of French peasants, 366 

Cook’s Tourist Office, Paris, 141 

Coolus, Romain, play by, 233 

Coquelin Cadet, and a. London season 
■with Morino, 165 

Corelli, Marie, book by, 302 ; conversa¬ 
tion with, 42-3 


Comillier, Mine., 200, 203, 206 
Comillier, M., on Tissot, 213-14 
Coroner’s Jury, B. on, points noted at, 
91-2 

Corot, J.-B.-C., pictures by, 268 
Corpor^ N3mi, Phillpotts as, 76 
Corsi, singer, 9 

Costelloe, B. F., wealthy marriage of, 78 
Cotgrave, R., French-English Diction¬ 
ary of, 158 & n. 

Coulangheon, book by, 295 
Courbet, G., pictures by, 268 
Courlander, Alphonse, a meeting with, 
361 & ft. 

Courteline, Georges, a play by, 134; 

another, written with Wolff, 313 
Covent Garden Fancy Dress Ball, and 
the Bal. des Quatz Arts, idea of 
using in, a novel, 1,22-3 
Coventry Street, many police in, 22; 
cigar ends .in, 32 

Cows and women, relative value of, in' 
France, 256, 378 
Cowley Street, B.’s life in, 71 
Crane, Stephen, book by, 362 
Craven, l^frs. A., book by, 332 & n 
Creche, unidentified babi« in., 306 
Creusot Steel Co., Cite Jaxdia of, 212 
Crewe, Rt. Hon. the Marques of, as 
speaker, 314 

Crime passionel, the, in France, 178 
Critical, wor^ B’s speed and sME im¬ 
proved in., 83 

Critics and the choice of beauty by 
artists, 77. 

Croisset, Francis de, .220 
Crowley, Aleista:, and Ms wife, a lunch 
with, 168 

Curtter, W. H. R., political section by, 
in Victoria History of Staffs, 286 
Cuizon of Kedl^eston, Rt. Hon. Mar¬ 
quess, and Indian natives, 303 
Cutting out, feom a novel, two views 
on, 77 ' 

Cycling in the dark,. 38-9 

D., a dinner with, and a stay of 
Harpignies, 313 

Daily Ckrmide, the, 341 n. ; obituaries 
in, of Morris and of dm Manrier, 

16 ; a weekly article fcr, suggested, 
356 ; criticisms in, on “ day- 
hanger ”, 385, and on “ What the 
PubHc Wants ”, 317 
Daily Mail and the case, 203 ; 

on the Peckham election, 283; 
review in, of Clayhanger ”, 384 
DaUy Mail, Continental, news in, 291 
DaUy Mail Sixpenny Novels, b«t 
se 2 ers ,347 . . 

Daily Mirror, circulation of, 142 
Daily News, election returns of, 3541 
on a new novelist, 288 ; revieir in, 
of Clayhanger ”, 383 
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Daily Papery The (Stead), 143 
Daily Telegraphy 142, 213 
d’Albert, Eugene, successor of, 2 din,y 
3, 4 & n. ; relation of, with Sul¬ 
livan, 4 

Dancers, life of, 207 
Dancing forbidden by cures in Brit¬ 
tany, 375 

Danger, the clerk’s enjoyment of, 31 ; 
sensations in, 309 

Darmreuther, E., reminiscences of 
Wagner, 76 

D’Arcy, Ella, novelist, 390 & n. 
Dartmoor, B.’s liking for, 259 ; Phill- 
potts on his hero’s knowledge of, 97 
Darwin, Charles, on style, 122 
Daudet, Alphonse, book by, 245 
Davies, Henry T., and his cheque, 

29-30 

Davis, Tom B., and “ What the Public 
Wants ”, 317, 318 

Davray, Henri, 128 & m., 132, 143, 
i62~3, 166, 188,193,201,214, 260 ; 
a book-hunt with, 128 ; on B., in 
the Mercure de Parisy 136 ; on 
Gosse and an instance of politeness, 
159; on “ Le Crepuscule des 
Dieux ”, 160; on French news¬ 
papers, 194 ; on Heran the artist, 
195-6 ; and the death of Schwob, 
208 ; on Meredith, 209 ; on Oscar 
Wilde, 214; play written by, with 
B. (“ Que Faire ”), 210, 213, 224, 
229 ; asking for a pUce gaie from 
B., 239 ; tales of Gallifet, 389 
Davray, Mme., 132, 159, 162, 208 
Dawson, C. E., artist, 80 
Dawson, Joseph, 341, 342, 343 & n. 

De Quincey, T., influence of on Phill- 
potts’s style, 96 

“ Dead Man’s Rock ” (Q.), Q.’s own 
comment on, 5 

Dearly, Max, “ artiste ”, 127 
Debraux, Mme., a visit to, 200, 203, 206 
Debussy, C., music by, for “ Pelleas et 
Melisande ”, B.’s reactions to, 121, 

_ 137 

Deer-catching, French, 284 
Delacroix, E., painter, 391 ; and his 
choice of subjects, 260-1 
Delhi, a road to, talk on, 316 
Delilah, a drama in verse on, 166 
De Morgan, W., 384 
Dent du Midi, 301 ; in sunset, 364 
Dentist, a “ Bohemian ”, 66 
Depression on arrival of long-expected 
visitor, 179 

Devereux, Blanche, 137, 217, 269 
Devereux, Mrs. (Roy), 120, 137, 198-9, 
203, 211 213, 217, 220, 265 ; on 
women as outnumbering men, 
9-10 ; on peculiarities of memory, 
175 ; on Walkley’s marriage, 207 ; 
on Frank Harris, 218-19; on 


Devereux, Mrs. (Roy), {continued) 
young H., 230; on the death of 
Vaschide, 261 

Devic, M., and the bailiff, 385 ;' on de- 
.. -n layed burials in the Alps, 339 & 
Devout Lover, The ”, song, 272 
Devoyod, Mme., actress, 136 
Diagnosis, medical difficulties of, 22-3 
Dickens, Charles, 85 ; article on by Th. 
Watts Dunton, 270; novels of* 
Schwob on, 158 ^ 

Dickinson, Lowes, 345 
Dijon, impressions at, 300 
Dilke, Sir C., book by, 298; and 
Stevenson, 223 & n. 

Dinner to the accompaniment of a fire 
Wells on, 279 ^ 

Disturbance, flow of ideas provoked by, 

Dix, Gertrude, novelist, 80 
Doctors, night calls for, in Paris, 141 
Doncaster in race-week, 43 
Donnay, Maurice, plays by, 41,119, igg 
Doorstep washing, Russian proverb on,86 
Doran, George H., repubhcation by of 
B.’s books, 384 ; on “ Sacred and 
Profane Love ”, 387 & 388 ; on 

“ The Old Wives Tale ”, 329, and 
its sales, 390 

Dostoievsky, F., book by, 372-73 
Doyle, Sir A. Conan, a “ morality ” play 
by, 276 

Dream, a remarkable, 182 
Dream diary of Phillpotts, 96 
Dress, women’s, and noses, ro 
Dreyfus case, the, 230 
Drinking, in U.S.A., 288 
Drinkwater, A. E., 272 
Druce case, the, 351 
Dryden and others, translations by, 298 
Dumas, Alexandre, and his novels, 17; 
the never-civilized, 41 ; plays by, 
adopted by Grundy, 4r ; as model 
for playwrights, 99 ; skill of, the 
“ The Queen’s Necklace ”, no 
Du Maurier, G., death of and obituary, 16 
Dundonald, Earl of, entry of, into 
Ladysmith, 104 
Dunmer, Mrs., housekeeper, 93 
Dimn, J. N., Editor of Morning 
Posty 36-7 

Dunton, T. Watts, 270 & n. 

Duval, Raymond, a lunch with, 152 
Duttons of New York, B.’s contracts 
with, 361 

Dwellers in large towns, unhappiness of, 

299 

Eames, Emma, prima donna, 9 
Earl’s Court Exhibition, influences 
shared at, 40 & n. tji 

Earth, smell of, 70, 297 
East Loudon College, Seccomb6’s lec¬ 
tures at, 320 n. 
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th, 152 
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Eating, vast powers of, of men of 
Toulouse, 236-7 
Eckhardt, see Lowry, H. D. 

Economy “ in excelsis ”, a case of, 171 
Ecuelles, 243 

Edinburgh Express, the, a sight of, 53 
Edith Grove, 28 

Edward VII, death and funeral of, 
367 & n, 

Egocentrist, an, 118 
Egypt, HaU Caine’s attitude to, 351 
Eighteenth century, the, an admirer of, 
17 

Electra ” (Strauss), Ms directions to 
the players, 375 

Electric Generating Station, Lots Road, 
272 

Elen, Gus, 349 

Elgin marbles, B.’s sensations over, 
278-9 

Eliot, George, style of, 5-6; I^liss 
Sijunonds on, ii 
Emily, 290 

Emotion essential to knowledge, 36; 

evocation of, by the fictitious, 8 
England, B.’s visits to from France, 142, 
144, 189-90, 203 sgg., 231 
English literature, a chronological chart 
of, B.’s idea of, 159-60 
English music-halls, knock-about turns 
in, French enthusiasm over, 295 
English Novel, the, a Mstory of, con¬ 
templated by B., 68 
English novelists, the earlier, illiteracy 
of, 85 

English travellers, self-consciousness of, 
269-70 

Englishwoman of the rue Br6da, 
mysterious death of, 153 
Englishwomen in a train, characteristics 
of, 300 
Episy, 243 

Escott, T. H. S., 351 & n. 

Esterhazy, Colonel, and WMe, 214 
Evenmg News office, a visit to, 278 
Evening sky in November, 337 
Evening Standard^ the, 341 ; reviews 

in of “ Clayhanger ”, 383 
“ Everyman ” (Walford Davies) at 
Brighton, 363 

Evors, Edith, B.’s secretary, 24-5, 
38 & n. 

Exercise, a scheme for, 3 
Expectancy behind content, B. on, 282, 
283 

Exposition des Independants, Paris, 
a visit to, 364 
Ezy, a fete at, 241-2 


F., Maurice, 137; on Boulanger and Ms 
belle amie, 

Fabian Society, the, 272, 342 ; wealfey 
mamage of its. members, 78 


Fabre, F., book by, 377 

Faces, dif&culty of describing, 260; 

seen and noted, 12, 21, 123, 187 
Facts, distortion of, to disclose beauty, 
84 

Fair Women, the Exhibition 0^ Sar¬ 
gent’s pictures at, 278 
False emph,asis by actresses, 361 
Fame, B.’s idea of, 81 
Family history. Ill 
Farley, Agnes, book by, B.’s preface to, 
381 & n. 

Farman aeroplane, the, 326 
Farrar, Dr., 389; on difficiilti<re of 
diagnosis, 22 & 23 ; on B'..’s 

weak spot, 61; on London’s 
health in 1907, 2.70 & ». 

“ Faust ”, at the Opera, Paris, 54 & 

117 

Female sex, idea of portraying, 3S6 
Felixstowe, a cycle ride to, 38^ 
Fernandez, James, actor,,8 
Fetter Lane, Woman o.ffices at, 50 & n. 
Fiction of modem life and the ignoring 
of realism, 84 

Fielding, Henry, influence of, on PMJl- 
potts, 97 

Findlater family, the, a risit to, 205-6 
Fine arts, interest in, in the sixteenth 
century, 94 

Fire, alarms of, at French theatre, 
iiS; futile precautions against, 
119 

Fisherman, old, gesture of, noted, 377 
Fitzalan, Howard, reriew by, of “ Clay- 
hanger ”, 3S9 

Fitzgerald, Edward, aii,d the Omar 
Khayys^ Club, 315 
Flaggin,g a chnnney, 252 
Flaubert, Gustave, a book about, 362 ; 

feeling of, for words,, 68 
Fleet Street, an accidmt in, 37-8 ; in. 

, the evenmg, 38 
Flemish barge, a, 323 
Fleur d’Mver ”, the, 257 , , , 

FI(wence, a -^usit to, 365 
Fly, B.’s fox-terrier, 191; loss of, 19-., 
205 

“ Fl3dng .Dutchman, The”, at the 
Queen’s HaM, 32 

Foa, Auguste, on Ms literary camio^, 
365 

Foire du Jambon, Pans,,287 
Foire de Ste.. Catherine, features noted, 
340 

Fontainebleau, house-hunting at, 269; 
B.’s life at, at different dates, 279, 
280, 318, 366; a waito: at 
Brunet’s, 366; barber’s shop at, 
337; Cafes Ckantanis of, 214-25; 
Chiteau of, 3 = 4 } Napoicoa 
rooms in, 163; cinematograph 
“ salk ”, film at, 335 ; po«ifi m. 
by B., 334, 335. 329 
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Fontainebleau, forest of, 193, 194, 196, 
i97j 234, 287, 290 ; animals seen 
in, 237-8 ; in autumn, 261, 263 ; 
life in, relative sizes of, 373 ; sign¬ 
posts in, 162 ; noise in, of the 
wind, 198 ; by moonlight, lack of 
effect in, 239 ; Place d’Armes, dis¬ 
mantling circus at, 333; Place 
Danecourt, a concert at, 371 ; Rue 
de France, drill scene in, 333 
Forbes, Stanhope, speech by, 357 
Forbes-Robertson, Sir Johnston, in 
“ Magda ”, 8 

Ford, Audrey (Mrs. James Welch), 
198 n. 

Ford, R., book by, 336 & n. 

Forel, Auguste, book by, 296 
Formby, George, 349 
Formiii, Cavaliere, a comic speech by, 
358 

Fortnightly Review, editors of, 351 n. 
Foster, and the Chelsea Arts Club, 
358 

Frampton, Sir George, 357 
France, Anatole, books by, 128, 298 ; 
generosity of, 196 

France (see also Fontainebleau, and 
Paris), B.’s life in, 279 ; spring in, 
289; war with, contingency of 
(1898), 71,73 

Franco-German War, the, 262 
“ Fraternity ” dinner offered to B., his 
speech at, 315 

Freedom of Speech, a joy of France, 163 
Freeman, E. A., book by, 297 & n. 
French Alps, burials in, 339 
French country, B.’s liking for, but 
ignorance of, 281, 319 ; French 
country houses, 254-5 ; French 
criticism of English work, 120 ; 
French crowds, notes on, 123, 187 ; 
French fiction-writers, achieve¬ 
ment of, 84 ; French girls, 200 ; 
French highways, characteristics 
of, 163 ; French inland postage, 
lowered rate of, 233 ; French 
journalism, how it does not pay, 
228 ; French language, plan for 
studying, 290, 293 ; French news¬ 
papers, Bavray on, 194, the 
“ feel of,” 2o6, lost romance of, 
290; French post offices, 234 ; 
French Press, the, defects of, 153 ; 
French provincial inns, 242-3; 
French shops, the family air ” of, 
129 ; French soldiers at drill, 333 ; 
French wedding procession, a, 323 
Frenctoen, ineptitude of, 123; as 
silent fellow-travellers, 53; a 
t3;^ical, 260 

Friends, Parisian, B.’s distance from, 
169 

Frohman, Charles and his refusal of 
“ Leah Kleschna ”, 276 


Fulham, B.’s house at, 28, 71 ; house¬ 
warming in, 72 

Fulham Road, old male workhouse in¬ 
mates seen in, 10 
Fuller, Loie, 55 

Fyfe, Hamilton, on the Daily Mail 
Sixpenny Novels, 347 


Gaboriau, Emile, books by, no, 163 
164 ’ 

Gabrielle in “ The Silver Key ”, splen¬ 
did portrayal of, 41 
Galeries Lafayette, impressions of, 299 
“ Gallia ” (Gounod), at Brighton, 363 
Galliffet, General, 389 & n. 
Galsworthy, J., book by, 311 & n., 312 
meeting and dinner with, 316, 317; 
play by, 360 

Galsworthy, Mrs. (1909), 316, 317 
Gambling at Monte Carlo, 148 sqq. 
Gambling systems, the weak spot in, 
148 

Garden, Mary, instant success of, 231 
Gardner, Fitzroy, on a notable supper, 
4 & and the failure of his 
theatrical venture, 51-2 
Garnett, Mrs., translator of Turgeneff’s 
works, 95, 346 

Gatacre, General, courage of, 77 
Gen^e, Adeline, premike damseuse, and 
a barmaid, 88 «& n., sqq 
“ General Account of my Life, A,” 
(Thomas), 294 & n. 

General Elections of 1905, 225, and 
1910, and B’s political manifesto, 
352 & n. 

Generalisations, mutually-exclusive, 
about two countries, folly of, 274 
Generosity, difficulty of, 293 
Germany, Houdini’s success in, 209 
Gestures, change of effect of, due to 
distance, 306 

Ghost story, a, told by Webster, 63-4; 
of Defoe, plagiarized by Dickens, 
158 

Gibbon, Edward, “ Memoirs ” of, 379, 
386 ; compared with Spencer, 383 
Giffen, Sir Robert, caution of, 107 
Gilbert, Sir W. S., 175, 272 
Gilibert, singer, 9 
Gissing, George, tragedy of, 190 
Gladstone, Miss M. E. (Mrs. J. R. 
MacDonald), 78 

Glasgow papers, reviews in, of “ Clay- 
hanger ”, 384, 385 

Gluck, opera by, at the Op6ra Comique, 
168 

Gl3m, Elinor, book by, 261 
Godebsld, Cepa, painter and his wife, 
294 & w., 295, 297, 319, 320> 325, 
326, 330, 331, 364, 377 
Godebski, Jean, 326 
Goethe, Wolfgang von, books by, 219, 
259 ; on the craft of poetry, 240 
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Golden Cross Hotel, a merry Inncli at, 
no 

“ Golden Fetisli, The ” (PMUpotts), 
quickly written, 90 
Goncourt, Edmond and Jules de, 16, 
19, 48 ; book by, 320 ; feeling of 
for le mot juste, 68; and TOting 
for posterity, 30 
Goolds, the, dining with, 315 
Gordon Bennett Cup, the, 217 
Gosse, Sir E., the French dinner to, 
158, 159; Schwob on, 158 ; 

Davray on, 159 

Gougy, —, book-catalogue of, 296 
Gourmont, J. de, book by, 295 
Gouimont, R6my de, 158; book by, 
on sexual instinct, 132 
Governesses, English, futility of, 179 
Governments, Kropotkin on, 318 ; 

turpitude of, 332-3 
Gramophone, simple delight in, 376 
Grandjean as Brmmhilde, 154 
Graphic and literary art, relations 
between, 3 

Graphic, the, circular of, on “ The 
Grand Babylon Hotel ”, 109 
Green, Eleanora, B.’s engagement to, 
234, broken off, 233 
Greengrocers’ shops, the smell of, 
142 

Grieg, E., concert given by, the man 
and his ■worshippers, 61-2 
Grierson, Francis, 315, 365 &71., 366 
Grimthorpe, Lord, and Harris, 346 
Gnmdy, Sydney, Dumas’s plays adapted 
by, 41 

Gmlbert, Yvette, her songs and her 

Guitry, 'll, in Le Juif Polonais ”, 
compared with Ir\dng, 313 
Qmtrjj phe et fils, 


Haakon VII, wedding of, ii Sin. 
Hales, A. G., and spiritualism, 316 
Halifax, a cycling journey to, 43 
Halkett, G. R., editor of Pall Mall 
Magadne, 189 
Halstan, Margaret, 345 
“Hamlet”, French version of, by 
Schwob, 113 fx. 

Hampstead and the Heath, 345 
Hanbury, Sir Thomas, and his garden, 
146 

Hankin, St. John, 277 & 

Happiness (1908), 282; in being un¬ 
happy, Martin on, 216; a near 
approach to, 227 J of others, .care 
for, 292 ' . 

“Happy Life, The” (Parker), senti¬ 
mentality in, 64 

“ Hard Times ” (Dickens), Schwob on, 
158 

Hardie, Keir, Wells’s attitude to, 279 


Hardy, Thomas, books by, 7, 28 ,* in¬ 
fluences of, on PMUpotts, 96 ; and 
Bakac, a comparison, 103 
Harmsworth, Alfred, see Northcliffe, 
Viscount 

Harper, Brothers, and the fee for serial 
rights in “Lady Rose’s Daughter ”, 
142 

HarpePs Magazine, 188 
Harpignies, Henri, painter, a story 
about, 313 & %. 

Harris, Frank, 218 n., 315, 316, 330; 
books by, 329 & n., 387; eloquence 
of, 21S-19; proof-correcting by, 
346 ; tales about, 346 & ».; voice 
of, 218 ; on “ The Glimpse ”, 334 
Hams, Mrs. Frank, 316 
Harrison, Frederick, relations with ox^er 
“ The Chancellor ” .and other 
plays, 99, 104, 105, 156 &». 

Hats, non-removal of, at a pa^ssing 
funeral, 47;, not worn in Paris 
when shopping, .143 
Hauptmann, G., a play by, losses over, 
261 

Haussonville, Comte d’, book by, 379 
Havet, Henri, on Rodin, 232-3 
Havre, 377 

Hawtrey, Sir Charles and ** What the 
Public Wants ”, 311 &«., 3,14-15, 

317, 31S 

H.ay runiiing after horse, a saying on., 93 
Hazeil, and ilrs., acting B.’s first 
play, 91 

Hearth and Home, Nolan’s assistant 
editoxsMp of, 7S n. 

Hebartianism, 284-5 
Henry, George, speech by, 357 
Heran, the artist, and Ms fine, 195-6 
Heredia, Jose de, 196 
Herg^eimer, Miss, 21,3 . 

Hervieu, Paul, play by, 162 

Herz, Henri, the imiuesario, 165 

Hewlett, Maurice, 384 ; play by, 261 

Hicks, Se3*moiir, 352 

Highland regiment, effect of seeing, 274 

Hill, Gregory, iti 

Hill, Weist, 16 

Hind, Lewis, 170 & 193; and B*’s 

review of ^loore’s “Evelyn Innes”, 
78 & n., 79 ; on Ms European tour, 
182-3; charm of, 183 ; on Max 
Beerbohm, 170 & 

Hocklifte, B. at, 105, 106 
Hofbauer, painter., 1S6 
Holiday, a long sea-side, 374 sqq. 
Home, and the out-worker women, 303 
Homer, and Ms treatment of Helm’s 
beauty, 260 ^ . 

Honeymoon couple, at Vevey, sm; 
English, misbehaviour or, in Pars, 
177 

Hooley, Arthur, no, dramatic coSabcr- 
ation of, with B., 103 
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Hope, Antony, 176 

Homiman, Miss, and her theatre, 342 n. 
Homung, E. W,, play by, 277 
Hoise-chestnnt gathering for cattle 
food,259 

Horse-recipes, an offer of, no 
Horse going up hill, notes on, 158 
Horses, Huart’s method of painting, 

371 

Hotel life, expenses of, in London, 277 
Hotels and Inns : Bellini (Milan), 365 ; 
Belvedere (Lausanne), 365 ; de 
Bourgogne (Dijon), 300 ; Carlton, 
315 ; Cecil, 4 ; Ecu de France (Ne¬ 
mours), 243 ; Exeter (Brighton), 
349 ; Golden Cross, 362 ; Great 
White Horse (Ipswich), 39 ; de 
Liege (Paris), 327; Metropole 
(Brighton), 351 ; Monsigny (Paris), 
164 ; at Pan, 260 ; Pension Paoli 
(Florence), 365 ; Private, in Lon¬ 
don, 271 ; clu Quai Voltaire (Paris), 
308 ; Reindeer (Doncaster), 43 ; 
Ritz, 315 ; Royal (Brighton), 353 ; 
Royal (Monte Carlo), 149 ; Royal 
York (Brighton), 316, 349; St. 
James (Paris), 380 ; Savoy, 349 ; 
Strand Palace, 344-5 ; at Strat- 
ford-on-Avon, 13 ; Terminus 
(Paris), 364; at Villiers, 250; 
Winter Palace (Monte Carlo), 151 
Houdini, the handcuff king, 209 
Housman, A. E., poem by, 100 
Housman, Laurence, courtesy shown 
by, 159 

Houssaye, Arsine, book by, 226 
Hove, 359 

Huart, Brunet, painter, stories of, 370-1 
Huchon, Rene, book by, 341 
Hueffer, Ford Madox (now Ford 
Madox Ford), 316 ; book by, 362 ; 
book by with Conrad, 342 ; pessi¬ 
mism of, 348; political article 
asked for by, 352 ; on B’s eulogy 
of the English Review in the New 
Age, 356 

Hugo, Victor, poems of, 215 
Humberston, —, 278, 345 
Hume, Fergus, famous novel by, 
109 & n. 

Hunt, Violet, 221 

Hurd, Frank, on “ Keeping up Appear¬ 
ances by Italian aristocracy, 
137-8 

Huxley, T. H., books by, 300 
*‘Hydiiotapbia (Browne), proportion 
in, of nouns, etc., 151 


“I WAS WRONG when and how to 
say, 300 

Ibsen, H,, plays by, 133, 232 
Idler, The, debt of, to Phiilpotts, 52; 
Q’s article in, 5 


He Callot, visited, 376 
Impressions, fading away of, 27* a 
proposed journal of, 167; noted 
by Taine, B.’s attitude to, 254 • 
fast writing of essential, 265, 266' 
267 ^ 

Impressionist writers, 265-6 
India, talks on, 302 
Indigestion, a drastic cure for, 237 
Individualism of Socialism, idea of an 
article on, 267 
Ink, colours of, 246 
Insularity, an exhibition of, 105 
Intellect, over-great importance at¬ 
tached to, Sturt on, 34 
Intelligence Department, story of, 
332-3 

Interviews, Wells on, 279 
Ipswich, a night at, in Pickwick’s Inn, 
39-40 

Irving, Sir Henry, 313; and the 
Lyceum Theatre, 87 
Irving, Washington, 166 
Italian aristocracy, “ keeping up, by, 
of appearances ”, 137-8 
Italian literature, 365 
Italy, tour in, 365 

Italy, King and Queen of (1903), 117 


“Jacob Tons on ” a pseudonym used 
by B., 307, 30S 

Jacobi, Georges, conductor, 83 & n, 
Jacobs, W. W., 189, 270 
James, Henry, novels by, 206 ; slow¬ 
ness of, in dictating, 306; story 
by, 6; style of, B. on, 6, 67, 70 
James, R. A. Scott, review by of 
“ Clayhanger ”, 383 
Jane, Mme., 220 

Jeanne, the servant, and table ritual, 
324 

Jerome K. Jerome, Phillpotts’s col¬ 
laboration invited by, 126 
Johnston, Edward, authority on writ¬ 
ing, 245 & n. 

Jones, Kennedy, and B.’s novels, 347 
Journal, Le, Zola’s “ Paris ” in, 54 
Journalism, American, 52; B.’s atti¬ 
tude to (1904), 170 
Journals, defaulting, 52 
Jubilee preparations, 1897, town and 
coxmtry, 37, 38, 39, 40 
Juliette, 374 

Jullien, Jean, plays by, 328 


Kelly, an artist, 209,220 ; studios of, 
183-4, 206 

Kemble, Henry, tale of, 272-3 
Kemerley, Mrs., 31; on children’s 
diseases, 83 

Kennerley, Mr., 45, 80 Sen., 107 
Kerr, Fred, 209 
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Kettledrummer, a, oa bis bard work, 34 
Kew Gardens, a visit to, 316 
King’s Road, Cbelsea, 28 
Kingston Manor, 356 
Kipling, R., books and poems by, 123, 
219, 334 ; Low’s discovery of, 
35 1> 370 ; success of on H.M.S. 
MajestiCj 81 ; Scbwob on, 114; 
Taucbnitz edition of, 334 
Kiralfy, Imre, 40 n. 

Kitchener of Kbartoum, F.-M. Earl, m 


the Soudan, 77 
Klapsky, operatic singer, 32 
Knowledge, emotion essential to, 36 
Konody, P G., 358 

Kozakiewicz, B., French translator of 


Sienkewicz, 132 

Kropotkin, Prince, memoirs of, 218-19 
Kursaal at Ostende, 14 


L., dinners and lunches with, 136, i 73 , 
179 ; on batless shopping in Paris, 
143 ; on the theatre described in 
“ Nana ”, 127, 140 

L., Mrs., a ciirer of stammering, 74~5 
“ La Goulue ”, appearance of, 207 
La Touche, Gaston, exhibition of his 
works, 298 

Labiche, E. M., 131 . 

Lady’s paper, editing of, B.’s attitude 
"to, 80 

Ladysmith, the relief of, 104-5 
Lamb, C., and the feeling for words, 
63 

Lamley & Co., publishers, 80 100 

“ Life of a Hero ” (R. Strauss), 156 
Lanchester, H. V., architect, 65 & n., 
278, 346 n. 

Lane, John, business relations with, 7, 
10, 48, 69, 7 i». 271; on Ms 
approaching marriage, 48 
Larchant, Cathedral of, 250 
Latin, B.’s proposed study of, 106, 291 
Laugh, a voluptuous, 310—ii 
Lausanne, a stay at, 364 , 

Lavery, Sir John, painting by, of 
English girls, 167; smd his Ger¬ 
man model, 170 

Laye, Mrs,, a lunch with, 272 ; on men 
disliking to be made fun of, and on 
the advice of a very old man to a 
youngster, 175 , . 

Leader-writers and their salaries, 66 
L6autaud. P., preface by, to the Plus 
Belles ” pages of Stendhal, 285 
Lf Bargy, Simone, actress, 233 
Le Bon, Gustave, book by, 254 
Le Gallienne, , Mrs. Richard, 137, 
184 & «•, 198, 213 , , 

Le GaUienae, Richard, by, 

311 & 312 ; charactenstics 01, 

184 & ». 

Le Qnesne, Miss, 212-13 


Lebert, Antoine, B.’s lodgings with, 
192, 193, 194, 255, 258, 267 
Lebert, Mme., 266, 267; B.’s efforts at 
Stoicism with, 245 

Leberts, the, recollections by, of the 
Siege of Paris, 266-7 
Leblanc, Georgette, actress, 202 
Legge, R. G., no; and B.’s plays, 
206 

Lehec, the bookseller, 201 
Leigh, Edmund, 343 
Lenotxe, G., book by, 269 
Les Platreries, 334 

Les Sablons, 162-3, 192-3, 200, 216, 

217, 234, 236 sqq., 267 
Lessing, G. E., " Laocoon ” by, 257, 

259, 260, 261 

Letters, fate-making, constant expecta¬ 
tion of, 286 ; time of airivai. of, 
119-20 

Lever v. Associated Press libel case, and 
its repercussion on B., 237 
Lewes, G. H., book by, .291 
Lewine, J., book by, 298 
Leyel, Carl, tea with, 316 
Libraries, and the alleged b.an on a 
book by B., 357 . , , , . 

Liebler, Maugham’s terms with for Ins 
play, 209 

Life, conduct of, as done by Wynd- 
b sTD on the stage, 50—1 
Light, seen at night, 300 
Lincoln, Abraham, Barnard’s statue of, 

218. _ 
Lincolnshire, as seen from the bicycle, 


43 ... 

List of social, political and artishc 
events between 1872 and 1882 
made, 3,39 

Liszt,. Abb 4 , and d’Alhari, 4 & »• , 

Litorary activities, chronological chart 
of, planned by B., 385 
Little things of .life, those that give 
liveliest pleasure, 289 
Little Tick, 349 . 

Living, clumsmess of, B. s disgust at,. 

Living in a groove, discomfort of heiiig 
sMfted out o.f, 164 , 

Lloyd, Marie, ^349 
Lobsta:-catching ,.377 
Lockyer, Norman, bcwk by, 264 
Loing, .River, a trip up, 323 ^ 

London, adventures in, idea of a book 
on, 22 ; the decision to leave, So ; 
in early momiiig, things se^ 
40-1; extremes of fortune iii, 
274; looking at, mith a ‘ fr^ 
eye ”, 49-50 ; social contrasts in, 
274 ; tenth anniversary of airivai 
in, 91; and Paris, res^tive con- 
venienc^ of, 240—1; .return to 
(1909}, 3+4 sqq- J Stage, stoiffi m, 
261; weather, 141 
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“ London Catalogue ”, the, and its 
editor, 146 

Lonergan, journalist, 212 
Longfellow, H. W., and the kiss for 
thanks, 151-2 

Longson, Aunt, on a young man who 
bought the Pink ’Un on the Sun¬ 
day after his father’s death, 78 
Longson brothers, the four, iii 
Losing a train, apprehension of, effect 
of, 176 

Lots Road, a walk along, 272 
Louvre, the, and other picture galleries, 
visits to, 57; copyists at, 178 ; 
immense size of, 115 
Love affair, a peculiar, 124 
“ Love Afair, A ”, poem by B., 243, 
244 

Lovemaldng in the Parc Monceau, 185 
Love scenes, sensual, male disarray not 
described in, 180 & w., 181 
Low, Lady, 346, 357 
Low, Sir Sidney, 346, 351; Kipling 
discovered by, 351 

Lowndes, Mr. and Mrs., 360, 361, 277 
Lowry, H. D., 37, 52 ; and his salary, 
66 ; and Eckhardt, a tea at their 
studio, 70 

Lucas, E. V., book by, 325 & n.; and 
his wife, a lunch with, 356 
Lucian, 298 
Luge-ing, 303 

Luxembourg Gardens, and their 
habituis, 55-6 ; sketching in, 391 


Macaulay, Lord, Taine’s estimate of, 

. 247 

McCarthy, Lillah, see Barker, Mrs. 

Granville (Lady Keeble), 359 
McClure's Magazine, sales to, of serial 
rights of “ What the Public 
Wants ”, 323, and of “ The Honey¬ 
moon ”, 380 

MacDonald, Rt. Hon. J. Ramsay, 
marriage of, 78 

Macdonald, Miss, journalist relations 
of, 184 

MacDonnell, Lord, and Bengal, 302 
& 303 

Machinery, an apotheosis of, 46 
Mack, Margaret, play by, 315 
Mackenzie, Dr., 188 
Macmillan, Messrs, and Rhoda Brough¬ 
ton, 390 

Madeleine, the, 139 
Maeterlinck, M., plays by, 121, 137, 
345 

Magasins du Louvre, 296, 299 
Maida Vale, a drive tjhrough, 315 
Maiden lady, a, study of, 305-6 
Mair, G. H., 341 & w., 342 384 
Maldon, the freezing river at, and its 
sounds, 103-4 


Male Society, B’s need of, 298 
Mallarmd, Camille, book by, 294 
Malmontagne, Fontainebleau, 259 
Man of letters, a satisfactory day for 
125 

Manchester Daily Despatch, ofhces and 
editor of, 271 

Manchester Guardian, the 220; on 
“ Cupid and Commonsense ”, 277 ; 
staff and offices of 341 & n., 342 * 
a criticism of “ Chantecler ” asked 
for, by, 357; review of “ Clay- 
hanger”, 384 
Manet, Edouard, 57 
Manet, Monet and their congeners, 
exhibition by, 172 

Manual labour, B.’s aversion for, in 
Mardi gras, 155 
Marie, the model, 70 
Marie Antoinette, 269 
Market, covered, confused murmur of 
tongues in, 379 
Marlotte, 218 

Mami, Jeanne, book by, 238 
Marriage, relative age in, Miss Symonds 
on, 17 

Marillier, H. C., art critic, and author, 
270 & n, 

Marriott, Charles, book by, 193 
Marriott, F., 25 & n., 26, 39, 63, 95, 
104-5, 216, 240 sggr, on following 
the plough in early dawn, 70 ; 
house warming speech by, 72 ,* on 
“ A Great Man,” 175; on the 
greed of certain famous painters, 

243 

Marriott, Mrs. F., 25 & n., 26, 71, 216, 
240, 242 

Marthe, the maid, and her outings, 
369-70 

Martin, a murderer, vogue of, 178 
Martin, Emile, and his club, 192, 197 
& n., 203, 215-16, 222, 230; on 
the best restaurant in Paris for 
moderate purses, 202; on the 
happiness of being unhappy, 216 ; 
on his mother and her house 268, 
Massingham, H. W,, invitation by to 
B. to contribute to The Nation, and 
in praise of “The Old Wives T^e ”, 
340 

Matthews, Lee, 259 & n., 277» 3i5r 
322-3, 343, 362, 380 ; and “ Cupid 
and Commonsense ”, 259, 272; 
on “What the Public Wants”, 
311 & n,, 312 

Maud, Queen of Norway, wedding of, 
II & n. 

Maude, Aylmer, book by, 389 
Maude, Cyril, 156 w.; and B’s plays, 
99-100; and B’s play ^‘The 
Chancellor”, 104, 105 
Maugham, Somerset, 208, 220, 221; 
plays by, 209, 288 & n. 


INDEX 


Maupassant, G. de, books by, 19, 128, 
142, 161, 187; collected editon 
of, 282 ; feeling of, for words, 68 
May, Kate, 361 
May, Sylvia, 361 

Measles, changed treatment of, 83 
Men in the Workhouse, comments on, 
10 

“ Mental treatment ”, an interview on, 
74~5 

Menton, B.’s stay at, 143 sqq ; at dawn 
and by night, 145; Battle of 
Flowers at, 152 

Mercier, L. S., book by, 155, 157 
Mercure de France, Le, 133, 135, 143 ; 
offices of, 128 ; Davray’s notice 
in, of B., 135-6; a reception at, 
201, 202; Stendhal’s journal 

issued in, 263 ; books ordered 
from, 283 ; Bergson’s metaphysics 
in, 284 

Meredith, George, 7; books by, 15, 
16; on Ms preface to The 
Egoist ”, 209 

M6rimee, P., books by, 142, 297 
Merode, Cleo de, 193, and her ears, 52 
Merrick, Leonard, book by, 287 
Merrill, book by, 295 
Methuen, A. M. S., on “ Clayhanger ”, 
387 

Methuen & Co., offer by, for three 
books from B., 3r7 
Me3mell, Mrs. poetess, book by, 334 
Milan cathedral, 365 
Milford, the Bennett’s cottage at, 
85 

Mill, J. S., “ Autobiography ” of, 342, 
381 

Millais, Sir J. E., and Ms lack of 
artistic taste, 68 

Millard, Evelyn, in “ The Silver Key ”, 

4 r 

Mills, Haslam, 341 
Mimi, 326 

Mind, the, of the average person, 150 
Minster Magazine, the, debts of, 52 & n, 
Mirbeau, Octave, books by, 132 & n., 
265 

Mirbeau and Natanson, play by, 336 
Misty morning effects noted, 107-8 
“ Mobile,^" why insulting to a Marseil¬ 
lais, 262 

Monet, Claude, 57 

Money, attitude to of B., 224, 244-5, 
of PMllpotts, 224, of W^ells, 189, 
224, 279 

Monkhouse, A. N., 341 & «. 

Montague, G. E., 341 & ; book by, 

361 

Monte Carlo, a glimpse of, 145 ; losers 
at, 146; a visit to, and to the 
tables, 148-9; Casino at, oil 
lighting of, reason for, 150 
Montereau, a sleepy hollow, 195 


Montmartre, a cabaret on, and the 
performers, 59-60 ; and its cathe¬ 
dral, 53 & n ,; a crowd on, 123 ; 
at night, 198 ; sam gine of, 113 ; 
view from, of Paris, 173 
Montmartre Cemetery, on All Saints’ 
Day, 221 

Montmartre July Fair, 122, 123, 185, 
186, 187 

Montparnasse, iSi ; evening out-door 
life of, .182; manners at, 184; 
‘^like Oxford ”, 209 
Montparnasse Cemetery, a scene at, 1S2 
Moore, George, 71, 75' 85 ; books by, 
228, 380 & ; apparent influence 

of, on Galsivorthy, 368 
Moore, Sturge, book by, 362 
Moreau, Gustave, artist, 79 ; exhibition 
of, 234 

Moreno, Marguerite (.Mine. Schwob], 
actress, 113 & k., 120 ; charm of, 
202 ; and the death of her hus¬ 
band, 208 ; as Roxanein “ CjTaiio 
de Bergerac ”, iSi; scheme of for 
a London season with Coquelin 
Cadet and asks B. to write a, play 
for it, 165 & 166 ; on a book, 

by de Gourmoat, 132, & n. ; on 
Sarah Bernhardt, 168; on the 
Theatre Naturaliste, 120 ; on the 
Theatre de Varietes, 133, on the 
original of “ Nana ”, 140 
Moret, 323 ; B’s flat at and it’s Empire 
furniture, 192-3, 168, 175, 178, 
230; a Revision de Ckevamx at, 
176-7 

Morgan, Brig.-General, J. N., 345 & 11. 

Morlaix estuary, 375 

Morley, Charles, editor, a call on, 

315 

Morley of Blackburn, Rt. Hon. Vis- 
coun,t, 351 n. ; Indian |®iicy of, 
302 & n. 

Morning Post, the, and, its editor, 36, 
70; pa37ments by, to leads:- 
writers, 66 

Momce, a P,aris friend, an evening with, 
,215 ; joy of, in life, 216 
Morris, William, 318; .death of and 
obituary on, .16 
Morrison, Arthur, 272 
Moss-muck, a potter’s proverb on, 
112 

Motor tyres, cost of, in 1899, 94^ 
Mourning rites and theatre closing in 
Paris, 116 

Mudie’s Library and the sandwichman, 
297 . , „ 

Munro, Ned, and B.’s criticism M 
“ Ivan liyiteh ”, 389 
Murray, Prof. Gilbert, and Cupid and 
Commonsmse ”, 259 
Murray, John, 390 
Musee Cluny, B. on, 57 
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Music, B.’s enjoymeat of {see also Con¬ 
certs, and Operas under Plays and 
Operas), 16--17, 19-20, 141, 143, 
158-9, 163, 199, 200, 203, 215, 
221-2, 226, 242, 246, 271, 272, 280, 
281, 319, 313-14, 324, 325-6, 331, 
381 ; Balzac’s alleged feeling for, 
108 ; of cage-birds, 173 
Music Halls, Alcazer (Dijon), 300; 
Alhambra (London), 83; Al¬ 
hambra (Paris), 209 ; Casino de 
Paris, 57-8, 122, 153 ; Empire, 5, 
87, 88 sqq. ; French praise of 
English, 295 ; Folies-Bergeres, 55, 
116, 129 ; Folies Marigny, 172 ; at 
Hanley, 352 ; Hippodrome (Brigh¬ 
ton), 352 


“ Nana ”, the original of, 140 
Napoleon III, 137 

Napoleon rooms, Fontainebleau, 163 
Nation, The, 289 ; B. invited to con¬ 
tribute to, 340 ; article in, on B., 

391 

National Liberal Club, the, 345 ; B.’s 
temporary membership of, 316 
Natural History Museum, the, designer 
of, 65 n. 

Nature, characters beyond, drawn by 
Dumas and by Wagner, 41 
Neilson, Julia, and B.’s play “ The 
Chancellor ”, 104 no 
Nelson’s Sevenpenny Library, offer of, 
for “ Buried Alive ”, 339 
Nemours, excursions to, 162-3, 242-3 ; 

a Balzacian tailor at, 163 
Nesbit, E., novelist, lyo 8 c n.; books 
by, 311 Sc n., 312 
Neurasthenics, the, 309—10 
Nevinson, H. W., book by, 334 
Nevinson, Mrs., 345 
Nevrosees in Paris, 131 
New Age, Grierson’s articles in, 366 
New books, ideas for, 22 
New GaUery exhibitions at, of Fair 
Women, 278; of Conder’s pic¬ 
tures, 375 

New London, impressions of, proposed 
article on, 271 

New Review, the, demise of, 64 
New Scotland Yard, architect of, 38 n. 
New York Bookman, a biography in, of 
B., effect of, on his ’v'^e, 384 
New York Herald, the, and its owner, 
86 ; the grotesque in, 171-2 
New York Journal, the, and a crisis, 52 
New York Times, The, 2iy n, 
Newbould, —,315 

Newgate Street, return from, of the 
guard, 41 

Newman, Francis, book by, 278 
Newn^, Sir George, appearance of, 19 
Nicholson’s Nek, defeat at, g 8 Sc n. 


Nice, a visit to, 152 
Nicoll, Sir W. Robertson, see “ Claudius 
Clear ” 


iMerzscne, r., dooks by, 326 ; relations 
of, with Wagner, 77 
Nineteenth-century fiction, a book on 
thought of, 106 ’ 

Ninety-year-old man and his death 
98 

Nobility of tone in novels, B. on, 238 
Nolan, J. S., on wealthy marriage of 
Fabians, 78 & n. 

North-country characteristics, 26 
North Staffordshire Liberal Federation, 
a lunch of poor speeches at, 314 
Northcliffe, Viscount (Alfred Harms- 
worth), appearance of, 19 ; in a 
rage, 237 

Notre-Dame (Paris), its devils and its 
outlook, 55 ; on Palm Sunday, 
364 

Nouveau Cirque, a tedious evening at, 


Novalis, book by, 341 
Novel, the, decadence of, discussed, ii 
Novelists, need to ignore material, 76 ; 
and the picturesque in modem life, 
28 ; 85-6 ; rarely able to pene¬ 
trate, 373 ; really great, essential 
characteristics of, 19 


Observation, unconscious, of painters 
of humanity, 382 

Ochs, Adolph Simon, 217 Sc n., 220, 
221 

O’Connor, the artist, 225,228, 364; 

on painters and writers, 229 
Old maid, B.’s observations of an, 327 
Old potter, an, book by, 320 Sc n., 333 
Ombre, a lake fish, 306-7 
Omnibus driver, the, and his wisdom, 
88 ; horses in Paris, 259, 387; 
observations, inside and out, 1-2, 
12, 20 sqq,, 34-5, 35-6, 87-8, 275, 
387 ^ 

“ On Civil Obedience ”, by the father of 
Dr. John Brown, 109 
Open windows in winter, Taine’s com¬ 
ment on, 157 

Operatic stars, and the “ operatic 
temperament ”, 9 

Orage, A. R., editor, 279, 315 ; first 
novel censured by libraries sent by 
to B,, 355 

Organisation, B.’s interest in, 296, 299 
Orpen, Sir William, R.A., 358 
Opera Society, performance by, of the 
Mikado ”, 344 

Ostende, shore scenes at, a painter at, 
and the lodging houses at, 13 sqq. 
Oswestry train accident, 37 n. 

Otto, Dr. (of Tauchnitz), impression 
made by, 390 


INDEX 


“ Ouida ”, a rediaiiffe of, 260 
Ouistreham, 43 & ».; bad news at, 


44 sqq> . ^ 

‘ Our Novelists 

85 


a projected book, 


Paderewski, I., 3 
“ Pagan, The ” (Phillpotts), 97 
Pain, Barry, 142, 272; books by, 

311 & n., 312 

Painters, some disappointments over, 

57, 243 

Palais de Glace and its habituees, 199 
Palazzo Orsini, a story of, 371 
Palestine, Tissot in, 214 
Pall Mall Gazette, the, 69, 189 ; obitu¬ 
aries in, of Morris and du Maurier, 

16 ; editor of, see Straight; re¬ 
view in of “ A Great Man ”, B.’s 
protest at, iSo 

Pall Mall Magazine and its editor, 315 
Palmer, F., business arrangement with, 
and tMes by, of Harris, 346 
Pankhurst, Christabel, and her mother 
imprisoned, 303^ &w. 

Pantheon, the, a visit to, 58 
Paris, B’s life in, at various periods, 

53 sqq., 112 sqq.y 143,2:44, ^52, 168, 
igi, 206 sqq., 287, 312-13, 389, 

390 ; favourite street, 276 ; night 
vralks in, 57; noises of,^ 172, 
228-9 ; contrasts in, of wealth and 
poverty, 299, 321 ; do-js in, 

•dinners in, and visits to, 53, 259- 
260, 265, 289,299, 326-7, 363, 364, 

366, 380, 382, 388; defimte im¬ 
pressions of, 3.26-7; during the 
siege and commune, 26'6-7; food 
prices in, 366 ; people of, as seen 
at 4 a.m., 187-8 ; procuration in, 

185 ; a quiet May Day in, 232; 
a railway strike and, 387 J search 
for a foimuia to express, 54; 
shopping in, done hatless, 143» 
storm in, telegraphic communica¬ 
tion cut off by, 291; theatres in, 
characteiistics of, and coinp.arison 
with.English theatr^, 118-19,133, 

227, 231, 37^ ; views of, from 
Montmartre, .115, win.ter 

walks in, 227; women road- 
sweepers in, 187 , , ^ , X 
Paris Psycho-Pathoiogicai Laboraior)’’, 
the, and the death of its head, 

261 . . . 

“ Paris ” (Zola), advertising of, 54 » 55 
Parisian claque system at the Prince 01 
Wales’s Theatre, .8,2 
Parker, Louis, play by, 64 . , 

Parot, the carpenter and the nana- 
shake, 319 

Parson, a, atVevey, 3 io ^ 

Paston, George, see Ssnnonas, a. M.. 

YOL. 1.,,, 4^^ 


Pater, Walter, meticulous prose of, 70 
Patriotic effervescence, B.’s attitude to, 
103 

Patterson, Dr., nervousness cur^ by, 
74 

Pavilion Marsan, Louvre, exhibition 
at, of French Primitives, 169 
Payn, James., tribute of, to Phillpotts, 
97 

Payne, Iden, attire of, 342 & ». 
Peasant women, old, at .Les S.aHoiis, 
236 

.Pearsall Smith, Miss (hlrs. Costelloe), 78 
Pearsons, B.’s advising of, on .MSS. 
books, 106 

Peckham bye-election, 283 & n . 
Pellissier, G., book by, 298 
Penrose, H. H., and a conver¬ 
sation with Marie Corelli, 42.-3; 
novels by, 42 ». 

Penze, estuary of, 376 
Perrin, Mrs. Alice, a visit to, 277 & «. 
Personal reflections, etc., in. novels, 
!Miss Symond’s liking .for, ii 
Personality of author, explo.itatioii of 
in fiction, 83; laym of, 308 
Petit, Georges, 313 
Petit, FAbbe, 364 
Petit Palais, the, 13S 
“ Philaster ”, the .famous passage in., 93 
Philippe, C, 'L., and his first sight of 
the sea, 377 ^ «*- 

Phillpotts, Eden, B.’s relations with, 
36, 90, 96, 204 ; books by, jf, 90.» 
g6, 97 & K., 151, 219; books and. 
plays written in collaboraton 
with B., see Books written by B. 
mid Plays by B.; botanical know¬ 
ledge of, 90^ 96 ; earnings of, 99 ; 
facility of, with, plots, 81 .; _ ^ as 
inflnip^ning B. to bftaMie a fiction 
writer, 79; interest of, in money, 
224; invited to aillaborate in a 
play with Jerome, 126 ; at Monte 
Carlo, 149 ; office of, 72 ; tributes 
to, by B., and by well-known men, 
8s’, 97; working methods of, 96 ; 
on “ A Great Man ”, 175 ; A 
Man from the Nordi ”, 73 ; on 
authors* gains and IcBes, 52 ; on 
B. as Clitic, 69; on. B.’s latest 
book (Sept. 1905}^ 219; on B.*s 
cvnldsm as to women, 120; on 
his early life and wish to be an 
actor, 72, 76, 81* 97 
Phillpotts, Mrs. Eden, 9 ^. 150, 205 ; 

autograph collection of, 97 
Piccadilly, early and late, in sun and 
wind, 12 & 4^s 87 . 

Picture bought by B., 172 
Pictures, price at which to be TOUght, 


225 


45.; 


Picturesque, the, at, .Bnig«: 
maieni thin^, 2S,, 85-6 
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Pig with a green tail, the, 239 
Pilots The, cessation of, 175 
Pinero, Sir A. W., plays by, 41, 232 
Pinlcer, J., literary agent, B.’s relations 
with, 142, 167, 244, 272, 278, 281, 

315, 317, 323, 329 j 335 , 347 , 380; 
a dinner to, 270 

‘‘ Pipe-en-bois ”, the notorious, 134 
Pitt St., a home of the Bennett family, 

102 

Pity, often nnneeded, 104 
Plan^on, P., 9 

Plays asked for, from B., by Lillah 
McCarthy, 377 ; by Moreno, 165 ; 
the best the greatest failures, 261 ,* 
business arrangements for, 206 
Plays written by B., alone and in col¬ 
laboration, 239-40 ; A Credit to 
Human Nature (with Phillpotts), 

144, 147, 150-1, 161 ; An Angel 
Unawares (with Phillpotts), 196, 

197, 203, 205, 218 ; The Arrival, 

91 ; Buried Alive, see Great Ad¬ 
venture ; Children of the Mist 
(with Phillpotts), 106 ; The Chan¬ 
cellor (with Hooley), 103, 104,106, 
no, 156; Christina (with Phill¬ 
potts), 169, 205 ; Cupid and Com- 
monsense, 244, 246 & n,, 249, 252, 

273, 275, 276, 277, 317, 367 & n., 

384, 386, first performance, and 
notices fof, 277, takings at, 317 ; 

One derived from Anna of the 
Five Towns, 237, 240; Polite 
Farces, 100, 101; Que Faire (with 
Davray), 210, 213, 224, 229 ; The 
Music Lesson (first play written), 

91 ; The Great Adventure, based 
on Buried AHve, 378, 381 sqq., 
388-9 & n ., 391; The Honeymoon, 

322 & n., 324, 328 sqq., 350, 351, 

362, 380, 389, as serial in McClures' 
Magazine, 330 ; The Post Mistress, 

104, 105, 106 & n. ; The Snake- 
Charmer (melodrama), 286 & n, ; 

The Sole Survivor (with Phillpotts) 

253, 256, 258, 259, 273 ; The 
Statue (with Phillpotts), 244, 264, 

273, 284: The Stepmother, 99; 

The Wayward Duchess, 156; 
What the Public Wants, 299— 

300 & M., 304, 311 n., 3I4-i 5» 316, 
317-18, 323, 359, 360; first per¬ 
formance of, i.and [the critics, 

317 

Plays and Operas seen and commented 
on, by B : Aphrodite (Erlanger), 

230; 'Arms and the Man (Shaw), 

278; Blue Bird (Maeterlinck), 

345; Boris Godunoff (Mussorg¬ 
sky), 295-6; Captain Brass- 
bound’s Conversion (Shaw), 278; 
Carmen (Bizet), 121, 230 ; Cyrano 
de Bergerac (Rostand), i8r ; Das 

41^ 


Plays and Operas seen and commented 
on, by B. {continued ): 

Rheingold (Wagner), 76 ; Depit 
Amoureux (Moliere), 56; iSer 
Freischutz (Weber), 221; Don 
(Besier), 348 ; Faust (Gounod), 
54 & n., 117 ; Fidelio (Beethoven), 
227; Ghosts (Ibsen), 133-4; 
Hamlet (Sarah Bernliardt in), 
113 ; Happy Life (Parker), 64; 
Flis blouse in Order (Pinero), 231 ; 
In a Hospital (Schnitzler), 360 ; 
Iphigenie en Tauride (Gluck), 168 ; 
Irene Wycherley (Wharton), 276 
& n. ; Jack Straw (Maugham), 
288 n. ; J’en ai pleiii le dos de 
Margot (Courteline et P. Wolff), 
313 ; Justice (Galsworthy), 360 ; 
L’Ech6ance (Jullien), 328 ; 

L’Enfant CMrie (Coolus), 233; 
L’Escalade (Donnay), 199; 

L’Etrang^re (Dumas fils), 161 ; 
L’Honneur (Sudermann), ' 140 ; 
La Legende du Coeur (Aicard), 
113 ; La Marmotte, 131 ; La mer 
(Jullien), 328; La Paix chez-soi, 
(Courteline), 134; La Parisienne 
(Becque), 136, 214, 3 i 7 , 33^ ; La 
Petite Amie (Brieux), 197; La 
Rafale (Bernstein), 223; La 
S6r6nade (Jullien), 328; Lady 
Frederick (Maugham), 288 n. ; 
Lakm6 (Delibes), 230 ; Le Berceau 
(Brieux), 139,140; Le Dddale (Her- 
vieu), 162; Le Foyer (Mirbeau 
and Natanson), 336; Le Juif Polon- 
ais (Erckmann-Chatrian), 313 ; Le 
Maitre (Jullien), 328; Le Rival 
de Don Juan (Bertrand), 152 ; Le 
Sire de Vergy (de Caillavet et de 
Flers), 127; Leah Kleschna 
(Wharton), 276 & n, ; Les Avari^s 
(Brieux), 214 ; Les Deux Ecoles 
(Capus), 380 ; Les Fourberies de 
Scapin (Molike), 391 ; Les Gait^s 
du Caserne, 169 ; Les trois Filles 
de M. Dupont (Brieux), 132-3; 
Les trois Sultanes (Favart), 391 ; 
Madame la lune, 170 ; Mile, de la 
Seiglite (Sandeau), 56; Magda 
(Sudermann), 8; Mateo Falcone 
(Merim^e), 142 ; Maternity 
(Brieux), 139; Mr. and Mrs. 
Daventry (Harris), 219 ; Mrs, Dot 
(Maugham), 288 n.; My Friend 
the Mnce (Huntley McCarthy), 
33 ; Nana (Zola), 155-6 ; Pan and 
the Young Shepherd (Hewlett), 
261 ; P 611 eas et M^lisande (Maeter¬ 
linck), 121, 137 ; Qu’est-ce qu’on 
risque, 139 ; Rabelais (du Bois), 
202 ; Robe Rouge (Brieux), 139 ; 
Saucy Sally (Bumand), 35 & n ; 
Siegfried (Wagner), 154; Silver 
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Regent St. in January, 1899, 87 
Regnier, Henri de, 202 ; book so en¬ 
titled by J. de Gourmont, 295 
Renan, Ernest, book by, 104 
Rennes, the Dreyfus trial at, 203 
Renoir, Pierre-Auguste, 229 
Restaurants of Paris, classification of, 
116 ; food and prices at, 168,169, 
202 

Those used by B., 125 ; Austrian, 
rue de HauteviUe, 144; Boeuf fi 
la Mode, 327; Boisvins, 326; 
Boulants, 168,193 ; Brunet’s, 366 ; 
Casino (Monte Carlo), 149 ; Chat 
Blanc, 181, 184, 188, 206, 225 ; 
Chevillards, 220; Comedy, i ; 
Cygne, 269 ; Duval, 116, 126, 131, 
133, 140, the germ of The Old 
Wives’ Tale ” found in one, 130 ; 
Frascati’s, 315 ; Gambrinus, 345 ; 
Gare d’Orsay, 390 ; Gamier, i6g ; 
Gatti’s, 5 ; Globe, 133 ; Grand 
Caf6 Danecourt, 371-2 ; Harrod’s 
Stores, lunch at, 271; Hippodrome 
(Paris), 126, 134, 139, 141, 159, 

‘ Pipe-en-bois ’ seen at, 134; 
Hydro (Bournemouth), 347; 
ItaHen, 202, 215 ; Jouanne Tripe 
Shop, 215 ; Julien’s, 296; Laper- 
ouse, 202,203, 227 ; Lavenue, 179 ; 
Les Charmettes, 188 ; Liseux,220 ; 
Maire’s, 136, 168 ; Maxim’s, 201 ; 
Napolitain, 173 ; Noel and Peters, 
168,213 ; Notta’s, 203 ; PaiUard’s, 
168; Pavilion Royal, 185-6; 
Pension Paoli, Florence, 365; 
Place Blanche, 155, 198,^ 209; 
Place Clichy, 140; Rainbow, 
42 & n. ; Robinson’s, 177, 188, 
323; Russell’s, 344; of the 
Societes Savants, 131 ; Sylvain’s, 
141, 143, 153, r68, 173, 175 ; The 
Cabin (London), 272; The 
Kiosque, 319; TrevigUo’s, 362 ; 
Weber’s (Paris), 364 
Reszke, Jean de, 9 

Revision des chevaux, the annual, 176 
Revue de deux Mondes^ a criticism in, 
282 

Rhoden, a Paris friend, dinners with, 
143,144 ; on his experiences as an 
insurance agent, 144 
Rhone Valley, the, 365 
Ribot, Th., book by, 298 
Rich girl, generosity of, 118 
Richter, Hans, as conductor, 95 
Rickards, Edwin, 53 &«., 179, 181, 
345-6 & n. ; conversation of, 352, 
on Waterhouse’s influence on 
modem public buildings, 65 & n. ; 
on what makes life worth Hving, 
346 

Rickards and Lanchester, architects, 
65 &:w., 346 W. 


Ridge, W. Pett, meeting with and 
stories told by, 270, 272, 278 
Ripley, Miss, 221 
Risler, musician, 222 
Robins, Elizabeth, an article by, 92 & n. 
Robinson, C., designer of book covers, 
73 

Roche, a journalist, 86 & n, 
Rodaconache, Mme., and Bazin, 280 
Rodin, Auguste, sculptor, a meeting 
with, 132 ; sculpture by, 220; 
story of, 232-3 

Roehampton and Barnes, a walk 
through, ideas gathered during, 
271 

“ Roi, Le ”, a film seen, 335 
Romantic convention, the, Phillpotts 
intolerance of, 96 
Rook in flight, a, 107 
Root, an artist friend, 364 
Roscoff, excursion to, 377 
Rosenthal, the famous bookseller, 207 
Roses in December, in France, 249 
Ross, Martin, and E. CE. Somerville, a 
novel by, high praise of by B., 
70-1 

Ross, Robert, 346 
Rossetti, D. G., and Solomon, 63 
Rostand, E., plays by, 181, 357 
Rothenstein, Sir W., and bis wife, 345 
Rothschild servants, early cycling of, 
41 

Rottingdean, a walk to, 362 
Rotton, Sir J. F., on a sage indifference, 
152 & n. 

Round Pond, the, and the birds in 
frost and fog, 275 
Rousseliere, as Siegfried, 154 
Royal Academy Exhibition, compared 
with that of the Salon, 167 ; por¬ 
traits at, and the public attitude 
towards pictures, 3 
Ruck, Bertha, novelist, 170 
Rusldn, John, and the feeling for 
words, 68 

Russell, Maj.-Gen. F. S., memories of, 
332 & n„ 333 
Russian music, 221 
Russian princesses at Monte Carlo, 146 
Russo-Japanese War, the, 152 & w., 
158 ; B.’s prejudices concerning, 
192 & n. 


S., Mrs., desire of, to earn by writing, 

173 

Sacrfi Cceur, Church, view from, of 
Paris, 114-15 

Sains, Miss, on a mischievous philan¬ 
thropist, 306 ; on Mrs. Humphrey 
Ward, 305 

St. Augustin, church, a Schubert mass 
at, 170 

St. Clement Dane’s Church, 37 
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St. James’s Hall, a Grieg Concert at, 6r 
St. Julien, 252 
St. Mammes, 238, 323, 324 
St. Pol, company at in the inn, 373 
Saint-Saens, and his Algerian Suite, 
167 

St. Sulpice, an ordination at, 391 
Sainte-Beuve, C. A., books by, 295, 38S 
Sala, G. A., and an unpaid journalist, 

52 -o , • 

Salon, the, 164 n., 170, 215 ; B.’s enjoy¬ 
ment of, 167; decadence of 
Angladaseen at, 175; des Artistes 
Franpais, a visit to,_i 73 
d’Autonme, 326 ; a visit to, 32S 
Societe Nationale, the Laver}r paint- 
ing,i 67 ^. 

“ Sampson King , a pseudon^mi used 
by B., 91, 114 »• 

San Remo, 259 

Sandal-wearing in fact and a dream, 80 
Sandgate, a stay at, with Wells, 189 
Sandwichmen, a “ beautiful sight ” for. 

Sans gene, instances of, in cafes etc., 
and in public, 122, 125, 177,183 
Sardou, V., 134 _ 

Sargant and Whishaw, book by, 298 
Sargent, J. S., artist, 229 portraits by, 
B.’s views on (1898), 278 
Saturday Review, the, 191 ; and Frank 
Harris, 219 ; and Max Beerbohm, 
170; on “ What the Public 
Wants ”, 3^7 

Savage, the early, a likeness to, 201 
Savage, Warwick, 343 , ^ 

Scenarios by B., for * Antony and 
Cleopatra ”, 264, 265 ; for * Don 
Juan ”, 350 - . t 

Schneider, Hortense, the original ot 
“ Nana ”, 140 

Schnitzler, Arthur, one-act plays by, 
360 

Schwob, Mme (see also Moreno), 113 s«. 
Schwob, Marcel, B.’s relations with, and 
ill-health of, 113 & 

116, 120, 132, 158, 163, 196-7, 
200 ; death of, 208 ; speech by, m 
English, 159; a witticism by, 199; 
works by, 113 n.; on the craze 
for Stevenson, 166; on G. B. 
Shaw’s and Barrie’s plays, 120; 
on George Meredith, 198-9_ on 
his excitement over book-buying, 
'>07: on ”La Grande Encydo- 
peae ”, 158 ; oa play-endings, 
English and French views on, 200; 
on short-story writing, 114 ; 01^ 
“The Signalman” by I^ckem, 
158 ; on the Society of (French) 
Dramatic authors, 116-17] on 
bis. South Sea voyage, and the 
captain’s language and^ bterary 
limitations, 1664 on Kipling, 114 


Schwob, Maurice, 208 
Scorn, B. on, 292, 293 
Scotland, a visit to, 205 
Scott, Dixon, reviewer, 384 
Sea, the, B. “ sympathetic ” .to, 259 
Seagulls at Brighton, 356 ,; by the 
Thames, 272 

Seccombe, Thomas, 320, 345 
Sedan chair in use in the ’90’s, 
^- 3-4 

Seine, the, 177,195 ; trips on, 166,173? 
364 . , 

Self-consciousness, excessive, causes of, 
332 

Sensation and artistry, di.fficiilty ot 
combining, 121 

Sentences, construction of, B.’s needless 
care over, 263 ; long weli-man- 
aged, Phillpotts on, 9.6 
Sentimentality on the stage eSects of, 
on B., 64 

Serbia, royal m,urdei:s at, an eye witness 
on, 306 

Seton, Lady, 27S 

Severac, D6odat de, and Ins playing, 
294—5 

Sevign6 Mme. de, St. Beuve’s essay on. 
38S 

Sex in fiction and in fact, 79 
Sexual feeling, an unconscious expres¬ 
sion of, 274 ^ „ 

Sexual themes as mere .amusement, E. 

on, 264 . 

Shakespeare Memorial Institute, by 
moonlight, 136 

Shakespeare readings by Wagner, 76 
Shakespeare, Wiiiiam, and the women 
of .Shsikespeaxe, books on, by 
, Harris, 329, & 330. 33^, 381 *» 

recitalicms from, by . Barney 
Bamato, 354 

Shak^pearian. ciitidsins, 320 
Shannon, Charles, 357 , 358 . , 

Sharpe (father and son), musical mends 
of B., 2 & 16, 20, 43, I 07 j 223 f 

315 ; the relief of Ladysmith, 
104-5; a story from, 118 ; comment 
by, on Leonora ” 129; playing 
by, of “The Ring”, 76, 77 ; 
musical imitatioES by, 271 ^ 

Sharpe, Evelyn, report of, on B, s 
second book, 69 
Sharpe, Mrs., 32 

Shaw, George Bernard, 16 ; ma the 
Court Theatre, 261; mamage ot, 
78, plays bv 276, 278, moral powa: 
ol B. on, 278, Vedrenne on, 275; 
as pla5”wiight, Schwob on, 120 
Shaw, Mrs. G. B., 78 > 276 ^ w 

Shaw, It, Norman, architect, 5 S 
Shaw, Stebbing, section of a Dc»k o\\ 
333 & ». ■ 

Sheet-buying, a romance of, S5 
Shelley Society, the, 277 

415 




INDEX 


Shepherd, Mrs., and her son’s opera¬ 
tion, 25-6 

Shoreham, a visit to, 354 
Short stories of 1893, old fashioned air 
of, 86 

Sienkewicz, H., a translator of, 132 
Simplon, the, 365 

Sims, George R., and his income tax, 
81-2 

Singers desiring to appear, Op6ra 
Comique tariff for, 230 
Sisley, Alfred, 57 
Sketch, the, 220 

Slips in writing, B.’s inability to over¬ 
look, 66-7 
Smith, Dolly, 362 

Smith, Pauline, 312, 335, 338; novel 
hy, 3 30-1 > 339 ) preface to, by B., 
330 n, 

Smollett, T., book by, 255, 257 
Snails, a banquet of, 374 
Sneyd Green, the air on, 46-7 ; as used 
in the Five Town Stories, 273 & n. 
Snipe, weird cry of, 63 ; jSrst sight of, 
by B., 107 

Snow, and women’s shawls, 310 
Social status, contentment with, rare, 
12 

Soci6te des Aquarellistes Fran^ais, Ex¬ 
position de la, visited, 313 
Soci6te Protectrice des Animaux, tip- 
horses of, 160 

Soci6t^ Savants, La Plume dinner of, 

131 

Society, the, of Dramatic Authors, in 
Paris, power of, 116-17 
Soho before 7 a.m., 41 
Solomon, Simeon, the painter, lunacy 
of, 63 & n. 

“ Sons of the Morning ” (Phillpotts), 
the scene of, 97 
Soudan campai^ (1898), 77 
Souli6, Marguerite (Mrs. E. A. Bennett, 
q.v.), marriage of, 235 
South Africa, German designs on, 320 
Spare tip-horses, provision of in Paris, 
160 

Spear, Mrs., and her daughters, 200 
Spectator, The, 220 n, 

Spencer, H., books by, 253-4, 257, 344, 
380-1, 382-3, 385 ; described as 
“a woolly thinker”, 139 
Spiders’ webs, grandeur of, 382 
Spinster, a, on men, 153-4 
Staffordshire Stories, 103 
Stage Society, the, 259 w., adaptation 
for, of a play from “ Anna of the 
Five Towns ”, 237 ; ** Cupid and 
Common-sense ”, produced by, 
246w.; plays given by, 313; 
annual dinner of (1909), 317: 

What the Public Wants ”, pro¬ 
duced by, 316 n., 317; Brieux 
well-loved by, 358 


Stafidard, The, 229; Pearson’s pur¬ 
chase of, 220 & n. 

“ Standard ” offices, Paris, 227 ; tele¬ 
phoning from, 219 

Stanlaws, 225, and his “creation” 
184 ’ 

Stanley, Sir H. M., death of, the Paris 
edition of the New York Herald on, 
171 & n., 172 

Stapley, Mrs., 168 ; on a grim sight on 
Montparnasse, 181-2 
Statistics, women’s ideas on, 9-10 
Stead, W. T., new paper of, 143 
Steer, Wilson, a picture by, and its 
critics, 23 

Steevens, G. W., 203 ; style of, 271 
Steindl, founo, musical prodigy, 49 & n, 
Steinheil, Mme., trial of, 337 & n., 
338 

Steinlen, a Zola poster by, 54, 57 
Stendhal (Beyle), books by, 356 & n., 
359) 366, 369, the “ Plus Belles ” 
pages of (L6autaud), 285 ; Journal 
of, issue of, in Le Mercure de 
France, 263 ; style of, Leautaud 
on, 285 

Stevens, Alfred, 57 

Stevenson, R. L., “ acting as he wrote”, 
5 ; and.the Athenceicm, 223 ; books 
by, 7 ) 144) 147 ; Schwob on, 166 
Stock, bookseller, 296 
Stockbrokers, naiviU of, 355 
Stoic philosophy, a talk on, 245 
Stoicism of B. and its sources, 245, 
281 

Stoke, 343 

Stoves, troubles with, 136, 137, 328 
Straight, Sir Douglas, editor of the 
Pall Mall Gazette on peculiarities 
of memory, 175 Sin,; and the 
P.M.G. reviews of “ A Great 
Man ”, 180 

Strand, the, ideas gleaned in, 272 
Stratford-on-Avon, views on in 1896 
and later, 12-13 & n, 

Strauss, R., and his “ Electra ”, 375 ; 

and his “ Life of a tlero ”, 156 
Strong, Isobel, on Stevenson’s “ acting 
while dictating ”, 5 
Sturt, George, 22 & ; on intellect, 34 

Subscription, a, how secured, 100 
Sudermann, H., play by, 140 
Suffragettes, tbe, 303 
Sullivan, Sir Arthur, and d’Albert, 4 
Sunday Chronicle, a mis-statement in, 
357 

Sunsets, at Brighton, 360, at Lausanne, 
364, on a wet autumn day, 329 
Surgeons at work, mental state and 
tricks of, 217 

Sutherland, D. M., London editor, Man¬ 
chester Daily Despatch, 271 
Sutro, Alfred, 164, 358 
Sutro, Mrs. Alfred, 164 
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Swinbiime, Algernon, poems of, 197, 
285, Tauclinitz edition of, 197; 
death of, 316 

Switzerland, a stay in, 300 sqq., 347 ; 

a second visit to, 363 
Sylvestre, Armand, stories of, 239 
Symonds, E. M. {George Paston), a 
talk with on novels, ii ; literary 
and social views of, 17 Si n,; and 
her mother, mode of life of, 51 
Symonds, J. A., works of, B 7 s lack of 
interest in, shared hy J. A. S. s 
relations, 17 


Tajne, H. a., 320 ; ^odks by, 157, 

247, 253, 254, 259, 265, 298, 

324 sqq-y 378, 382 
Tariol, Anna, ‘ artiste % 127 
Tasso, poems by, 295^ 

Tauchnitz editions of B. s novels, 144, 

224, 307, 308, 310, 337 
Tchekofi, A., technique of, 312 ^ 

Technique, literary, conscious pleasure 
in, 85 ; passion for, essential to 
the artist, 69 

Ten Commandments, the, a story on, 

Tennyson, Lord, and a pun by' Mane 
Corelli, 43 ; poems by, 3 ^ 9 * 373 
Terris, W., murder of, 66 & n . 

Terry, Fred., actor, 110 , , 

Tessandier, Aimee, actress, m Tnerese 
Raquin 210 

Threshing machine, the drone of, 257; 

statistics of, 258 . , 

Theatre programme lacking anthors 
name, 348 . _ „ , 

Theatres, free seats m, 348; hrencn 
and English compared, 231 
Theatres and Opera-Houses visited by 
B.: Adelphi, 66 113 »•» 261 ; 

Aldwych, 300 & n.^ $16 3 ^ 7 » 

Ambigu, 155 ; 

136, I 39 » 2 i 4 > 232 ; Athenee, 116 , 
Avenue, 51-2; Boufies-P^iens, 

202 ; Brighton, 360-1; 

Francaise, 56, 113 «■, i^ 7 j ^^8, loi, 

Comedie Mondaine, 132, 1392 ^ 4 ^j 
Comedy, 35 , 288 w.; 

288 n.; Covent Garden Opera 
House, 8-9,84; CiitenoE, 50 & 

SI 348; Drury Lane, 32, 376 , 
Duke of York’s, 64; Gaiety 

chester), 342, «o- 

165 : Gamck, 33 ; Glasgow, 359 , 
Grand (Bursiem), 343 > Grand 
Guignol, .210; Gymnase, 223, 

Ha^y, 352. 376, 384: Hay- 
market, 7 , 14. 19. 41, 97 »-. 

QQ 104,105,156 & »•» 345, 348 & 
n 358, 362 ; Her Majest/s, 
fater Ha^Majesty's, 41, 3^7 5 
podrome (Brighton), 352 : Kmgs- 
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Theatres and Opera-Houses visited by 

B. {coniinueaj : 

way, 276 n., 389 n ; Lyceum, 8, 
83-4, 87 ; L5u:ique, 54 »; ISrlichei, 
121 ; New, 276 n ; Nouveautes, 
116 ; Odeon, 128, 391 ; Opera, 54, 
154, 229, 295-6 ; Opera Comique, 
118, 121, 137, 168, 227, 230^; 
Palace (London), 377 ; Palais 
Royal, 131, 371 ; Parisiana, 169; 
du Peuple, 139, ^ 40 ; Prince of 
Wales, 82 ; Queen’s, 275 ; Renais¬ 
sance, 199, 313 j Royalty, 219 
300 »*, 316, 317-18, 323 n.; 

St. James’s, 231; Sarah Bern¬ 
hardt, 1 1 3, 140 ; Terry’s, 275; 
Th6^tre Fran^ais, see Comedie 
Fran5aise; Theatre Naturaliste, 
120; Varietes, 119, 127, i 33 , 
370-1 ; Vaudeville (English), 
288 n,; Vaudeville (French), 140, 
336 

Theatrical experiences, a talk on, 225 
Theatrical gossip, 261, 265 
Thief plays, and Frohman, 276 
“ Things as they axe,” plan for a book 
by B. on, 268 __ 

Thomasson, Miss, painter, 180, 186, 
203, 213, 215 ; a dinner given by 
169 ; guests at her studio, 170; 
on a Frenchman learoing to dance, 
216 ; on the two sailors, i 73 
Thunderstorm, a, the upset made by, 
166 , - 

Thackeray, W. M., .as novelist, 1.1, 85, 
as seen at dinner, 382 . 

Times,. The, 202, 203; notice m of 
“ Cupid and Commoasense ”, 277 
Tina, Miss Beatrice, 315 , 

Tisons, the, history- of, an idea froin, 
269 & w. . , , , . 

Tissot, S. J. S., the pamte, the stay 
of, 213 & 214 , , _ 

Tissot, V,, books 

Tobogaiming, B.’s inability to trjj 3JO 
To-day, value of, 285-6 
To-day, “ Sacred and Profane Love, 
serialized in., 2.24 _ . 

Toft End in the Five Town Stones, 
original of, 273^, ^ 

Tolstoy! Count L. N., Arnolds essay 
oi 32 ; book by B.’s catic^pf, 
Tolstoy’s admissioii of its justice, 
389; and coining masters of 
iction, 84^ , 

Tonnelat, E., book 

Torquay, visits to Phillpotts at, 90, 
96 ; wealth at, 97-8 _ 

Tory politician,“a, 354 j ^ with, 355 

Tower Bridge, the, 40 „. • . „ 

“Town and Country”, poem by ts., 

Traveter^&e, and Ms pmwfe of 
gioom, 56 



INDEX 


Tree, Lady, 7 

Tree, Sir Herbert Beerbobm, 4 316, 

351, 35S; and an accident at re¬ 
hearsal, 7 ; a story about, 208 ; and 
“ Don Juan ”, 323 ; and “ What 
the Public Wants ”, 312, 317 
Tree-toads, night song of, 251--2 
Tregortha, John, Bible and other books 
printed by, 62 

Trench, Herbert, and “ The Honey¬ 
moon ”, 350-1 & n., 359, 362, 
389 ; a play commissioned by, 
315 ; and the Haymarket reper¬ 
tory scheme, 358 
Tresse, —, publisher, 296 
Trevena, John, book by, 359 
Trocadero, Palais du, 54 
Truth in writing, Casanova on, 138 
Tunbridge Wells, wealth at, 98 
Tuns tall, a funeral at, 314 
Turgenev, L, 85, 95 ; books by 298, 
319 sqq.f 326 ; character drawing 
by, 17-18 ; standard set by, for 
fiction writers, 84 ; wish of B., to 
deal thoroughly with, 69 
Twain, Mark, book by, 206 ; finances 
of, 188 

Tweed, John, 315 

Typewriting, French theatrical man¬ 
agers’ prejudice against, 213 
Typhus fever, rariety of (1896), 23 


Ugliness and its aspect of beauty, 85 ; 
Lessing on, 260 

Ullman, George, painter, 164213, 
214, 257 ; musical tastes of, 200, 
314 ; B.’s visit to the studio, 196 ; 
on Wagner, as essentially vulgar, 
181 ; studio of, a visit to, 196 ; on 
his visit to the U.S.A., 288 
Ullman, Mrs., 164 & n., 181 
Unexpressed sensation, the rising tide 
of, 30 

U.S. A. and its aristocracy of commerce, 
194; as book-market, 323, 335; 
hydrophobia (one case) in, 291 ; 
UUman’s impressions of, 288 
Unpleasant people, those who move the 
world, 214 


“ Vados ” (Agnes Farley), B.’s preface 
for, 381 & n. 

‘Wailima Table-Talk” (Strong), on 
Stevenson’s methods of writing, 5 
VaU^e, Dr., 193, 210, 211; rounds 
with, 162-3, 194-5, 212 
Valvin, 295 

Vaschide, N,, 212 & n ; death of, 261-2 
Vedrenne, J. E., 277, on theatrical 
matters, 275-6 
Veil-sellers, in Paris, 160-1 
Venus in “ Tannhauser ”, 83-4 


Verlaine, Paul, 215 ; poems by, 311, 
B.’s translations of, 211, 293; 
visage, 59 

Vernon connections of the Bennett 
family, nr 

Vernon, Frank, on the Glasgow success 
of “ Cupid and Common-sense ”, 
317 

Vernon, W. H., actor, 65 & n. 

Vevey, a stay at, 300 sqq ; Christmas 
dinner at, 303-4. ; a maniaque 
shop, 312 ; woods and paths near, 
311 

Victor Emmanuel I, 370 
Victor Emmanuel Gallery, 365 
Victoria, Queen, Diamond Jubilee of, 
37 &n.; funeral of, no 
Victorian Era Exhibition, 40 n. 
Vignes, Ricardo, pianist, 221 & n., 222 
love of, for beauty, 223 
Villa des N6fiiers, Avon, B. at, 288 
Villiers, the inn at, 250 
Vines in a French village, 248-9 
Vissac, French, novelist, 391 
Voltaire, books by, 228 


Wagner, Richard, characters of, 
beyond nature, 41; Nietzche’s 
defection from, possible cause of, 
77 ; operas of, at the Opera, 154 ; 
public'attitude to, a contrast, 32-3; 
reminiscences of, gleaned from 
Dannreuther, 76; vulgarity of, 
Ullman on, 181 

Waiters, foreign, in London, idea for 
an article on, 271 

Walking in the wet, B.’s enjojmient of, 
262, 269, 293, 329, 338-9, 361 
Walkley, A. B., 346, and his marriage, 
207 ; characteristics of, 208 
Wallace, A. R., book by, 298 
Waller, Lewis, actor, 276; in ‘‘ The 
Musketeers ”, 315 ; stories of, 265 
Walpole, Horace, Letters ” of, 180. 
Walpole, Hugh, 361-2 
Walter, John, of The Times^ 218 
Ward, G6nevi^ve, comments of, at a 
play, 65 

Ward, Mrs. Humphrey, her books and 
her gains, 15, 16, 142, 305, 350 
Waterhouse, A., influence of on modern 
public buildings, 65 & n, 

Watson, and the homicidal barber, 
43 

Watson, Sir William, poems by, 219 
Watts, G. F., 57 

Waugh, Arthur, on “ The Glimpse ”, 
330 & »., 331; on “ The Old 
Wives’ Tale ”, 307, 308 
Waugh, Mrs. A., 331 
Wayle, poet, 362 
Waziri rising, 1897, 37 «. 

Webb, Philip, architect, 58 
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Webb, Sidney (Lord Passfield), and bis 
wife, 78 

Webster, B 7 s friend 79, 357, 362 ; on 
the cry of the snipe, and on a 
ghost, 63-4; and Mile, Lavard, 
164 ; and G. R. Sims’s income tax,. 
8i~2 

Wedgwoods, the, 112 
Welch, Mrs. James (Audrey FordI, 
198 & «. 

Well-dressed woman, a, 169 
'Wells, H. G., 384 ; B.’s relations wdth, 
316, 317, 345, 346 ; books by, 189, 
190, 203 &»., 214, 222, 279, 331, 
French translations of, 152, science 
in, 147; and B 7 s play “ Cupid 
and Common-sense ”, 277 ; con¬ 
versation of, 190 ; .financial affairs 
of, 189, 203 & n., 224, 279; a 
proposed “ interview ” with., 279 ; 
Huart on, 370; on “ A Great 
Man ”, 175 ; on “ The Glimpse ”, 
334 ; on Spencer as “a woolly 
thinker ”, 139 
Wells, Mrs. H. G., 190 
Werg, musician, 16 ; on Strauss’s music, 
375 

Westminster Cathedral, and its archi¬ 
tect, III-I2 

Wssimmsier Gazette, prudery of, 29S; 

on “ What the Public Wants ”, 307 
Westmorland moors, the eerie cry of 
the snipe on, 63, 64 
Wharton, A. P., play by, 276 n. 
Wharton, Edith, book by, 350 
Wheeler, Dr. and Mrs., 358 
Whelen, secretary to Sir H. B. Tree, 
316; on “What the Public 
Wants ”, 317 
Whistler, J. Mc.N., 164 
Whiteing, Richard, 345 
Whitman, Walt, 143 
Wh.itten, Wilfred, relations with, 
121 Sen., 125, 140, 162, 166 &n.y 
169, 278, 315; on “ A Great 
Man ”, 175 

Williams on, hh:. .and Mrs. C. N., 148, 

149 

Wilson, Lucy actress, 277 
Wind in branches, roar of, 2S7 
Witley, B.’s bouse at. So, 92 ; the 
housekeeper’s saying, 93 
“ Wolfe Pollerfen ”, PMllpotts’ pseu¬ 
donym, 90 

Wolfi, Albert, books by, 227, 298 
Woman and dogs, harnessed together, 
236 

Wofmn, 4 n.; B.’s sub-editorship and 
.editorship o.f, 22 &»,, 24, 31, 67, 
83, 94; some drawbacks of, 26, 27; 
a comic ..mistake detected by, 29; 
B..% resignation of, . 105, .106; 
Nolan’s editorship of, 78 »• 


EX 

Woman Joumalis:, a, cn her iterance 
of how to write properly. 65 
Women, B.’s ideas on. a tai; on, i**; : 
love of, PMIlpc US’s Gclden RTe cn, 
125 ; in relation to men’s suoness, 
138: and the relations or the 
sexes, a note-bcck cn, 2:rtf. 
217 ; ppportion of. to- menJ t ’ 
Women friends, ccc In esses amonr, 
,“92 

“Women of Shakespeare” Harris, 
an article on, from B.. desired. 

Women’s dress, their noses in relation 
to, ic ; in summer, pleasure of 
seeing, 40 

Wood, Demvent, 358 
Wood, Esther, writer cn art. Sc 
Wood, Sir Henry, tendurtrr, 32, 33- 
34 , 49 

Woods, Alice, see Thman, Xlrs. 

Words, nice choice of, authors delight¬ 
ing in, iS, 68 

Wordsworth, W., an example in, of win 
25S ; poems ty, 25S-9, 276 
World’s Fair, Chicrago,, replioa at, tt 
Great IVhite Horse Inn, Ipswith, 
40 

Wright, Wilbur, aviator, 326 
Writing, hew to save exhaustion 
186 ; “ for posterity ”, B.’s disdain 
for, 30 ; technique ci gained by 
short-story wTitiiig, 254 
“ Writing and Illumiaating ” 'jehn- 
stonj, 245 k n. 

WXndham, Sir Charles, and his cele¬ 
bration of managerial-majarity 
sapper, 4 ; an ideal for the conduct 
of life, 50 & .«.j 51 


X, on being weH dmnk, 200-2 
X.., Mrs,,, and hex butlers, ipr 


Yacht coiniiig to moorings, a note of, 

Yeliom B&ok, Tke, 6 31, 292 & ». 

Yoime, the, 195 

Young, a 'paimlst, on B.’s “hand”, 


2 S 



Ysaye, ap.peara.iice of, and toatert given 
*by, 92 


.Zangwill, Israel, 358 
Zola, Smile, novels by, 54, 57, iSSy*^ 
rgi, 210, 222 : and the advertise¬ 
ment of Ms “ Paris ”, 54. 57 ; and 
the theatre descaibed in “ Xaaa ”, 
127, i 4'0 
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